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For my daughter, Catherine

prologue

The Tyrrhenian Sea: 22 September 71, Anno Domini

Vitellan's journey to the twenty-first century began on the Tyrrhenian Sea, during an equinox galein the autumn of the
year 71, Anno Domini. In that year, in that century, his name was still Vitellan Bavalius.

The Venator was not a big ship, and because of that the sturdy transport vessel handled stormswell. One of the severe
galesthat lashed the Campania coast around thistime of year had boiled into life, and the Venator ran steadily with a
northeast wind, its mainsail and foresail trimmed to storm-rig asit rode the rolling procession of huge waves.

Captain Metellus cautiously worked hisway forward along therailing. At the bow, the great iron and timber anchor was
loosein itslashings and rocking back and forth with every movement of the ship. The Venator had survived morethan its
share of storms because Metellustook nothing for granted, not therigging, nor the packing of cargo, nor anything else.
He always bought new sails and ropes long befor e renewal was due, and he personally inspected the hull with the
carpenters—not merely to check that the leaks and seepages were under control, but to make surethat there were no
leaks or seepages at all. From a distance the anchor looked loose but safe, yet that was not good enough for the Venator.
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Metellus stopped amidships, beside the mainmast. One of the new deckhands was holding on to the railing and was
looking out to sea.

"Don't worry, it only getsworse," Metellus shouted to the youth above the wind.
"1'm not sick," Vitellan shouted back. " 1'm hereto seethe storm."
Metelluslaughed. " You're mad. Every one of the men on deck would give a week's pay to be below and dry."

"Thisismy first storm. How can | talk about it to my grandparentsif 1've been cowering below? 1'd missthe huge waves,
the sailors struggling with the steering oar, and the danger."

"Hah, there's not much danger on the open sea for a well-rigged, tight ship, Bavalius," shouted Metellus proudly.
" Danger comes from stopping suddenly on rocks or a shoal. Turning beam-on to the wind and waves could sink ustoo,
but | won't let that happen. Your family chose well when they—"

Vitellan saw it first. He pointed ahead and shouted a warning to the captain. Another ship, a very large vessel, was
directly ahead of the Venator, lying on its side with its masts and rigging smashed and tangled. Captain Metellusturned
and stumbled aft acrossthe rolling deck, shouting to the steer smen above the wind. The five seamen working the
steering oar frantically tried to turn the Venator to starboard, but even such a small ship does not turn easily. The Venator
struck thewreck nearly square-on.

The shock snapped the mainmast, bringing down a tangle of rigging to snare those on deck. The hull split asthousands
of mortise and tenon jointsripped apart, then the Venator slowly swerved about until the wind had it pinned beam-on to
the waves against the wreck of the other ship. The two vessels crashed together amid the mountains of water, rupturing
their hullsfurther.

The Venator's bow was underwater scarcely a minute after theimpact. Vitellan was still clinging to therail, paralyzed
with shock, asthe legionaries that the ship had been taking to Egypt began struggling out of the main hatch amidships
and crawling aft. The Venator's newest deckhand seemed to wake from a dream and herealized that death was very close.
The ship was doomed, and in a matter of minutesthe only living men would be those with wreckage to cling to. Best to
have first choice of the wreckage, he decided.

Vitellan could hear muffled screams beneath hisfeet as he slid down the deck to the water amid fallen ropes, sails, and
spars. Part of the pinewood foremast spar was floating near by, and he waded in and swam to it. Groping under the

water he blindly hacked and cut the hard, strong ropestrailing from the spar. Thisthing had to be his vessel when the
ship was gone, and long ropesthat trailed away into the water still might be attached to the ship. They would drag him
down when it sank, he kept reminding himself as he frantically hacked at the ropes. How long before—Vitellan looked
about to find himself alone amid the waves and debris. The ship had already sunk but the spar was still floating.

In sheer relief the youth nearly let go of the spar, then he hooked a leg over it and rested aswell as he could. He would
not drown for a few moments at least, but even hanging on was exhausting work in the storm. Minutes passed, and he
began to tire quickly. Knowing that rescue would be days away if it cameat all, he bound himself to the spar while he
still had the strength to do it properly. After that it was all he could do to snatch breath while his head was above water.
Theworst of the squall passed after some hours, but Vitellan was insensible by the time the wind shifted again and
began to drive him back toward the coast.

The Campania Coast, Italy: 27 September 71, Anno Domini

A jagged piece of wreckage tumbled ponder ously amid the waves breaking on the beach, too heavy to be washed in any
farther. Antonius stared at it from the seat of his cart, noting that it was part of the decking of quite a large ship. Further
along the beach his children searched the flotsam and wreckage that had been washed up by the choppy autumn waves.
The sky was heavy with gray clouds, and the wind flung sand and spray at hisface in stinging gusts. It wasthe season for
shipwrecks, and thusit was his family'stime of prosperity. Antonius shuddered, recalling that it was almost ten yearsto
the day since he had been washed ashor e clinging to the wreckage of hisown vessel.

His son Tradus called to him in a shrill voice, but Antoniusdid not look away from the shattered section of decking. A
few days ago it had been part of one of the finest shipsin all of the Roman Empire, he thought as another ragged wave
burst over thewreckage. Tradus called out

again, and thistime Antonius did turn. His son was waving and pointing to a shape in the sand. A flick of the reins set
his hor se plodding along the beach.



" Part of a spar with metal fittings, and a lot of ropetangled around it," Tradussaid ashedrew near. " A good find,
Papa?"

"Not as good as a bag of gold, but better than firewood. Here, take the axe and chop the metal free, then untangle the
rope and coail it neatly. Ah, now Domedia iswaving too. I'll leave the cart with you and see what she has."

The girl was standing over the naked body ofa man in his early twenties. It was chalk white and bloated, already in the
early stages of decomposition. Using his staff Antonius pointed to a well-healed scar high on one shoulder.

"That'sa spear thrust, and it'sat least ayear old," he explained. " See the marks here and here on his chin, and the
calluses on hisleft arm? He once wore a helmet and used a shield.”

" So he was a legionary?"

"1'd bet my right hand on it,” he said, holding up the hook on the stump of hisright wrist. " He was probably from one of
those troopships from Neapolisthat sank in the storm last week."

"Hesmells," Domedia complained, then moved upwind.
"He'sbeen in the water five days, and been dead for about the sametime. A pity that he's naked, there's nothing for us."

Asthey started back toward Tradus, Domedia's shar p eyes picked out something in a mound of seaweed and she skipped
away to investigate.

Antonius scratched at his beard with hisiron hook. It wasjust past the autumn egquinox, a danger ous time to be on the
Tyrrhenian Sea. The captains of the troopships had taken a chance and had lost their gamble with fate, Antonius
thought as he looked out to sea. Then again, perhapsthey had been under orders: some new rebellion against Roman
rule, troops needed urgently somewhere.

Antonius brandished his hook at the sea asif in defiance, then let hisarm drop to hisside. He had gambled too, putting
his savingsinto the price of a fishing boat and sail-

ing late in the season when othersdid not dare. A storm finally, perhapsinevitably, claimed hisboat and the crew of five.
He had struggled ashore with his hand so badly mangled that it had to be cut off. Fate had been cruel to hisfamily that
year. They werereduced to wretched poverty, and two monthslater hiswife had died in childbirth. Ever sincethen he
had lived off the folly of otherswho had also given the Tyrrhenian Sea too little respect.

"Garum, there'sgarum in this!" called Domedia.

Antonius strode over to where she was pulling seaweed away from a large amphora tied to a wooden framework by its
handles. He cut it free and hefted it.

" From the ship'skitchen, not the cargo,” he said as helicked the fish sauce from the cork seal. " It's nearly full."
"Lucky it wastied to that beam or it would have sunk.”

"The cook probably secured everythingin hiskitchen when he saw the storm coming. The beam it'stied to was once part
of awall. Thiswill fetch a good price, a very good price."

Tradus began shouting and waving in the distance. Antonius stood up and beckoned to him. " For get the spar, Tradus,
bring thecart over to us,” hecalled back.

"There'saman here, alivel" Tradusreplied.

They ran acrossto him at once. A youth was lying unconscious under a mass of seaweed and rope. He wore a ragged tunic
and had apparently bound hisarmsto the spar before he became too weak to hold on. A small pursewas at hiswaist, tied
to hisbelt by itsdrawstrings. Antonius dropped to hiskneesand drew hisknife. Histwo children stared at him intently
asheknelt in the sand. Waves thundered raggedly onto the beach behind them, and a spatter of rain stung their faces.

"Hemay befrom arich family," Domedia said at last. Antonius sighed, then nodded slowly and began to cut the youth
free. His skin had been chafed and torn by therope, and was cold to the touch. Domedia brought sacks from the cart to
cover him.

" Five daysin thewater, five dayswithout food or drink," muttered Antonius as he uncorked a waterskin. " It's amazing.
He' syoung, but he must be tough.”



" About seventeen,” ventured Domedia. " No more."

Antoniusforced alittle water past the youth's swollen tongue. " And fair of face, eh daughter ?"

"You gave him only atrickle! Give him more."

"Too much water after so many days of thirst would kill him. Just a little more now. Domedia, take your brother over to
the amphora and load it onto the cart. After that, check therest of the beach. I'll stay here with the boy until you get
back."

" But we must take him straight home. He'll die otherwise."

"1f hedieshedies. If wedon't search the beach for what the sea offersus, we'll dietoo." He held up his hook-hand. " 1've
been a sailor, | know how to tend thelike of thisone."

Theyouth did not die while they finished sear ching the beach, and he survived the cart ride back to Antonius' cottage.
That evening herevived for a short time asthey tended him beside the central hearth, and he began to babble a
digointed account of what had happened. He had been aboard the troopship Venator, which had foundered after a
collision during a squall.

" Cold, so cold,” he concluded. " Cold caressed me, cold sustained me. . . cold was my lover."

"The cold should havekilled you," said Antonius. " You say your grandparents have a small farm near Her cula-neum?"
" At Boscor eale, near Herculaneum. Find them . . . say Vitellan Bavalius survived."

"Vitellan? A curious name for a Roman?"

"My mother . .. Egyptian . . . named me after ... someone."

"1 see. And who isyour father?"

"My father, Marcus Bavalius ... centurion in legions. L egions dangerous, he said. Join a ship, he said. Safe, safe ... he
said."

"Whereisyour father?"
"At Alexandria. .. princepsprior. Warm there, too warm . .. heat kills, cold giveslife."
"He'sraving," grunted Antonius. " Still, he speaks asif educated, and hisfather has a middling good rank. His fam-

ily may reward uswell for hisreturn. Tradus, take the horse and ride to Boscoreale in the morning. Ask at the farmsif
anyone has a grandson named Vitellan Bavalius. Tell them he wasrescued by a poor crippled sailor."

Antonius sat by the fire and began to carve tenons from driftwood to sell to the boatbuilders. Outside the wind howled
and rain pattered on theroof. Tradus thought of hisjourney the following day and glanced resentfully at Vitellan before
climbing into bed.

"...waveswashed over me, chilled away my pain," Vitellan mumbled. " Bewarefire, fireisdeath.”

"My fireisbringing you back to life now," Antoniussaid as he fed wood shavingsto the flames. " Y ou should have died
out there. How did you endure five daysin the water ?"

"The cold ismy friend, kept me alive ... the cold ismy lover, in her embrace I'll live forever."

Domedia shivered as she sat beside Antonius, splicing the lengths of ropethat they had salvaged. " Are the godsimmortal
because their blood is cold?" she asked.

Antonius frowned at her. " Vitellan hereisno godling. He'sjust a tough—and very lucky—boy. | know what you're
thinking, Domedia. Just remember how your mother died and stay out of hisbed.”

" But how did he survive so long in the cold sea?"

"Why are some men stronger than others? Why are your eyes so keen that you can see flotsam on the beach at twicethe
distance your brother can? Thetalent to endure cold is Vitellan's particular blessing from the gods. It has already saved



hislife once. Perhapsit will do so again."

Vitellan recovered and was soon reunited with his grandparents. They rewarded Antonius by making the former captain
an assistant over seer of the dozen slaveson their little farm. Antonius and his son died when Vesuvius erupted and
destroyed Boscor eale eight yearslater, in an odd vindication of Vitellan's delirious war ning. Domedia escaped, having
married a boatbuilder by then and goneto livein Naples.

Two months after hisordeal Vitellan decided to join the army rather than return to the sea. Some months after that he
was put aboard a ship to Egypt, much to hishorror, but

this voyage was free of disaster. Hewasto travel widely in the yearsthat followed, and he served in Mauretania, Gaul,

the Germanic frontier, and the north of Britannia. It wasin Britannia where he lear ned that by embracing coldness he
could indeed live forever, and in an act of petty revenge he designed and built the world's second human-power ed time

machine.

venenum inunortale
Nusquam, the European Alps: 17 December 71, Anno Domini

Rome was near the height of its power in the second year of Vespasian'sreign as emperor, and nobody would have
suspected that the Empir e's fate hung by the life of a five-hundred-and-eighty-year-old Etruscan. Celciniuslay with his
earsand nostrils sealed with beeswax plugs, and his mouth bound shut. His body was frozen solid in a block of ice at the
bottom of a shaft two hundred feet deep.

Regulus held hisolive oil lamp high as he entered the Frigi-darium Glaciale. He shivered, even dressed ashewasin a
coat of quilted Chinese silk and goosedown. The sheepskin lining of his hobnailed clogs did no better to keep out the
cold, and the fur of hishood and collar was crusted with frost from his own breath. Wheezing loudly after the long trek
down through corridors cut through solid ice, he paused for a moment.

"There'd be something wrong were it not so damn cold,” he panted to himself as he leaned against the wall, watching his
wor ds become puffs of golden fog in the lamplight.

The Frigidarium Glaciale was a single corridor cut intotheice. It stretched away into blackness, as straight and level as
a Roman road. On thewalls on either side of him were rows of bronze panels, each two feet by seven and inscribed with

names and dates. After a minute Regulusreluctantly heaved himself into motion again, shuffling down the corridor and
leaning heavily on a staff that borethe Tempo-rian crest of awinged eye. Its other end was tipped with a spike, so that it
would not slip on theice of thefloor.

He paused again by a panel marked with his own name and bearing twenty-six pairs of dates. There was something
strangely alluring about this cell cut into theice, where he had spent 360 of the 437 years since his birth. Following his

own privateritual he knocked out the pins securing the top of the panel to retaining bolts set into theice, then levered it
down with his staff. The hinges creaked reluctantly, shedding a frosty crust. Behind it was an empty space six feet long
and two feet deep.

Regulus stared into thelittle chamber, holding the lamp up and running his gloved hand along the surface of theice. He
had been in there when Plato had died, and for the whole of Alexander the Great's short but remarkable career. Regulus
had, of course, been awake to attend the Temporians' Grand Council, the single time when all hisfellow Temporians
had been awake together. That was when they had decided to abandon their Etruscan heritage and support Rome. The
Punic Wars and rapid expansion of Roman power and influence had followed, and Regulus had been awake to earn scars
in the fighting against Hannibal. There had been moreyearsin theice after that, until he had been revived in time to
cross the Rubicon with Julius Caesar. That time he had stayed awake for two decades, until after the defeat of Antony
and Cleopatra. He had returned to theice again by thetime Christ was born.

The old man was secretly a litde claustrophobic, and disliked both being in the Frigidarium Glaciale and the prospect of
some day returning to his assigned cell there. He heaved the bronze panel back into place. " Never again,” he promised

himself as he scanned the dates in the dancing lamplight, then he turned and shuffled farther down the corridor of the

Frigidarium Glaciale like a short, arthritic bear.

At avacant cell hetook a metal tag from hisraobes, dlid it into a bracket and sealed it into place. He studied the entry for
a moment before moving on.



"Vitellan Bavalius, en?" he chuckled softly to the name on the panel. " You're the lad who survived five daysin a cold
sea after that troopship sank last September. You don't know about usyet, lad, but you are destined to join us-and sleep
in this hole. We're watching you now, and you are very promising. You're a strong, natural leader, and you have gr eat
resistanceto the cold. Those are perfect qualifications to become a Temporian and live for athousand years."

Regulus patted thetag with Vitellan's namelike a teacher encouraging a good student, then walked down to the very end
of the Frigidarium Glaciale. The panel bearing Cel-cinius name was alonein thewall at the end of the corridor.
Regulusturned and glanced behind him, morethrough habit than paranoia. The entrance had now faded into blackness,
but the corridor was empty asfar ashe could see. Hereleased the pinsand pried the panel out to reveal a block of
rammed snow, from which emerged leather straps bound with a wax seal. He allowed himself a little smile: theimprint
in the seal was hisown: 217 years earlier he had been acting asthe Frigidarium Glaciale's Master of thelcefor thefirst
time when Celcinius had returned to theice. Satisfied, he swung the plate back and checked the datesinscribed in it.
Celciniuswas ninety-four in terms of years awake. That was bad. It would be a difficult revival.

Regulus slowly made hisway back down the length of the Frigidarium Glaciale, past the 370 other bronze plates, and
stopped at the thick, metal-bound oak door. With a twinge of shame herealized that he had not checked the reading in
the lock when he had entered. " Memory's going too," he muttered, taking a stylus and wax tablet from the folds of his
heavy robes and peering through a slit in thelock's housing. Three numerals were visible, and Regulus noted them. He
was about to pull the door shut when herealized that he had not locked the door behind him while he wasinside the
Frigidarium Glaciale. " Lucky nobody's here to see all this," he said, pulling the door shut. Taking an iron key nearly a
foot in length he locked the door, unlocked it, then locked it again. The lock's mechanism was the most advanced in
existence, and had been installed only five yearsearlier. It incor porated a counter-wheel that recorded the number of
openings and closings, and could not be reset. He noted down the second—and now corr ect— reading.

"1f my memory'sasbad asthat I'll not get out alive,” he muttered as he pulled hisfur-lined mittens back on.

TheFrigidarium Glaciale was not located in a glacier, but was cut into unmoving, stableicein a deep ravine between two
mountain peaks. Regulus cautiously walked down a

flight of steps carved out of theice and along another passage. At the bottom was a door, in fact every twenty feet there
was another door to seal in the cold air. There were no guards down here, but it was still a dangerous place for intruders.
One door opened onto a walkway above a deep pit with long, sharp spikes at the bottom. The walkway was designed to tip
unwary visitors off if they did not reset a group of leversin the right sequence at the halfway point. Beyond thiswas a
vault of ice blocks that would collapse unless a lever back at the previous door was moved to the correct notch first.
Finally there was a cage of metal bars, and beside it three wheels with numbers engraved on the rims. Set the wrong
code on the wheels and the lower passage would be automatically flooded with water piped from a heated cistern two
hundred feet above. Theright code alerted a slavein the palace to start his horse turning a windlass to raise the elevator
cage. Regulus entered the cage and pulled the door shut. Hereached back out through the barsand set the wheelsto the
correct code.

After an interval that never failed to unnerve him the cage jerked dlightly, then began to move upward. He leaned back
against the bars and sighed a long plume of condensed breath. Perhaps his memory was not so bad after all, perhaps his
lapsesin the actual Frigidarium Glaciale had only occurred because hislife had not been at stake down there. The olive
oil lamplight showed stratified layersin theice and occasional stones as he made the slow journey upward. He had a
name for every embedded stone that he passed;' he had madethetrip hundreds of times. All that seemed to change was
theintensity of the cold. For the last few feet the shaft waslined with marble blocks.

The cage emerged into atorchlit stone chamber, then stopped. A woman in her late fifties was waiting for Regulus,
shivering within several layers of pine marten fur. She unlatched the cage door while the slave in charge of the windlass
threw the anchor bolts at the base of the cage. Regulus was trembling almost convulsively as she led him to a little alcove
that was heated by air piped from a distant furnace. The warmth slowly eased his distress.

"| told you to take an assistant,” she said as she poured

him a cup of warm, spiced wine from a silver flask on an oil-burner stand.

"Therulesaretherules,” hereplied between chattering teeth.

" Do you know how long you wer e down there?"

Heignored the question. " Well Doria, the seal on Celcinius body isintact," hereported, then gulped a mouthful of
wine. " Everything isasit was during my previousinspection. | can authorize hisreleaseif the Adjudicatorsvote for it."

"Hewas eighty-nine last time hewasrevived," said Doria, putting a pan of wax on the oil-burner. " According to the



Revival Ledger he hovered near death for six days. I'll not vote for revival. Not just now, anyway."
"Thelast unpaired date on his panel shows that he was ninety-four at the time of hislast freezing."

"1 know, | know. It isin my own records." Doria closed her eyes and took a deep breath. " Surely we can make our own
decisions by now. We don't need his sanction."

" Perhaps not, but the Adjudicators are still calling, for hissanction,” Regulus said as herubbed the circulation back into
his hands. " That'swhy they want him revived.”

"If hedies, what then?" asked Doria.
"1f hedieswe havelost our founder," hereplied with resignation.

"Precisely," shesaid with some vehemence, now leaning forward and tapping the heated stone bench. " We lose our
greatest unifying symbol."

"Doria, please—there are complex issues here. The Adjudicators cannot be forced to rely on their own authority and
judgment when they rule on Vespasian making himself Emperor."

She sat back, shaking her dyed black curls. " With Celcinius frozen, at least we still have our founder symbolically alive.
The Adjudicators must learn to make their own decisions without a nod from him."

Regulus slowly picked up hiscup and took another sip of wine. " I'm confused. Would you have Celcinius frozen forever?
What is so bad about such an old man's death?"

Doria sat watching the condensation of her own breath as she considered her reply.

"1t isbad for thewoman in charge of therevival team that failsto restore Celciniusto life, and | am that woman," she
said slowly and clearly, then closed her eyes.

" So, a hidden agenda."

"Intheiceheisat least not dead, but if wetry to revive him hewill almost certainly die. Why bother, why not leave him
alone? What is your hidden agenda, Regulus?"

The dave appeared at the door of the alcove, bowed and entered.
"We shall continue thislater,” said Regulus with somerelief.

The slave reported that the cage was secure for hisinspection. Regulus grumbled, but got to hisfeet, pulling himself up
hand over hand with his staff. The slave bowed again and backed out of the alcove, and Doria followed them with the pan
of hot wax. Regulus gave the cage a cursory check, tapping bars, pins, and gear s with his staff, then he gestured to Doria.
With a practiced flourish she poured the wax over the master lock pin of the windlass, and after a moment Regului
pressed hisring seal into the soft, warm wax. The heat was welcome on his chilled fingers, and he withdrew thering with
reluctance.

" Did you attach thetag plate for young Vitellan Bavalius?" Doria asked as they walked through the blackstone access
corridor.

"Yes, yes, yes, I'm not senileyet. When ishe dueto beinitiated?"

"In afew months. He wasto be sent to Egypt, but | had him sent instead to the Furtivus L egion that guardsthe
approachesto thispalace. Heis stationed in Primus Fort, and Centurion Namatinus has been sending mereportson
him—in fact heisdueto be part of the escort for our next mule caravan of supplies.”

"How has hereacted to being in a secret legion?"

"Extremely well. Heisour first Christian recruit, did you know that? The Christians have a strong sense of discipline,
dedication, and duty, and they teach their children to keep secrets almost as soon asthey can talk. They could well

become a prime sour ce of new blood for us Temporians. Vitellan is certainly a model recruit.”

Regulus spat and cursed. " Damn cruel, it is, taking a boy of seventeen and freezing him for fifty years. It'skilling his
friends and family for him, even though they will live out their lives unharmed.”



" But hemust have all his personal ties severed while heisyoung and flexible, Regulus. He must become accustomed to
living aswedo. It may be a sharp wrench for him, but therewardsare great. Our reports certainly indicate that he has
the rare combination of qualitiesthat makes a good Tempo-rian.”

"He may not want to join us, once he has been told of our existence. He may have a girl somewhere."
'Then hewill bekilled," said Doriasimply. " You know that aswell as| do."

They emerged into the palace, but Regulusinsisted on going out onto a balcony at once. The winter sky was blue and
clear, although the lower part of the mountain was shrouded by mist. The air was still and crisply cold. He breathed
deeply, savoring the pure, fresh air and swearing to himself that he would never again drink the Venenum Im-mortale
and sleep frozen in the Frigidarium Glaciale.

An Alpine Trail: 17 December 71, Anno Domini

Galluswas thankful that thiswas the season'slast trek through the Alpsto feed the gods. Already the snow was deep,
and within a few weeks his mules would find it impossible. An unseasonably heavy fall could easily happen as early as
tomorrow, he reminded himself. Vitellan rode the last mulein theline, alert and keenly observing everything. He was
young and enthusiastic, like all the other Roman legionaries that had been assigned to escort Gallus' mules over the
years. In the spring Vitellan would be transferred somewher e else, but Gallus could look forward to many more year s of
hauling grain, ail, firewood, and luxuriesthrough the mountains, and leaving it all on a huge altar for the godsto take.
Why are my assistantstransferred so quickly yet | remain here, Galluswondered. Have | failed some unspoken test of
the Furtivus Legion?

In all hisyearsof travel Gallus had never seen the gods.

Their altar was at the base of a sheer cliff whose top was generally obscured by mist. Occasionally a muleteer-legionary
would stay back and hide among therocksto see what took the piles of sacks, bales, amphorae, and firewood from the
altar, but the story was always the same. An enor mous hand would reach down and snatch away the pilesduring the
night. Some muleteer swho stayed back were never seen again.

Gallus was steady and conservative in hiswork. He displayed no curiosity about the gods, did as he was ordered, and was
always punctual. It wasa hard but securelife, asthere were no banditsto fear in such aremote part of the Alps. Later
that day they would meet with the main convoy of seventy mules, and from thereit was another two daysto the altar.

An arrow thudded into his chest. Gallus stiffened, then toppled across the neck of his mule. Histhick butt-leather
breastplate had taken most of the impact so that the point barely scratched his skin, but Gallus was not about to let
anyone know that. Behind him came shouts and curses from Vitellan and their attackers: "He's hiding!" and " Mind the
mule!" Theanimalswerein a panic already, but the snow and their leads prevented them from bolting.

M or e shouts echoed through the mountains, mingled with the clang of blades. Vitellan was fighting from behind his
mule. The mules had value, and the bandits would not risk injuring them. Gallus listened to the voices. Four or five of
them. " Grab thelead mule!" That was his cue. Footsteps came crunching through the snow, lungs wheezed that were
unaccustomed to the thin alpine air. " Off with ye," said a voice with the intonations of a pleb from the lowlands cities,
but asthe bandit tried to push Gallus from the mule the old legionary suddenly reached forward with an un-threatening,
fluid, even gentle gesture and plunged a dagger into histhroat.

Now Gallus slipped from the mule and looked back, the arrow still protruding from his chest. Vitellan had sent one of
the bandits staggering away clutching his side and was engaging the other two. Two down. No more than fivein total,
including one hidden archer. Gallus started back, sheltering

behind each mulein turn. An arrow struck a grain sack, fired from therocksto the side of him. Good, good, nearly past
the archer, Gallusthought.

" Keep 'em fighting, Vitellan, they'll tire before we do," Gallus called, but even as he spoke he realized that he was

tiring fast himself. With dagger and gladius he engaged a bandit who was working hisway behind Vitellan. The man was
skilled with hisweapons, but was hampered by the thin air, cold, and snow. Another arrow hit Gallus' breastplate, but its
point barely pierced hisflesh. Somewhereto one side a bandit cursed with pain as Vitellan's blade slipped past his guard.

Galluswas by now all too awar e of a lethar gy sweeping over him. Hetried ineffectually to parry a curving snap and the
blade thudded into the side of his head, cutting flesh and bone. Gallus collapsed to the snow, but felt asif he was still
falling and falling and falling. In the distance Vitellan screamed, an echoing, fading scream.

Lars scrambled down from hisvantage, brandishing hisbow and cursing with fury.



" Onedead and two wounded!" he shouted. " And from fighting only two legionaries.”

" Tough buggers,” gasped Vespus, who was draped acr oss a mule's packs.

"You'reveterans of the arena."

"Gladiatorsdon't havethin air ... and snow. Theselegionaries ... are stationed here. They'reused to it."
The mules wer e standing still, but wer e frightened and restless. Lars began to strip Gallus' body.

" Butt leather," exclaimed Vespus. " The old fox wore butt leather under hisfurs."

"1t lowed my arrows and scraped most of the poison from them. No wonder hetook a whileto die."
Larstramped over to the edge of a steep drop wherethe two other bandits sat resting and binding their wounds.
"Theother onetried torun, and lost hisfooting at the edge of the cliff," one of them explained.

"Yes, | saw it all,” Larssaid sharply. " Now climb down and get his clothes."

The man groaned with dismay. " Master Lars, that's a fear some drop and we've been badly cut about."
"Doasl| say!"

"1f wedo, it'll take all afternoon. That will make us misstherendezvouswi' the main caravan in a few days time. D'ye
know the way to the altar without them?"

Larsglared at the black smudge that was Vitellan, half buried and motionlessin a snowdrift far below, then tramped
back tothe mules. " Here's his cloak and a sparetunic,” he said, flinging a bundle to the wounded men. " Strip the
clothing from this dead one, and that will haveto do. What are your injuries?"

"Threebroken ribsand along cut," said one.
"Deep thrust to theleg, but | can ride," said the other.

"Then bind yourselves up and dress asthe legionaries. Try to fight like 'em too, if needs be. You will be Vitellan, and
you will be Clavius, a new recruit. When you get to therendezvoustell the trailmaster that Gallusfell ill."

"True enough," laughed the new Vitellan, then winced at the pain from hisribs.

They threw the bodies of Gallus and the dead bandit down after Vitellan, then unloaded two of the mules and flung the
sacks over the edge aswell. After an hour of frantic labor in thethin air, the line of six mules moved on again. The
animals were nervy and cantankerous at being driven by unfamiliar masters. Larsand Vespusrode in padded sacks
marked aswoollen cloth. The sun was already down when they reached the rendezvous. They found it only because the
mules knew the way on their own.

Vitellan revived soon after hisfall, but he had the sense not to move until after dark. Deep snow had broken hisfall, and
beyond a few minor gashes and sprains he was unwounded. He examined the two bodies nearby. Gallus had been
stripped, but the dead bandit's body was fully clothed. Vitellan was surprised to find sacks from two mule packslying in
the snow aswell. There was costly cloth, fine smoked fish, dried beef and even a small amphora of very expensive wine.
With a prayer of thanksto the God of the Christians he crawled under arock shelter in the face of the cliff, wrapped
himself in the bolts of cloth and settled down to a more than satisfactory meal to recover from hisordeal.

"Yet again the cold has saved me," he whispered to him-
self as he gazed out at the starlit snowdrift that had preserved hislife.

The next morning it took five hoursfor Vitellan to climb back up to thetrail with a makeshift pack of provisionson his
back. At the site of the ambush there was nothing of any use left behind. He considered his options as he examined the
muletracks. The bandits had continued along thetrail right after the ambush, and there were at least four of them. Even
if he could catch up with them there was no point in alone man attacking four. Besides, they had stolen no morethan
suppliesfor some temple deep in the mountains wher e offerings were madeto the old gods. Asa Christian, Vitellan thus
felt no sense of outrage or sacrilege. He would walk back to Primus Fort and alert the centurion. A couple of dozen
legionaries would be sent to hunt the bandits down.



Vitellan started walking back along thetrail. At first he estimated that he could reach thefort in threedaysor lessat a
brisk pace, and provided that no more snow fell. The distance was no problem, as he had plenty of food and war m bedding
for thetrek. Presently he slowed his pace. Awarethat death from bandits, snowslides, or just sheer cold was never far
away, Vitellan decided to travel more slowly and cautiously. He had been badly shaken by Gallus' lonely death and his
own narrow escape. He had not known the older legionary long enough to be areal friend, but hisdeath nevertheless |eft
adistinct holein Vitellan's sense of reality. Asit turned out histrek was without incident, but he took five daysto reach
thefort. Had he hastened and made it in three, the cour se of history would have been changed.

The Temporian palace of Nusquam had been built between two mountain peaks, and the original building was over four
centuriesold. Thewallswere carved out of the mountain itself, while the buildings of the palacerosein terraces up the
side of one peak. The design was such that it was not obvious to anyone looking up from below. It was divided into the
Upper Palace, wherethirty Temporianslived, and the L ower, which housed seventy slaves and guards. Three hundred
frozen Temporianslay far below in the Frigidarium Glaciale, and the other forty Temporians wer e scatter ed

throughout the Roman Empire, attending to its business and expanding their control.

Since their early Etruscan beginnings the Temporians had remained a remarkably stable group. Celcinius had been a
physician in an Etruscan city north of the Po River. He had been experimenting with medical for mulations when he had
stumbled across what he named the Venenum Immortale, the Poison of Immortality. Animalstreated with it could be
frozen, then thawed and brought back to life. If given an antidote straightaway they would thrive and live normally. At
first Celciniusthought of the Venenum as an interesting curiosity, but soon after he perfected the dangerous oil's use he
discovered a most important application.

He had a nephew named M ar coral who was a brilliant young military commander. Marcoral had fallen in love with a
noble' s wife, and the two had been sentenced to death when the haison had been discovered. Celcinius had " executed"
them with his potion, then he had frozen their bodiesin rammed snow and had them buried in a perennial ice-field high
in the nearby mountains. Nine yearslater, when his city came under attack, he brought the couple back to life under the
guise of sorcery and magic. The unnaturally young-looking lovers seemed to have been deified, and rumors spread
among the troopsthat Marcoral was now invincible. The city's defender s swarmed out behind him to annihilate the
enemy in a brief, one-sided battle.

The broader, strategic significance of what he had done did not escape Celcinius. What good was a brilliant commander
in times of peace? Why should the best engineers and masons beidle during the quiet decades of a city's development?
Could the best administrators be saved for times of crisis, rather than wasting their yearsthrough periods of
tranquillity?

Celcinius had a fortified villa built on a mountain in the Alps. Beneath it was a blind ravine filled with ice, and unlike
the unstable, fracturing, moving glaciers, the lower layers of thisice were stable and unmoving. It was a perfect sitefor a
per manent, stable ice chamber. He set his apprenticesto work, developing and refining hisoriginal formula-

tion, then helay frozen himself for three decades to await results that he could not have normally expected to see until
he was an old man. Once the Venenum Immortale had been refined and perfected, Celcinius had been revived. He
immediately had all his apprenticeskilled, and after that its secret was never again known to any morethan three
Temporian men at any onetime.

Other talented men and women began to join Celcinius, and gradually the power and wealth of this strange oligar chy
grew. Hisvilla slowly expanded until it became the palace Nusquam. Asthe centuries passed, social structures grew and
evolved among the Temporians—as they began to call themselves. The impressive and secret pool of talent grew
continually in influence, yet they never allowed themselvesto become kings. They alwaysworked as lesser leaders, and
from behind the scenes. When the continuity of Temporian administration was added to the vitality of the emerging
city-state of Rome, the seeds of a mighty empire werelaid.

Thekeystone of Temporian power was the Venenum Immortale, and its key ingredients were derived from the bodies of
snow-dwelling insects. These were gathered by ordinary farmersand their slaves, along with the other harveststhat they
took from theland. The makers of perfumes, medicines, and the like already paid good silver for bags of odd roots,
insects, and dried animal glands, so the collection of the insects for the Venenum Immortale went unnoticed alongside
thistrade. Every five yearsthere would be enough to brew up several jars of the Venenum, and one of the three
Venenum Master swould berevived to do the work.

Experience was never lost to the Temporians, and they learned to disguise their own existence to the point of
near-invisibility. Some senior Romans knew that " gods' walked among them, strange and brilliant individuals who only
appeared when particular types of demanding work needed to be done. These people did not seem to age at all. They were
known asthe Eternal Ones, the Gods of Romulus, the Sons of Romulus, and the Immortal Scribes, and it was also known
that exceptionally talented mortals were sometimesrecruited to their ranks. Outsiders, even if they werekings



or emperors, alwaysdied or disappeared if their investigations of the Temporians wer e too persistent. Julius Caesar,
Caligula, and Nero had that in common at |least.

Nusquam: 17 December 71, Anno Domini

Doriawasthe current Mistress of Revival. Just as Regulus over saw the freezing process and maintenance of the
Frigidarium, she wasin char ge of the delicate and danger ous process of restoring the frozen Temporiansto life. Regulus
lay on a couch in her comfortably heated chambers, recovering from the ordeal of hisinspection tour. He contemplated
the frescoes on three of the walls, which ranged in subject from battles with Hannibal to erotic frolicsinvolving naked
Temporiansin Arcadian settings. Regulus was depicted too, standing beside Caesar on the banks of the Rubicon in the
most recent scene to be added to the frescoes.

Thefourth wall was lined with shelves of colored glassjars, most containing oils and powders. Therewas also alarge
collection of scrollsand various medical instruments. The women who conducted the revivals documented their skills
and experience in consider able detail, quite the opposite of the Venenum Masters. Doria sat at a writing desk, working
her way through a scroll and frowning.

"1 can't think of anything more dangerous,” she said after she had been writing for sometime. " Celciniusistoo old, he
survived that last revival through sheer luck.”

"Who wasin charge of that revival?"
"Rhea. Sheistheleader of Prima Decuria for thisrevival too."
"Well, that's the best you can do."

"Thewholethingisstill dangerous. The question remains, but nobody will answer it why revive him? Celciniusisworth
mor eto the Adjudicator s frozen than revived. He's our symbol, and a very potent symbol."

Regulusturned sadly from her and looked to a fresco of Celcinius experimenting with chemicalsin hisancient Etruscan
villa. He had been handsome and dynamic when younger.

"1t seemswrong that he can be allowed to neither live nor die," he said. " It's so undignified for one so great."

Dorialooked up, then tapped her scroll with a char stylus. " He may be more safely revived in another three or four
hundred years."

"How so0? His condition is unchanging as long as he liesin the bath of ice."

"1've been looking at the records of revivals since the earliest times and compiling figures. We Temporian women are
getting better at revivals, Regulus. When Celciniusfirst began freezing people the revival rate wastwo in three. Within
acentury it had risen to ninety in one hundred."

"Nine out of ten, we all know that."

" Not so. Sincethen therate hasrisen to ninety-four in one hundred, and that isin spite of the mean age of Tempo-rians
having risen from thirty-fiveto nearly fifty. Our techniques and skills are slowly improving, and | can see atime when
every revival will be a success." .

"But that timeis centuries away, your own figures proveit. The Adjudicators want Celcinius awake now."

Doria stood up and stretched, flexing her stiff joints. Regulus beckoned her over, patting the couch, but she remained
standing beside the writing desk, shifting her weight from foot to foot.

"We are making a crisiswhere one need not exist," shesaid, picking up her scroll and brandishingit. " Celcinius can
give us no more than his decision, one way or another. | don't see what makes the situation so very special. Vespasian
has made himself Emperor of Rome, and Vespasian isone of us, a Temporian! Why arethey so worried?"

"1t isa precedent of the most alarming kind, it threatens our whole philosophy of controlling Rome from behind its
administration. In the 540 year s since the Frigidarium was built, not one of us has ever taken the rank of a major public
leader."

Doria clasped her hands behind her back and began to pace. " Who isto say that Vespasian's action was not a good thing?
You have said as much your self, many times. Caligula was a monster, Nero was a buffoon, and then we had those clowns
Galba, Otho, and Vitellius struggling with each other



for control whilewhat wereally needed was strong and stable leader ship. Vespasian may have a common manner, but he
isdoing a lot of good. Laws are meant to work, not just be kept for their own sake."

Regulus chewed on adried fig, then picked at histeeth as he assessed what she had said. Now that he was physically old
he needed to think more slowly, and he used littletricksto stall for timein every discussion. He took a deep breath.

"We need the authority of Celciniusto call another Grand Temporian Council. We have not had one since the Punic
Wars, and thereis much to decide. Perhaps Temporians should become emperorsif it isappropriate, in fact perhaps all
emperors should be Temporians. Whatever the case, we need a decision with the greatest authority or there will be
division."

"We could deduce his opinion from the precedents of his past decisions. It has been done before.”

"No, no, thereis also the expansion of the Empireto consider. How far can Rome'sreach be safely extended? Some say
we should conquer theworld. Marcus Bassilius has secretly sent shipsto India, to the even more distant Silk Empire,
and right around Africa. He wantsto lay the foundations of a world governed by Rome, and he wantsthe Frigidarium
expanded to take the extra Temporians needed to govern the larger empire.”

"How many does he havein mind?" asked Doria.

"Hislowest estimateistwo thousand. He has given me a list of preliminary names."

"l'veseen it, and | don't like most of the names proposed. They should all be like that young legionnaire Vitellan who
survived five daysin the ocean. He has wonderful resistanceto cold, and heisyoung enough to berevived dozens of times
and remain healthy. Youngsterslike him are our future, not the spoiled and sickly sons and daughters of nobles and

senators!”

When Regulus did not reply Doria gave a short, humorlesslaugh, then returned to her desk and wrote down thefigure
two thousand on a wax tablet. She did several calculations before looking up again.

"That raises another question," she said. " Only three

Temporian men know the Venenum's secret, and one of those is Celcinius. Thustwo men produce the Venenum
Immortalefor 370 people. That cannot be allowed to continue.”

"Why not? It is a secret of power, the ultimate secret that all Temporian control restsupon.”

"1 have some figures here, figures about how much time two men would have to devote to making enough Venenum
Immortaleto allow two thousand people to be refrozen every five year s—on average, of course. Two isjust not enough.
Even ten Venenum Masterswould have trouble meeting such a quota. The process should be common knowledge among
us."

" But no morethan three have ever needed to know it in the past.”

Doria walked slowly acrossto the couch where Regulus lay and sat down stiffly, grimacing at the pain from her arthritis.
She handed him the wax tablet and pointed to figureswith her stylusasheread.

"Two thousand Temporianswould need fivetimes more oil if they areto be frozen and revived at the samerate. Now just
think. There are sufficient women in therevival teamsto meet the quota. Women could produce all the Venenum that
we need."

" Then women would hold a total monopoly on both freezing and revival. The Adjudicatorswould never agreeto that.”
"1f more Venenum is not made, there can be no extra Temporiansto govern a bigger empire.”

" There might beif we governed differently." " Askingsand emperors?"

" Exactly. Whatever decision ismade, it's going to be a sharp break from tradition, and it will need authority and unity
behind it. Only Celcinius can give the Adjudicatorsthat.”

Doriareturned to her writing desk and sat with her armsfolded, staring at her scrolls but reading nothing. It was some
time befor e she spoke, and Regulus was not inclined to disturb her ?"

" All right then, when do you proposeto disturb hisrest?"



she asked, resigned at last and sounding asif she nolonger cared what happened.
"Tomorrow."

" Assoon asthat?"

"Thepressureon usisalready great. Can your revival teamsbeready?"

"Yes, but Venusisstill in the evening sky. Revivals are best done when Venusrises befor e the dawn, and we shall need
the best planetary alignment possible for reviving a ninety-four-year-old man."

By that time you will have passed your office on to someone else as well, Regulus thought to himself as he swung his
legs over the edge of the couch and stiffly roseto hisfeet. " | shall make my report to the Adjudicatorsthis afternoon. If |
am any judge of politicsthey will voteto taketheir chanceswith Venus, and break Celcinius seal on the equinox.”

The Cliffs Below Nusquam: 21 December 71, Anno Domini

Larsand Vespuslay hidden in their sacks of cloth on the altar while the light faded. The cliff beside them towered away
into gray mist, but they could see nothing of it. The muleteers had unloaded their shipment of grain, dried fruits, and
cloth in the mid-afternoon, leaving the sacks in five neat piles at the center of the altar. Now they were gone, and
everything lay unguarded amid the snow and rocks. Nobody came to inspect what was there, no thieves appear ed to steal
even a single sack. Larsand Vespus had no doubt that they were under observation from somewhere, however, and the
two thieves lay very still until after sunset.

Nusquam, the ancient palace of the Temporians, could no longer be reached by any path. Centuries earlier, when the
palace had been completed, the access path had been systematically demolished, leaving only the sheer mountainside.
Food, fuel, slaves, and Temporians all came by mule, to be left on the altar.

The snow had stopped around sunset, and a brisk breeze moaned by the cliff. Somewherein the distance therewasa
dull, irregular thumping. Small rocks pattered down around them.

" Something on the way," said Vespus. " Something big. A god's footsteps.”

"It'sjust anoise," Larssnapped impatiently, annoyed at ' his companion’sfright. " The footsteps of a real god would
shake the very ground beneath us." Helistened for atime. " Something is being lowered from above, and thewind is
blowing it against the cliff, knocking loose the stones that arefalling around us. It's probably a great basket to carry all
these goods."

" Soon it'suswho will be thumpin' against the cliff,” replied Vespus, still unhappy.

"They'll have some arrangement to keep the goods safe, and if the goods ar e safe then so will we be. Think of yourself as
a bundle of fine garments, Vespus. No harm will cometo you."

Thethuds grew louder, but they were the hollow booms of a great drum rather than the footfall of gigantic feet.
Suddenly it seemed to them that all was darker than before, then ther e was a soft thump nearby followed by footsteps
crunching through the snow. Someone had ridden down on the crane's hook.

" Lupus? Vulpus?" asked a voice with a curiously twisted Roman accent.

Lars hesitated, but those wer e the codenames that they had been told to use. " Lacerna?" he called softly in turn.
"Yes, yes, where—ah, this pile. Quickly now, out with you for a stretch and a piss. It'll be your last chance for hours."
" But we'll be seen from above," said Lars.

"Impossible," said the slave, laughing. " Take a look."

Larshad theimpression of a huge canopy resting on five thick legs. It straddled the altar. The slave was an indistinct
shape doing something with ropes near by.

"The hand of the gods,” said Vespus behind him.
"That'sit, the mighty wicker and cloth hand of the gods,” Lacernareplied. " A hook beneath each finger, and aboveit all

acranedriven by five horses at a windlass. It's made to boom like a huge drum when the wind bangs it against the cliff,
and it sends the yokels screaming.”



Each of the piles of sacks had been placed on heavy net-

ting, and the slave tied the corners of these to the hooks below each finger.

"How long isthearm?" asked Vespus, looking up the black center.

"When fully extended, about two hundred feet. At night, in the mist, it looksto be the arm of a mighty and gigantic god.
When wewind it back up it reachesa spar near thetop and isfurled like a sail. Now, back in your sacks and lie still and
quiet. I'm towhistlein the guards.”

" Guards?" exclaimed Vespus.

" Aye, there'sfour guards been lying out of sight down here since before dawn. Sometimes we let curious muleteers see
the arm of the godsto keep the. legend going, sometimes we make '‘em disappear to show that the gods ar e danger ous.”

The slave blew a shrill, piercing blast on hiswhistle. Soon they could hear the tramp of feet in the snow.

"Bad hunting tonight, sir?" called the slave.

"Thirty came, thirty went,” someone called. " What of the sacks?"

"All in order, sir."

‘Then whistleusup. 1'd kill for awarm fire and a pot of stew after a day down here."

Lacerna blew another three quick blasts, and almost at once Lars and Vespusfelt themselves crushed by the sacks
around them asthe net was winched up. The wicker hand began swinging as soon asthey left the ground, and it hit

against the cliff with deep, resonant booms.

"When we get to thetop the load will haveto be carried into the storehousein case more damn snow falls,” shouted the
guard's Temporian leader between booms.

"What say | do theload for a day-ration of wine?" suggested the slave. " I'll not tell my master."
" A day-ration, you say? Done." .

" From each of you."

Groans and jeersfloated over from the other guards until another boom cut them short.

"1 thought your pricewasatriflelow,” said the Temporian. " Well then, those who can't spare a day-ration can stay
behind and do their share. Who'sfor it?"

Inc \_CINIUMUIN O tlir
There weredisgruntled curses, but none volunteer ed.

Each time the load thudded against the cliff the two thieves wer e wedged even moretightly in among the other sacks.
Both began to feel something akin to seasickness, but to throw up would be to alert the guards at once. They breathed
deeply and clamped their jaws asthe wicker hand and itsload swung and bumped. Presently they could hear the clopping
of horses around a windlass track, then the bumping against the cliff stopped asthe rope grew shorter. The slave shouted
directions and the load was swung over the edge and lower ed to the ground. Asthe hooks wer e detached from the netting,
the crane's supervisor locked the gear mechanism and released the hor ses from the windlass. The guards helped lead the
hor ses back to the palace stables, leaving L acerna to haul the sacksin under cover. Even after it had been quiet for some
time the two thieves remained motionlessin their sacks.

"It'sme, Lacerna," the davefinally called as he passed near them. " I'm alone again, but wait till | carry your sacksinto
the store before you get out."

Hewas strong and efficient, carrying two sacks at a time on a yoke across his shoulders. Within an hour he had the
entireload under cover, while Larsand Vespus extricated themselves and unpacked their gear.

"Wheredowe stay?" asked Lars.

"That bag by the door hasa map and some provisions. Follow it to the ruined lookout tower on the far side of thishill.



I've left morefood there, and hay to sleep under. Stay there, but don't light afire. Dig a deep privy hole and keep it well
covered. Don't let telltale scents give you away, because guard dog patrols are sent out each morning."

" Guard dogs! They could track usfrom tonight'sfootprints.”

"No, more snow isfalling now, and that should cover your scent. Just to besurel'll carry you both a few hundred paces
clear of thisplace on my yoke."

"How long must we stay in thetower?" asked Lars.

" Some days. I'll come past and tell you when to move."

" Days?" exclaimed Vespus softly. " Why so long?"

" Ther€'sabig meeting soon, but | don't know the date

yet. Theinner area of Nusquam, the Upper Palace, will be sealed while they all get together and debate in some strange
language. Every Immortal on the mountain will be in the main hall, so therest of the Upper Palace will beyoursto
plunder asyou will." " What about guards?"

"Mortal guardsarenot allowed in the Upper Palace, only slaves of dull wit—and slaves who feign to be so. | presume that
Immortalsare on patrol there, but during the great meeting even these will probably be withdrawn. Get past the outer
walls, frozen moat, and the guard perimeter, and you'll have a free hand. Now that you're up over the cliff the whole of
Nusquam should be open to thelikes of you. There'snot been oneintrusion in all my time here, so theguardsarelax."

" And what about thisoil that we're supposed to steal? Whereisit kept?"

" Qil? How should | know? I've carried load after load of bugs and beetlesinto the Upper Palace for fifteen years, but
never seen what comes out."

Vespustook atiny glass phial of oil from his pack and uncorked it. " Have you seen or smelted the like of this before?"
The slave sniffed the contents of the phial. " Never," hesaid at once. " What's it for ?"

"Wewerenot told. | presumeit'swhat their physicians brew out of all those sacks of insectsthat you carry. The man
who hired uswill pay plenty for alarger supply.”

The slave shrugged and shook his head, then began to bundle up the sacksthat they had hidden in. " Take these with you
and use them for bedding."

"Onelast word," said Vespus. " Suppose something happensto you, and you can't reach us?"

"In that case, wait seven daysthen do as best you can." The slave hefted the yoke and placed it over his shoulders. A
leather loop hung from each end. " Step into the straps now, and I'll carry you clear of this place.

Nusquam, 21 December 71, Anno Domini
Regulus broke the wax seal behind Celcinius panel without ceremony, then supervised as two of the younger Tempori-

ans scraped away the rammed snow to expose the block of ice in which Celcinius was frozen. The block was mounted on
metal skids, and slid out easily once the end was free. Eight blindfolded slaves carried it out on alitter, straining with
the weight and taking small, cautious steps on the ice floor of the Frigidarium.

Thejourney back up to the palace with the awkwar d and heavy load took much longer than Regulus' previous visit. It was
two hours past dawn before the exhausted slaves lowered the block on itslitter to the floor of thetepidarium in the
women's baths. Already the sides of the block were slick with melting ice, and drips splashed to the flagstones as Doria
and Rhea examined the surface. Once she was satisfied that the ice had not been violated since Celcinius had been
frozen, Doria signed the Register of Revival. Regulus countersigned, and began to shuffle toward the door.

" Regulus, please stay and watch," said Doria. " It'stime that men got some appreciation of what we do here."
Doria had been meticulousin her preparationsfor therevival onceit had become probablethat Celcinius would be

unfrozen during her term in office. Her teams of women had revived three other frozen Temporiansfor practice, and all
had been men over sixty. None had died.



Four women began chipping the outer ice away, and it did not take long to reach an inner layer of Egyptian linen. Now
the body was lowered into a marble bath of tepid water, and the cloth soon came away to reveal the body beneath a thin
film of ice.

"Tepid heat," ordered Doria, and Rhea pulled alever controlling air from a furnace that flowed through the hypocaust
beneath the marble bath.

Thewomen ran their hands along the ice as the temperature of the water slowly increased. " Skin, | feel his skin,"
someone said excitedly. Thefirst hour passed, and the Prima Decuria changed shiftswith the Secunda Decuria. Very
slowly the heat from the water penetrated the flesh of Celcinius asthe women gently massaged him. The temper atur e of
the water continued torise. " Pump heat,” Doria ordered as hislimbs grew flexible. The shift was changed again.

By noon the air was heavy with steam. The women wer e slick with sweat, and their robes clung to them, sticky and
uncomfortable. Regulus fanned himself and drank water ed wine as he watched. Doria removed the gag that had sealed
Celcinius mouth and held his head up while Rhea removed the wax ear and nose plugs. The water was drained from the
bath until Celcinius could belaid back with hisface exposed above the surface. Rhea and Doria climbed into the bath
with him, and while Rhea blew breath between hislips Doria began the much more difficult task of pounding his heart
back into life.

All the while the temperature continued torise. " Revival heat," panted Doria as she worked, and Rhea's under study
moved the lever controlling the hypocaust flow a final notch. In effect, Celcinius was now just an old man with severe
hypothermia.

The procedure was based on experimentswith animals and slaves, and through many deathsit had been refined to
perfection. A physician of two millenniain the future would have said that they were attempting to get blood flow to the
brain established while it was as yet too cold to be damaged by oxygen starvation. The Venenum Immortale that
Celcinius had been treated with had both antifreeze propertiesand a limited ability to carry oxygen.

Other women presently relieved Doria and Rhea, who lay exhausted on wicker couches while lower -ranking assistants
dried them. By now it was mid-afternoon. As soon as she could sit up again Doria went to the edge of the bath and felt for
the pulse at the old man's neck.

"Very faint," shesaid."What | feel isall from the handsthat pump at his chest."

" Ninety-four istoo old,” said Rhea, but Doria only glared at her and shook her head.

They kept working, by now with the bath near body temper ature. Food was brought in, and the women who supplied the
breath and heartbeat to Celcinius wereworking in progressively shorter spells. Thelight behind the mica windows faded
and more lamps werelit. Regulus dozed in his chair, emotionally drained in spite of hisinactivity.

Abruptly he sat up. All was still, and Celcinius lay pallid

and still in the bath with exhausted women sprawled all around, some naked, othersin soaking wet robes.

"You've stopped,” said Regulus breathlessly.

Dorialifted her head and nodded.

"Haveyou lost him?" he ventured.

"Why waste effort on a man who can breathe for himself?" shereplied.

That was not the end of the ordeal. Another five hours passed before Celcinius' condition was stable. His heart wasa
problem, for when it was beating at all its action was quite feeble. Gradually he passed into a state akin to sleep and was

lifted from the bath and dried.

Thewomen of Prima Decuria carried him on alitter to another room where a bed had been prepared. The flagstones of
the floor were warm with the heat of the hypocaust beneath.

"Two women will lie on either side of him for the night,” Doria explained to Regulus. " Skin against skin. That will
keep him warm, while their breathing will stimulate hisbody to breathe. If his condition worsensthey can take action to
revive him at once."

"Lucky Celcinius," cackled Regulus. " | wish two women had lain against me when last | wasrevived."



"They did," replied Doria. " | was one of them."

Heturned and opened his mouth, but at that moment Celcinius coughed. Doria immediately knelt beside the bed and
began to massage his temples. He opened his eyes, and his gaze focused on her face.

" Can you hear me, Celcinius?" she asked. Hislips moved a little, but he made no sound. " It isthe 824th year of the
founding of Rome, my great lord, and you have been asleep two hundred and seventeen years."

She drew back alittle, and Regulus moved closer.

"Rome?" wheezed Celcinius faintly.

"Romeis now the greatest power on earth," said Regulusover Doria's shoulder. " Temporian ruleisstill firm."
The edges of Celcinius' mouth lifted briefly into a smile.

The old man managed to swallow a mixture of weak broth and antidote befor e falling asleep. Regulus returned to the
Register to note that the founder of the Temporians had once more been brought back to life. Celcinius was now the

oldest man on earth in absolute terms, but of more concern was his agein waking years. Whatever valuethat could be
had from his authority needed to be taken quickly.

The next evening Doha's women wer e given a great revel by the other Temporians, and even Celciniuswascarried in on
alitter for a short time. Regulus became quite drunk, and could not speak to Doria without tearswelling up in his eyes.

"1t waslike along and difficult birth,” he kept saying. " Your work requiresathousand times more skill than the
freezing process."

" So much so that we should have a placein that process?" she asked.

"You'll have my vote on that. Why, when | saw the skillsthat you commanded it even made me think to trust mysdf to
another leap through timein the damnable Frigidarium. Besides, it would be worth it to have your body against mine
again, and next time | might even remember it."

"You need not wait so long asthat,” Doriareplied coyly.

Regulus sat up straight with a crackle of joints. He thought through her words again, just to be sure, then raised an
eyebrow and gave a knowing, gap-toothed leer.

On thethird day after hisrevival Celcinius was strong enough to walk. He had already issued a decreethat Vespasian
had-his support in taking on the mantle of Emperor, given the crisis of thetime. At hisdirection the Adjudicators called
a preliminary meeting of the Temporian Council, and it was expected that a Grand Temporian Council would result
from this. All Temporians currently working throughout the Roman Empire would be called in. Several dozen other key
Temporianslay frozen, and these would also have to berevived. Doria drew up rostersfor the massive project, yet did not
complain. She had brought Celcinius back from theice, and nothing else could be a problem by comparison.

Primus Fort: 22 December 71, Anno Domini

Vitellan trudged into Primus Fort early in the afternoon of thefifth day after the ambush. He was given hot, spiced wine
and clean, dry clothing as he war med himself in front

rf afire. Thefort's centurion, Namatinus, soon arrived to juestion him.

"You say bandits stole the mules?" Namatinus asked, scratching hishead. " That's odd. There was little else but food
and cloth, it was all sacrificial offerings for the gods."

"They may have wanted suppliesfor their stronghold,” said hisoptio. " Supplies dragged all the way up here can be
worth morethan face value.”

"Therewasonething that did not make sense," Vitellan added after another swallow of hot wine. " Gallus was stripped
of hisclothing before being thrown over the cliff, yet the dead bandit was flung after him fully dressed. They also threw
down the goods from the packs of two mules."

" Even moreodd,” said Centurion Namatinus, now frowning and rubbing his chin. " They took Gallus' clothing and your
cloak, they may have wanted to pass as |legionaries.”



"1t could be, Centurion."
'They may have plansto steal morethan the mulesthey already have," suggested the optio. " They may be planning to
find that secret altar and to steal all of the offeringsleft on it. That would keep them well supplied in their hideout for
the whole of the winter."

"You may beright,” said Namatinus. " Yet you say that they emptied two mule packs, Vitellan Bavalius—oh no!"

Namatinus suddenly realized that the goods thrown over the cliff left enough space in the mule packsto fit two small
men. He seized the optio by the arm and hurried him to the door.

" Get the hor ses saddled and provisioned, quickly!" he ordered.
"Yes, Centurion, but how many?"

" All twenty, every horse m the fort. Rouse out the eighteen best riders from among our legionaries. Bavalius, you and |
aregoing aswell."

Nusquam: 24 December 71, Anno Domini

By the day of the preliminary meeting of the Council, Celcinius had some color back in hisface. Although his hair was
spar se and his scalp blotched with liver spots, he still

had all histeeth and walked without a stoop. Regulus and Doria were sitting in the front row of the enclosed Council
Amphitheater as he emerged from the shadows between two pillars. At once everyoneroseto their feet, cheering and

applauding.

"1'm told that he even mounted a slave girl last night,” Doria whispered in Regulus' ear as Celcinius descended the steps
to the speakers' dais.

"Hah, but you wereworth morefor my centuries of waiting," Regulusreplied, nudging her with hiselbow.
Celciniusraised bis handsfor silence, and at «nce they all sat back down on the cushions of their serried ranks of stone
benches. Regulus noted that he moved with great care and deliberation, even though ther e was much vitality about him.
He cleared histhroat.

"My friends and colleagues, fellow Temporians, thisisa gloriousday,” he began, hisvoice a firm, penetrating tenor.
"Whatever the problems of Rome, they are nothing but the stings of ants on the feet of an elephant. We have conquered

the world. Now we must decide how to govern it."

At thisthere was mor e spontaneous applause. Perhaps the Venenum Immortale actually delays aging as well, Regulus
found himself wondering. Celcinius seemed in unbelievably good health; he might have been no morethan sixty.

The Temporians founder raised his handsfor silence again. " The future belongsto Rome. We need only—"

He gasped, then clutched at his chest with both hands, doubling up with pain. Those nearest to him were already running
forward, but they were not quick enough. The heart attack had actually been fairly mild, but his head struck the marble
dais so hard that his skull fractured. Doria lifted hishead very gently and noticed the blood oozing from one ear. There
was no pulse at his neck.

"Celciniusisdead,” shesaid in afirm, calm voice, but her face was chalk white and she suddenly seemed years older.

An Alpine Trail: 24 December 71, Anno Domini

Centurion Namatinus, Vitellan, and hisriders met the main mule caravan well south of the secret altar in the
mountains,

and the bandits calling themselves Vitellan and Clavius wer e quickly identified, seized and tortured on thetrail itself.
They confessed to being in the pay of two master thieves from the southern cities, and said that they had left the thieves
in mule packs on the altar.

Now Namatinus led Vitellan and the others north, riding as fast as was practical on the treacherous, snow-covered
mountain trails.

"Thereisa—atemple high abovethealtar," Namatinus explained asthey rode. " It is a secret temple, and those two



thievesare up there now."
" But two men can carry away very little from such aremote place,” Vitellan pointed out.

"They could carry away its secret at the very least. That weighs nothing at all and it would fetch a very high pricein the
right places. Astotreasures, | darenot even think about what those two may plunder from thetemple.”

"How much further until we get there, Centurion?"

"It'sfar, too far. Our horsesarenear exhaustion, but if weridethem ashard aswedare, and if weridein thedark by
torchlight, we could reach it sometimetonight."

Nusquam: 24 December 71, Anno Domini

Powdery snow drifted out of the blackness above Nusquam. It was designed and built against easy approach and
organized assault, but now it was the depths of winter and the weather wasits shield. The guar ds wer e mor e concer ned
with keeping themselves warm than with the prospect of intruders. Larsand Vespus crossed atripstring field, scaled the
outer wall, stole across the frozen moat and made their way to the rooftops of the Upper Palace. They paused torest,
pressing deep into a shadowed corner on the curved terracottatiles.

"In Rome we would have had our work done by now, and be halfway home," whispered'Vespus unhappily.

Larsignored hiswords as he massaged the circulation back into hisfingers. " Something of a fortress, something of a
villa, and something else aswell," he said as he peered

out over the snow-covered tiles. " Storehouses, wor kshops, and sharp, strange smells.”

" No palace on earth has a layout like this. The slave's map is useless.”

"Theslave'smap brought usasfar aswe arenow. To go further we'll haveto earn our one hundred thousand sester ces.”
"It's cheap at such a price. 'Find an amphora containing oil such asthis isall that weweretold,” Vespussaid as he held
up thetiny phial. " Among all of these rooms, too—and ask the gods how many tunnels and cellslie below. We might as
well belooking for a marked grain of sand on a beach.”

" Put that away. It cost sixty thousand sester ces and eleven lives."

"Then you should carry it. You carry the nose, and oneis useless without the other."

Larsfrowned, but nodded. Vespus handed him the phial. " An aily, sharp-tasting poison. Who could want such a thing?"

"1 followed our go-between and—"

"1 know, | know, he met with a man who led you to the house of one who wear s the purple stripe on histoga. This still
tells me nothing."

"We know that two dropswill kill arat."
"Soit'sthe most expensiverat poison in all of history," suggested Lars.

" Bah. We had to force the stuff down itsgullet so vile wasthe smell and taste, and it died writhing in agony. Hardly a
subtle potion to slip into an enemy'swine."

"1 cut thefinger of a slave and rubbed a little on the wound. It neither stung nor soothed, and the wound healed neither
faster nor slower. The slaveisstill alive, too. Our employers, and even the slave Sextus, referred to them as Immortals,
yet how could a poison make men immortal?"

" Perhapsit hasausein impotence," Vespuswondered.

" Do you wish torub alittle onto—"

"No! No, but, well, perhapsit ensuresthat boy children will be born from a coupling.”

Larswasimpressed. For all histrepidation, Vespus had some skill with lateral thought.



"Now that could well be a use for it. Wealthy families would pay a fortuneto be sure of an heir. |If one person controlled
the supply of such an oil he would command silver by the barrowload."

Theinner area was strangely quiet, and the very lack of guards made them uneasy. Once he had rested, Vespus took-off
the extra gear that he had been carrying and crawled away acrossthetilesto explore.

Larssat alone, longing for Rome, for the familiarity of crowded streets and densely packed buildings, for the roadway of
roofs abovethe streets and alleysthat he could run as easily as a cat. Here there was a villa within a fort, but beyond it
was nothing but mountains and snow. Once the alarm was raised the pur suers might hunt them down like wild boars;
ther e was no maze of alleyways, roofs, and trapdoor sin which they could lose themselves.

Helooked about again. A villawithin afort, a palace of sorts. The Upper Palace wasisolated by a moat and a high wall,
and within that wall were only the Temporians. By day some slaves wer e brought in to do the cleaning and carrying,
slaves car efully selected for dull wits. The guards were never admitted. Lars could make no sense of it, except to deduce
that something of immense value was being concealed.

In ahall not far from where Lars crouched, every Temporian in the Upper Palace sat in conference discussing the death
of Celcinius. Hisblood was still on the speakers' dais, and nobody had been willing to either clean away the stain or even
set foot on the dais since their founder had died there.

"Hedied of afailed heart, and the fall which followed cracked his head open," Doria explained wearily, but her audience
was not really interested. The death of Celcinius was inconvenient, it forced issuesinto the open.

" But why did hisheart fail?" asked Levites.
"Hewas ninety-four yearsold! The shock of revival isdangerous enough for a person half of hisage."

If Larscould have seen the hall he would have been even mor e perplexed. The Temporians sat on purple cushionsin
concentric ranks of semicircular stone benches. Both men

and women woresilk trousersand tunics under a purple-edged toga praetexta . . . except that they were not truetogas.
They were made of silk, had voluminous sleeves, and were tied at the waist by a pinned silk belt. On their feet were
sandals, but of a buckled design, and nothing like those that the Roman mortalswore. It was asif some distant Chinese
court was having a costume party with a Roman theme. The moder ator stood beside the blood-smeared daisastherest of
the company debated.

"Hewas our founder," wailed Tulliustheatrically. He was one of the morerecent recruits, and was barely a century old.
"He was the man who transformed Rome from just another walled city into what it istoday. Without him we'relost.”

"Lost?" sneered Levites. " We have been without him for five yearsout of every six since we were founded."

" But in dangeroustimes we always had him to call upon.”

"You rave. Was he revived during Caligula'srule? Or that of Nero? The greatest possible insult to Celcinius would be to
say that hiswork was so poor that we could not survive without him. He was one of the three who shared the secret of the
Venenum Immortale, but Lucian and his student are still alive and thereisa full store of Venenum left, enough to last
through many centuries. Celcinius should be given a hero's funeral, then we must go back to maintaining and expanding
hisempire.”

Lucian stood to speak. "Were| to die now the secret of the Venenum Immortale would not be lost. Quintemes has had
enough training to brew up usable Venenum, yet | am worried that there are only two of us. We need to have more of our
number trained in its preparation. Two extra at least, perhaps as many as four."

"Four?" exclaimed L evites. " Factionswould spring up, breakaway groupswould tear us apart. No more than three have
ever been able to make the Venenum Immortale at any onetime. Three has been sufficient for many centuries. Why
change now?"

"Werethey to diein the same accident, the secret would belost,” said Regulus. " Why not have a wholetrusted group

sharing the secret? The women who do the revivals, for example?”

Therewerecries of dismay and jeers, but scattered applause as well. Regulus waited for the commotion to subside before
he went on.

"With four sharing the secret we could havethree frozen while the other made more Venenum. That means a longer



lifespan for all. Factions are formed by conspirators, not by frozen men. Up to now we have had Celcinius frozen most of
the time while another was awake one year in. five to make more Venenum. Lucian and Quintemes have the skill to
make the Venenum, it istrue, but we have been lucky until now with having'just two trained to makeit. Four students
must betrained.”

"No! Lucian and two students are enough.”

"Lucian is sixty-seven yearsold, and islikely to survive no morethan five or ten morerevivals. Then what? We must
train those who are young, in the prime of life."

"Young men are ambitious, and would use the secret of the Venenum Immortale to seize power for themselves. We
cannot afford factions, we are too weak! Gods of Romulus we might be, but we are still mortal. If stabbed we die."

" And we die when our bodies grow old, too," retorted Regulus. " All right then, train only one more new student besides
Quintemes, but make him young."

"No, thereisno precedent—" L evites began to protest.

"Yesthereisa precedent! Our women train all their number in thearts of revival."

"Without the Venenum Immortale there could benorevival at all.”

Regulus slumped against the cold marble backrest and pouted sullenly, intractablerather than defeated. " I've made
enough concessions," hedeclared. 'There must be at least one extra student, and she must belessthan thirty years of
age."

" Below thirty! She! You would have a girl control the destiny of Rome?"

"Why not? It survived Nero."

"Wekept Nero in check, and when he defied us we struck him down."

Regulusfolded hisarmsand straightened hisback asfar asit would bend. A joint popped loudly. L evites began to laugh,
but Regulus glared at him angrily until he turned away.

"1'll veto any proposal to train some doddering old goat to make the Venenum," declared Regulus. " Thisisthetime for
reform.”

Abovetheir heads, at an air vent, Vespuswas listening but not comprehending. The debate wasin Etruscan, which was
the Temporian language for formal and ceremonial occasions. Vespus looked around before moving on. In the distance
he could see two guards pacing at thetop of atower at the edge of the Upper Palace. Guardswere not permitted into this
sanctuary of the Immortals, so what would happen if he were seen? Would the Immortals climb theroofsto pursue them,
and how good were they asfighters? He decided that he had seen and heard enough.

" Big meeting, over there” hereported when he had returned to Lars. " They spoke a language that sounded familiar, yet
| under stood nothing. It might have been Greek."

"A Greek fortressherel" exclaimed Larsunder hisbreath. " Perhaps an attack on Romeisbeing planned and prepared.”
" Some of the speakerswerewomen." "Women! That'sodd . . . but no matter. What of the ve-nendarium?"

"1 checked the chimneys, every one of them. There's a cluster down there, to the southeast, wher e the soot is aily, and
has a sharp scent about it."

" Then we should go there at once. Pray that their speakersarelong-winded."

Vespus went ahead and Larsfollowed, carrying their gear. The snow had made thetiles treacherous, even though it
dampened the soundsthat they made. Suddenly a white shape detached itself from a wall and fell upon Vespuswith a
hissing yowl. Larsdrew his pugio and scrabbled toward the struggling flurry of snow and limbs, but even ashe drew near
Vespus pushed the big cat's face away with bloodied fingers and stabbed repeatedly at itsribcage. Lars seized it

by the scruff of the neck, jerked it back and slashed the dagger acrossitsthroat.

For a moment they lay silent, but no alarm had been raised. They had rolled into deep snow between roofs, and this had
muffled the sounds of the struggle.



"Areyou hurt?" Larswhispered asherolled the cat'sbody to one side.
"Mauled my hand,” Vespusgasped. " Clawed me here and there ... but nothing bad.”

"Your hand isbadly mauled, no more climbing for you tonight. I'll bind it and you can stay on the roof while | go below
and forceafew doors."

" Strange, it doesn't hurt much. Did it get you?"

" A scratch on the arm. Nothing more. . . but what'sthe matter?"
" Resting, just a moment."

"Areyou sureyou'reall right?"

"Tired, just tired."

Vespus began to curl up in the snow asLarswrapped a strip of cloth around his hand. The cat lay beside him, a mound of
blood-streaked white about the size of a common dog.

"Not areal killer, it's probably trained to pounce and cause a commotion, raising thealarm,” said Lars. " Lucky you
didn't cry out. It'saswhite as snow, |'ve never seen onelikeit."

Helifted a paw with the blade of his pugio.
" There's something buckled to its paws—Vespus?’

Vespuswas no longer breathing. Shivering, alert for more cats, Larsagain lifted the animal's paw on hisblade. The
sharp metal spikeswere coated in something dark and sticky. They too would tear skin when the cat used its claws. The
coating of poison had killed Vespusin moments.

Larssank to the snow, clutching his arm, fighting down despair and panic. Minutes passed, his heart pounded—yet he
did not become drowsy. The scratch was ugly, but had been from one of the cat's natural claws.

Heflexed hislimbs. Vespus lay curled up in the snow asif asleep. He patted the dead man's shoulder, pausing for a
moment to find wordsto speak. He had seen death many

times and was not used to feeling sorrow in its presence. He spat on the body of the white cat.
"They will regret making the roofs so dangerous,” hetold the corpse of Vespus as he turned to go.

Larsmoved slowly acrosstheroofswith hisgladiusin hishand. It was a weapon that might keep another cat at a distance
... perhaps. Nothing else stirred on the snow-shrouded tiles. Across a courtyard Lars could seethe chimneysthat Vespus
had described to him: strange, squat, pentagonal towers of brick.

Hewasready to drop to the ground and enter one of theinner buildings when he had noticed a movement in the
shadows. A very large dog, perhaps a wolf. So, ther e were many guards beyond the inner wall after all, but none of them
were human. The slave had not known of them, but he had only been there during the day. The wolves and cats were
probably let loose at night, and they were undoubtedly trained to distinguish between their mastersand mortal
intruders. It all made sense. Animals could not be bribed to turn traitor and betray secrets. Lars's skin was smeared with
astringent and he had kept some of his clothing in a bag of pigeon feathers while they hid in thetower. Thus his scent
was masked, even if hedid not look like a pigeon. So far the wolves had taken no notice of him ... or perhapshewas
being stalked and did not realizeit.

Fight fear, fear stinks, Larstold himself as he shivered and wedged himself into a corner beside a smoking chimney. He
sat massaging hislimbs and looking for further movement. The warmth from the chimney revived his spirits as much as
the scent of roast that was on the air. So the Immortalsdid eat, just like everyone else. The voices from below were
muffled by thetiles and snow, but were distinguishable as both male and female. The slave had said nothing about
women, but perhaps these were mere harlotsfor the Immortals amusement.

Larsslowly twisted, pressing his back against the warm bricks. His survey of theroof was done, he knew where he could
escape once he had burgled the venendarium, and where he would retreat if seen and challenged. The shapesremained
near the door as he began to unpack the bag

strapped under hiswhite cloak. Hislittle bow consisted of two short lengths of ashwood which hefitted into a brass



sleeve. It had alight draw, but its arrows wer e poison tipped. The first shot missed, and the wolves started awake at the
clink of metal on stone. Lars drew back hisbow again, but thistime the target was standing and more distinct. There was
asnarl asit hit The wolf was already staggering when its companion was struck, and the second wolf dropped at once. A
lucky shot had found itsheart, Lars surmised while he waited for the first wolf to stop twitching. He slung the bow over
his shoulder and dropped softly to the courtyard. Both wolves wer e dead, and he dragged them back to where they had
been sleeping beside the door. There had been little noise or blood, but he smoothed out the snow anyway.

Now he had no reason to hurry. Lars doubted that the wolves would be checked until morning, and who would want to
begin work in the middle of the night? The door had a latch, but was not locked. The wolves had been trusted to keep it
secure. Onceinside Larstook out atiny phial of wormglow compound to light hisway, then unstrapped a cylinder of
butt-leather. A tiny dog licked hisfingers, a dog worth at least itsweight in gold coin. It wastrained to be silent, and it
had a sharp sense of smell.

Larsglanced around as he fumbled for his phial of oil. Having negligible experience in the methods of physicianswas a
hindrance. He knew little of how the mortarsand pestles, jars, glassware, tubs of dead insects, oils, and masses of
parchments might relate to what he wanted. The slave who called himself Lacerna had never seen ajar of the oil put
away, so Larshad no cluesto begin with. The dog would not be overawed by the trappings of arcane knowledge, however:
helet it sniff at the il in the phial, then set it free.

They makethe Venenum Immortale here but storeit in some unknown place, hisinformant had said. Perhaps a load
had just been sent out, he wondered as he watched the dog wandering about and sniffing. He quickly dismissed the
thought, it wastoo much to bear. Thelittle dog began to scratch at a floorboard. Larswalked over and held his glow-

ing phial near the wood. A trapdoor. He scooped up histiny dog and returned it to the butt leather roll.

Thewell was beneath a hinged cover, with a tiny lever at one edge that would, when the cover waslifted, presson arod
that protruded through a holein thewall. Lars examined the lever, and found that it wason a hinge and held in place
with a pin. With the lever safely unpinned, helifted the trapdoor.

Snow and ice wer e packed around three amphorae. The oil slowly grew too toxic to useif not stored cold; hisemployer,
Fortunatus, had told him that when he had accepted the contract. How slow was slowly? Thirty or forty years, Fortunatus
had replied. It could easily last a few months at body temperature.

One amphora was empty, another sealed and full, and the third was near full and not sealed. He sniffed the stopper, then
smeared a little of the contentson one finger and tasted it. Bitter! Sharp, oily and bitter, just like what wasin the phial.
Thishad to beit. He unpacked a dozen goatskin pouches and began to pour the viscous philter out into them. If carrying
the same amount in ajar hewould have barely been able to walk, let alone climb. As each pouch filled he strapped it to
his body, arranging them to look asif he had a more corpulent build. The twelve pouches werefilled beforethe
amphora’'slevel had dropped by even athird.

Larschecked the door and the courtyard beyond. All was as he had left it. Now he hastily scanned the scrollsthat had
been kept near the cold store. Somewerein Latin, somein alanguage like Greek. There were notes about the purity of
oils and how many tuhs of snow insects had been collected by the slaves. Method and Usage of Venenum: these were
instructions about the philter! Such incredible good fortune, thought Lars, surely some god was smiling on him—a loud
clack echoed through the darkened room.

Larsfrozefor an instant, then rammed the glowing phial under his cloak. No movement, no light. He hastily folded the
scroll into his pouch. The clack had come from theicetub in the floor, yet he had put everything back as he had found
it—but not quite. He dropped to hiskneesand let a little of the phial's glow leak between hisfingers. He had

not bent thetriplever back toitsformer position, and now therod that it would have pressed against protruded a
handspan from the wall: the accur sed device not only warned when the cover had been lifted, it could also be used to
remotely check that the lever was pinned in place!

Wherewasit controlled from? How far away? How soon would they check? How many guards would come? Larsfought
down his panic. Therod would beto check if thetrap had been set in thefirst place, it was only a guard against

car elessness, he decided. They would come without suspicion, intending to merely reset the trap. He strung his bow and
stepped outside. Behind the dead wolves was a column that would cast a shadow from the lamp of anyone approaching.
After a minute two figures appeared, both carrying thumblamps.

Larswatched asthey rattled at the bolt. Once inside they would see the scrollsthat he had not had timeto tidy away. The
first stepped through the door as heraised hisbow and shot the figure behind him. The man sprawled, dead befor e he hit
the snow. The other turned.



"Mind that step—" he began, but was silenced as a second arrow took him in the eye. At such closerange Lars'saim was
deadly. He dragged the bodiesinside and removed the arrows. Perhaps they would soon be missed—he needed a diversion
rather than a silent escape. One of the thumb-lamps continued to burn whereit had fallen on the door step. L ar s picked it
up and poured a little olive oil on the scrolls. Sputtery flames blazed up. He dangled a cloth strip in burning oil, then set
morefires.

Larsclimbed back onto a nearby roof. Hetook several items of stolen armor and clothing from his pack, and dressed
himself to look like an overweight guard. Hetried to move quickly; he was awar e that the flames would soon be noticed.
A tile suddenly broke beneath hisweight and hisleg plunged through the roof. Somewherein the distance men were
shouting. The security imposed by the Immortals hindered them now. Larswatched as a dozen of them ran back and
forth with buckets while the flames spread asif the place had been drenched in olive oil. An explosion suddenly blasted
out the side of the venendarium as an amphora of

something volatile detonated. Theroof collapsed in a spark-studded, swirling cloud.

Larsnoticed that guards from outside had now joined the Immortals. He dropped to the ground and went limping toward
the gate, waving a bloodied arm for attention as more guards came streamingin.

" Sheepskins, soak sheepskinsin water and bring them, quickly!"

The advice was sensible. Several guardsturned and ran with him back to the outer part of the palace, then turned off for
a storehouse. Lars made for the shadows, scaled the palace wall and clambered down the outer face with the aid of arope.

The path to the crane was not long, and was by now unguarded. L ars swung the arm out over the edge and chopped the
.pulley free with hisgladius. The rope rattled out toits full six-hundred-foot extension and the wicker hand crashed to
the altar below. He began by climbing down hand over hand, but as hisfatigue increased he dropped longer and longer
distances, until hisleather mittens were smoking with thefriction. Near the bottom of the rope his hands and wrists
wer e so badly wrenched that he could barely hold on, yet he landed safely on thetorn wickerwork of the great hand.
Barely pausing for breath, he staggered off through the snow. Hisway was lit by the glow from the burning venendarium
reflected against low clouds.

Sextus, the slave that Lars knew as Lacerna, arrived at the edge not long after the thief was out of sight. Behind him was
the glow of the fire and the shouts of those fighting it. Only one set of footprints was visible in the snow, so one of the
thieves had been left behind. Alive or dead? The question troubled him. The thieves had seen his face by lamplight, even
though he had given them a false name. He cameto the disabled crane, its mechanism still locked but its rope chopped
free and dangling over the precipice. He touched the severed ends of theropesthat Larshad cut, quivering with fright.
Two slaves had been scourged to death for merely allowing the rope to fray more than the over seer would accept, and
Sextus himself had been given thirty lashesfor allowing the pulley wheelsto develop a squeak.

The cranewasthe Temporians' only link with the world below, and they took a dim view of anything that endangered it.
If one of the thieves had escaped down the rope, then he could too. With his hands trembling, Sextus crawled out along
the crane and began to climb down the slick rope. The clouds above still glowed red from thefire; blackness yawned
below. He was dressed for the heated interior of Nusquam, he wor e only sandals and a tunic, and had no gloves. Voices
grew louder above him, they were coming for him. His weakening hands began to slip as hetried to move faster. No food,
no map, nobody to guide him through the yawning blackness down there. He had come to the Temporians as a child
fifteen yearsearlier. Even that had involved traveling for ten days wearing a blindfold. Burning torches appeared at the
edge of the cliff.

"There! On therope!”

"l seehim."

A bowstring twanged and something swished past the slave's head.

"Don't! Wewant him alive.”

"You on therope! One move and you're dead."

Sextus lower ed his gaze from the torches to the blackness below. Why cling desperately to a rope with aching fingersin
order to face death by torture, he asked himself. The ropetrembled as a guard began to climb out along the crane. Sextus
let go and fell without screaming. The distant thud that obliterated hislife echoed up the cliff to his pursuers.

" Shit," sighed the archer, and he spat into the darkness below.



" Climb down the rope, follow me," said the tesserarius of the watch.

Namatinus and his horsemen arrived at the altar only a few minuteslater. Thereflection of thefire from the clouds was
so bright that they could ride without torches now.

"Too late, too damnably late!" shouted Namatinus, looking up at the fire. Heturned to his men. " None of you will ever
mention thisagain under pain of death. Understood?"

Theriderschorused agreement. Namatinus and Vitellan dismounted and walked to the altar wherethe wicker hand

had crashed. Thetesserarius and his guards had already descended from the clifftop by the rope and wer e examining the
body of Sextus.

" Centurion Namatinus of the Furtivus Legion, Primus Fort,” Namatinus said as he reached the altar and the guards
confronted him.

"What isyour business here?" asked thetesserariuswar-ily.

" | discovered a conspiracy to breach the security of Nusguam, two thieves wer e to smuggle themselves up the cliff amid
the supplies. | cameasfast as| could, but—"

" But you aretoo late, Centurion—or maybe you are just in time with your men and hor ses. Did you see anyone on the
trail asyou approached?"

"No."

"You'resureof that?" " Positive.

"You mentioned a conspiracy, Centurion. What can you tell me about the thieves?"

Namatinus beckoned Vitellan forward. 'Tell him your story, Legionary Bavalius.”

"1 was with Gallus, escorting some mulesto meet with the main caravan. Five bandits attacked us. Galluskilled one, |
wounded another, then | fell down a cliff beside thetrail into deep snow. The bandits emptied two mule packs, leaving

enough space so that two men could hidein them. That isall | know."

Namatinus described how Vitellan struggled back to thefort, and how they rode out and met the mule caravan asit
returned from the altar.

"We caught and tortured thetruth out of thetwo im-posters,” Namatinus concluded. " They said that they left their two
leader s concealed in packs on the altar."

" So, there's definitely only two outsidersto find," thetesserarius said with relief.
Namatinus pointed up the cliff. " What happened up there? Areyou allowed to tell me?"
Thetesserarius shrugged one shoulder and gestured upward.

" A large section of the palaceis pretty obviously alight,

iut nobody issure how thefire started. At least two Tempo-ians and several guard beasts have been killed. We saw the
>ody of one thief on the roof of a building beforeit col-apsed.”

Namatinuslooked at the body lying crumpled on the altar n the surreal red glow reflected from the clouds. " And that
one makes two."

" Probably not, Centurion. | know him as a slave from the >alace, and he was probably helping the thieves. The second
hief has not been found."

"Well as| said, we saw nobody aswe came up thetrail."

" Good news, thefirst good news of thisterrible night, vlaybe he cut the crane loose but stayed above, maybe he ;limbed
down the rope and is hiding nearby. Heis armed with a bow and hisaim isdeadly."

Namatinusturned to hismen. " | want you to split into groups of three and search the area for footprints. Never go alone,



thisthief isvery dangerous and he has a bow. Now, | also want three volunteersto ride back to the mule caravan and tell
them to guard thetrail and let nobody past until | return. Who knowsthe trail well enough to ride all theway in the
dark?"

Oneof thetesserarius men stepped forward. " | can guide your men, Centurion."”

" Then you will go. Vitellan, you've seen enough action in the past few days. Give him your horse and stay here with
me."

The portly guard mounted Vitellan's horse and led the other two volunteers down thetrail and into the darkness. It was
mor ning befor e the tesserariusrealized that of the six guardswho had climbed down the rope with him, all six were still
present. By then Larshad killed Namatinus' two legionaries and was so far away that there was no hope of ever
capturing him.

Libarna, Northern Italy: 29 December 71, Anno Domini

Libarna nestled securely in the foothills of the Alps, a prosperous little market town servicing a patchwork of farms.

"Themost boring place on earth,” Fortunatus sneered as he looked out across the melting snow. " No games, no
chariots, no feasts, ugly harlotsand sour wine."

Viventius came from arural family, and did not find Libarna so very bad. " Why not return to Rome, then? 1'd gladly stay
here and wait for the thief."

Fortunatusignored him. He sipped a little wine and looked out along the northward road again.
" Five days. We know therewas a fire at Nusquam five daysago. LarsLartorius must have had apart in it. The body of a
thief was found on the roof, but it was not he. Larsisknown to cover histrackswith fires. He was said to be near the

Circus Maximus seven year s ago when the fire was started that consumed much of Rome."

They fell silent again, watching children flinging snow at each other and laughing. A farmer drove an oxcart along the
road, bringing hay for the stables.

"They barred me from joining them, they deserved to burn,"” muttered Fortunatus. " | have earned theright to be
immortal many times over."

" Any morethan Emperor Vespasian?"

"Morethan he. | began my career while Caligula still ruled, then | helped hold the Empiretogether during Nero's
excesses. Now the Temporianstell methat I'm too old to become one of them. Too old at fifty-one!"

"There could be moreto it than that. Gaius remembers how you manipulated the Senate and lost him money on the
grain market."

" Gaiusisnot an Immortal."
" Gaius hasfriends among the Immortals. He slept with one of their women when he was younger, now he's a senator ."

"1 believe none of that. The Sons of Romulus are afraid of me. They want me dead but one hundred thousand sester ces
more will seethe end of their plans. Larshasrobbed the Emperor himself, he will not fail me."

"He'samaster thief in Rome, but Nusgquam isafort in the mountains."
"Larsisamaster of histrade. He will steal what | want asa matter of pride, if not for money."
"1 want a great deal of money," said a hoar se voice from somewher e above them.

» Thetwo conspiratorsjumped to their feet, swordsin hand. A moment later their lookout, Portulus, was marched in by
the thief'stwo men.

"They arrived in one of the haycarts," he mumbled, his face flushed with humiliation. 'The thief wanted to spy on you
beforetalking."

Fortunatus and Viventius sheathed their swords and sat down again. L ars descended from the beams of the roof. He had
an ugly scratch on hisarm, and he favored oneleg.



"Just the sort of entrance | should have expected from a master thief," said Fortunatus genially.

Larsgrinned at the deference. " Hereis a little sample of what you wanted,” he said, handing a small glass phial to
Fortunatus. " | have twelve sachets of it."

Larswatched as Fortunatus uncorked the bottle and sniffed at the contents. " | know the scent, an Immortal named Rhea
oncetaunted me with a cup of it." He poured a drop onto hisfingertip and licked it. " Pah! Vile stuff. As bitter asgall,”
he said, squeezing his eyes shut.

" A philter for immortality, according to what was on the scroll besideit,” said Lars, " but you will need morethan this."
"How much?"

"1 have enough for fifteen treatments. It'sburied safely at a day'sjourney from here."

"1t smellsmoreasif it would kill me than grant immortality."

"1 force-fed sometoarat. It died."

" Not surprising. Did you see any of the Immortals?"

"1 saw several. They'renot good at fighting fires."

"What werethey like, apart from that?" Fortunatusasked. " | have only ever knowingly met one."

"They arenot truly immortal. They have merely learned to extend their lifespans, and accidents can kill them as easily
asyou or me. They do get older, but very slowly."

"Theonethat | know, Rhea, has not aged in thirty years."

" Not that you would notice but. . ." Hereached into hisrobes and took out a scroll. " Read this. It outlines the use of the
'Venenum Immortale,' asthey seem to call it."

Fortunatus snatched the scroll eagerly and began to read. His smile soon vanished.

"This—thisisamonstroustrick!" he exclaimed. " Thisisnot immortality at all. It will not renew my youth."

"But it will allow you to cheat death for quitealong time."

" But this says that the Sons of Romulus live such a long time just by freezing each other inice."

"Yes, they take turns. At any onetime four out of every five are frozen, and that meansthat they are only awaketo get
older for perhapsoneyear in five. At that rate the oldest of them may have been born over four hundred yearsago. The
scroll shows that the women look after the revival process, which is danger ous and difficult. The men prepare a philter
which must be drunk before one's body isfrozen. It's quite a complex matter, their type of immortality. | wasnot able to
steal theinstructions for the manufacture of the oil itself, but | got you a good supply of it. If you follow the directionsin
that Method and Usage scroll, and if you have reliable friends to freeze and revive you, well, you can live aslong asthere
isiceto preserveyou. You might find that reliable friends are harder to find than ice, of course.”

Fortunatus sat with his mouth open. " But ... in effect they 'live’ only aslong as any mortal. Why do they do it?"
Larsgrinned. " You ask me, a merethief? What under standing of the affairs of state would | have?"

" Don't patronize me, | know about your background.”

" Then you know that one hundred thousand sester ces will not buy what | want. You can grant influence and favors: the
return of my family villa, and the slaves and artisans to makeit prosper."

Fortunatus looked from him to the scroll.
"What about the Relagatus faction that ruined your family? Do you want them punished?"
"Oh no, they areto beleft alone. | want the pleasure of dealing with their people myself."

" Granted, granted. Now tell me how the Immortals govern.”



"They freeze themselves for, say, eight years, then appear again among mortals asif they have not aged at all."

"Yes, yes, that makes sense. They seem to spend a lot of time away on their estates, or on long journeys."

"Now ask yourself how the Emperor governs. Does he train histroops personally, or pave theroads himself? No, he has
trusted minions of onerank or another to run off and seethat hisordersarecarried out. The Immortalswork the same
way, with some differences. They work as a team, and they recruit only the most highly skilled administratorsand
leader sto their number. They set schemesin motion, long-term schemes that span decades, and they are unfrozen from
time to timeto supervise them. They act asif they were gods with lifespans and concerns well beyond those of mortals.”
" But the emperorsdo not disappear for yearsat atime."

"Asfar as| can tell, the emperorsare never Immortals, Fortunatus. They aretheir puppets, the sameasyou and |."
Fortunatus hunched forward, wringing his hands and staring at the phial of oily liquid that Lars had given him.
"Thiswill make me neither young nor immortal," hesaid in a high, thin voice.

" But you havetheir secret, and their philter too. Now | want my payment.”

" Payment? For something as uselessto me asthis?" He snatched up the phial and flung it against the wall where it
shattered, leaving an oily, golden patch. " | want to know wherethat Frigidarium chamber is. If | can't sharetheir
immortality | can at least break their power. Find the Frigidarium and I'll pay you."

Larsglowered, but seemed to have expected such areaction.

"That was not in our agreement, Fortunatus. Besides, | burned their villa-fortressto cover my escape. They will have ten
times as many guar ds on everything now."

"1f you were stupid enough to start afire, then that's your business. What you brought meis useless.”

"What | brought iswhat you asked for, even if it isnot what you expected. My servicesdon't comefree, and | have given
you the best of my services."

Fortunatus slowly got to hisfeet, suddenly smiling and affable. " Lars, friend, we are of a kind. You brought no
mor e than a taste of Venenum here, while | brought no more money than you brought Venenum—"

A sign to Portulus sent him lunging at the nearest thief with a dagger in hishand. The point stopped in hidden mail, and
Larsflung a pugio that plunged into his neck. Fortunatusraised his gladius as the second thief leaped at him, chopping
it into the side of hishead as Viventius sword messily hacked into the thief pinned under Portulus. Fortunatus closed
with Lars, sword in one hand and a stool in the other.

Lars'sblade dug into the stool, stuck and snapped. For all the pain in hisleg, Larsstill managed a heavy kick to
Fortunatus' groin, just as Viventius sword burst through the light mail under histunic and slid a short way between his
ribs. Larsrammed the stump of hisbladeinto Viventius face, and wasrewarded with a scream of pain. The conspirator
blundered into Fortunatus, blinded by hisown blood, and hacked at him in panic. With quizzical detachment Lars stood
watching them fight for a moment, then drew another heavy pugio and flungit. It buried itself up to thehilt in
Fortunatus' back. Larspicked up afallen gladius.

" Fortunatus, isit over?" panted Viventius asthe blade descended.

With the room again quiet, theinnkeeper entered. He was no stranger to brawls, but the ferocity of the brief fight left
him shaken. One of thetown loafers peered around the door and stared at Fortunatus two companionsfor a moment.

'These be gladiators, sir,” hesaid in awe. " Auctorati, and good 'unstoo. Seen 'em fight at Verona."
'"These are gladiatorstoo,” panted Lars, gesturing to his companions. " Humiliores, and not from Verona."
Nusquam: 29 December 71, Anno Domini

Therubblewas cold as Regulus and Doris directed the slaves who wer e sear ching for what they already knew was lost.
Light snow was falling.

"Thework of at least two men, that isfor certain,” Regulussaid as helooked over charred fragments of scrollsthat



had been collected from theruins. " If it was a plot to kill the Venenum Masters, they did succeed. The snow cat got one
assassin, but died killing him. We found their bodies together on the roof. Nothing outside the venendarium was
touched.”

"The other assassin was one of our slaves, Sextus Clodius. He fell to his death while trying to escape.”

"Or sothereport of the guards speculates. | saw the body, but it was not clothed for along flight through the mountains
in winter. He had neither food nor weapons."

" Perhaps hewastruly loyal to us, and was chasing another assassin when he slipped from therope," said Doria
hopefully.

"Without weapons? The guards waited until the crane, wasrepaired befor e descending the cliff to recover Sextus body.
If there was another, then he had along start, and the new snow had covered histracks. It all gathersitself into a plot:
the voteto train your women to make the Venenum was won, and almost as soon as the meeting ended the only two men
who shared its secret werekilled and their venendarium was burned. | just don't under stand. Many disagreed with the
meeting's decision, but who could profit by the loss of the Venenum Immortal€e's secret?"

"1t might have been a monstrous accident," suggested Doria.

"There aretoo many odd cluesthat suggest otherwise. Still, we can't be concerned with them. Our immediate problem is
the Venenum Immortale. Does any other person know its secret, or know of someone who knowsit?"

" Someone who is frozen might."

"If so, then we have a terrible choice. We do not have enough Venenum left to revive, then refreeze, every Temporian in
the Frigidarium.”

Snow eddied down around them mor e thickly, and the slaves digging in the distance began to curse. Doria pulled her
robes moretightly about her as Regulus examined the charred fragments of scrolls.

"Thereisnothing in these scraps,” said Regulus. " It'snot surprising. Theinstructionsfor brewing the Venenum
Immortale were not meant to be written down.”

" Some mortal outside Nusguam knows of us," said Doria. " If another assassin escaped into the snow, might he have
stolen a scroll with the Venenum's secret written out?"

Regulus pulled a scroll out from hisrobes and checked what the guar ds had found again.

"That man on theroof was a stranger to everyone here. Hisbody had the scars of a gladiator and the muscles of an
acrobat. Hewas probably a thief, trained to leap about on roofs as silently asa cat. |'ve also been told that a mule column
was ambushed on the way here, yet the mules wer e recorded asreaching here with their loadsintact. Thethieveswere
hiding within the packs, according to the accomplices that wer e caught and tortured. It all addsup to a plot. Someoneis
out to steal our secret again, one of those foolsin Rome."

"They havetried before. Samples of the Venenum Immortale and the antidote have been stolen a dozen times over the
centuries. What harm has it done? The Venenum is of no use without the Frigidarium Glaciale, and we Temporians who
operateit. Why, it would be like one man trying to steal a battle galley and operateit alone. He could not tend the
rowing, the sails, the steering and the catapults all by himself. If the thief drinks some stolen Venenum without proper
preparation and antidote, he will die."

" Except that thisthief might well have taken us with him. We have limited stocks of the Venenum, enough to last only
about two hundred freezings."

"That at least givesusa margin of centuries,” said Doria, squeezing Regulus arm. " Time enough to rediscover the
method of preparing the Venenum."

"We have no such margin," he said peevishly. " We have no more than our normal lifespan: seventy or eighty years at
best, and alot lessisleft for ustwo. What good is having two or three centuries of lifeif you lie frozen for most of that
time? Thisishopeless, | feel sotired.”

He shrugged snow from his cape as a slave came running up with more charred pieces of scroll. He glanced at them.

" Pah, thelist of new Temporian recruitsto be gathered in for initiation, training and freezing. Gollak Paginius,
Vitellan Bavalius, Markus Morilian ... | can't read therest but



no matter. These young Romans will never know the taste of the Venenum Immortale now. There's barely enough to
keep us going until..."

Hestared intently at alarge scrap with small, close writing, holding it out at the focus of his eyes.
"Until?" prompted Doria.
He passed the fragment to Doria without saying any more.

" Ah, promising!" she exclaimed. " Part of an inventory of ingredients. That helps. Tallinian and Rhea know some of the
ingredientstoo, and the types of insects used. This could fill in the gaps.”

"1t may not be enough without the method of preparation,” Reguluswarned, but he wanted to be optimistic. " The
Venenum isa poison, even in itspureform, and if everything isjust thrown together it could bereally deadly. We must
set the slavestrapping liverats and miceto test our trial recipes. You must question all the women, too. Those who have
shared bedswith the Master s of the Venenum may have heard them let cluesslip.”

Doriatook the suggestion badly.

" Now that it'stoo late you finally try to involve uswomen!" she shouted angrily, flinging the charred fragments of scroll
to the snow. " You beg usfor secretsthat you would not giveusin thefirst place!”

"That'shardly fair," . sighed Regulus, squatting in the snow to pick up the pieces of scroll.

Doria watched him for a moment, tearsrunning along the wrinkles of her face. " | speak of the menfolk in general,” she
conceded, kneeling beside him to help. " Take no affront, Regulus. At least we know how to make the antidote to be
taken with the Venenum Immortale.”

" Small comfort, having the antidote for that which we cannot make. It may take decadesto rediscover the Venenum by
just blindly mixing batches and feeding it to rats, mice, and pigs. Who would be willing to grow old while experimenting
for the sake of those who arelying frozen in the bloom of youth? Our ship has sunk and now wetry to rebuild it out of
driftwood."

Some rubble collapsed wher e the slaves wer e digging, and ther e wer e shrieks of pain from a trapped man.

"1'm having a search made for a stranger, a fat guard who was seen during thefire," said Regulus, ignoring the
commotion. " He may be a companion to the thief that we know about, and he may be still here on the mountain. The
dead slave Sextus might have been in league with them."

"So if one of the Mastersdid write a scroll of instructions, you think thisfat thief might haveit?"

" Probably not, but we must try everything." He stood up, leaning heavily on his staff, then helped Doriato her feet.

" Our own rigid security keeps defeating us. The method for making the Venenum was never to be written down, under
pain of death: the Venenum was our greatest treasure, the base of all our power, so we guarded its secret more closely
than gold. Now it is gone, and we seem like such fools.”

Libarna, Northern Italy: 7 January 72, Anno Domini

Milos, a Greek physician, had looked upon the wounded man as a challenge to his skills. The sword wound in his chest
had been inflamed, yet he was strong and otherwise healthy. The gash in hisarm might have been from alarge cat,
perhaps the exotic pet of some villa's master. Hisleg had been badly scratched and the knee wrenched, asif from afall.
Perhaps an adulterer caught in the act, who had barely escaped with hislife? Perhaps a thief who had not been
sufficiently careful and silent?

Larshad arrived at the physician's house at night. He had dropped a small bag of coinsinto hishand, then collapsed. For
dayshelay in thegrip of afever, rambling about immortals, a mountain fortress, and a huge white cat. Milos examined
the pack that he had brought, and found it to befilled with sachets of a golden, bitter oil. A cylinder of butt-leather
contained a tiny dog that frantically lapped water from his cup and wasravenously hungry. A scroll from the pack
described the use of a substance called Venenum Immortale, wfiich was used to freeze animals and people so that they
could be brought back to lifelater. It read like an instruction exercise for a student, and Miloswondered at thereal
intent behind it.

The physician forced a rabbit to drink a prescribed mea-

sure of theoil. It died within two hours. He then repeated the experiment, but thistime froze the rabbit after one hour. A



day later herevived it according to theinstructions, and it lived another hour beforeit too died of the effects of the ail.
Hefed itsflesh to his neighbor's dog, which became violently ill but survived.

By then Lars'sfever had subsided. He awoke from a quiet sleep, but had to be fed by hand, and it was several more days
before he could get up. Milos remained discreet with his patient.

"1'll not ask too many questions," he said when Larswas at last strong enough to walk, " but | must warn you that
soldier s have been asking about strangersin thisvillage. They are particularly interested in wounded strangers.”

" And you did not betray me?"
"1 considered it... but we are of akind."
Larssaid nothing, but tensed himself. The physician noticed.

"Don't consider killing me," said Milos. " It'snot worth it. I'm a fugitive too, fleeing a crime of my own in Thessa-lonica.
A stupid, futile conspiracy against Roman rule."

" So, you chooseto hide herein Libarna, closer to Rome?" said Lars doubtfully.

"Not for much longer. My contactstell methat it would be wise to move on soon. You were lucky that | was hereto treat
you. You were luckier still that | wasin no position to go to the authorities about your wounds. What was your crime?"

Lars'sfaceremained blank and he shook hishead. " Whatever | might have done, my nameis attached to no crime. I'll be
returning to Rome whenever you say I'm fit to travel."

"And | to Genua, to bearigger aboard a merchantman bound for, well, it's no concern of yours. Not a very likely sailor,
am|?"

Larspushed a shutter open and looked down the street. It was covered in muddy snow-slush, but people were walking
about without great effort.

"1 should return to Rome," he said again, gingerly feeling his partly healed wound. " Does what |'ve paid already cover
your fee?"

"1"'m willing to be reasonable. Believe it or not, | have enough money for my needs. A skilled physician is never short of
customers. First tell me, though, what isthe natur e of that oil, that poisonous oil that you brought with you? Isit
something you stole?"

Larspulled the shutter closed and turned fluidly to face Milos. " What do you know of it? Have people been asking
questions?"

" No, but by following theinstructionsin the scroll that wasin your pack | managed to freeze a rabbit solid, then bring it
back tolife again. Thetrouble was that some antidote appearsto berequired, otherwise the animals die within a few
days, and their flesh istoo poisonousto eat. | could build up their toleranceto the oil by feeding it to them alittleat a
time, but the antidote would be quicker."

Larsbegan to relax as herealized that the physician had not betrayed him. Therush of alarm had drained his weakened
body and now he had to sit down, his head spinning.

"1t ...should beobvious, astoitsuse," said Lars, too weary to think, longing to sleep again.

Milosremained bright-eyed and eager. " | think that a pig could be thus frozen for the whole of winter, removing the
need to feed it from expensive stores. | think that such a process could be worth a fortuneto the farmers of Rome, and
per haps even more could be donetoo. Remote garrisons could be manned cheaply with perhaps a dozen men over winter,
whilefour or five hundred morelie frozen yet alive. A secret worth more than gold could buy, eh?"

Larsnodded gravely at the entirely plausible yet false explanation as he thought out areply.

"Asyou say, the processis flawed. The animals die quickly without the antidote and their flesh is poisonous. | stole what
| brought here beforel realized that the process has not yet been perfected. It brought me no profit for all my injuries.

Theantidote that they speak of isyet to be perfected.”

"How much would you ask for all of your oil and the scroll of instructions? Five hundred sester ces?"



"Morelikefive thousand. What use have you for it?"

"1 have some small skill with mixtures. Perhaps| could

detoxify the oil, so that no antidote is needed. Do you have the directions for making it?"
"No. All that | haveisin that pack."

"In that case, four hundred sesterces."

" Six hundred or nothing."

Milos smiled at last. " Agreed, but only if you tell me of the man who devised the mixture. Give me his name and tell me
wheretofind him. If | can perfect the antidote while | hidein exile, why, it may buy me a pardon when | return."

Larsgave him afictitious name, but provided accurate directions for finding thevillain the Alpswhere the Temporians
werewaging their long war against death. Milos paid the money for the oil and scroll, then set off for the port of Genua
that same day. Larsstayed on in the physician's house, astherent had been paid in advance. Herecovered his strength
and got to know the area, and with the money he had looted from Fortunatus room he bought a nearby farm in the name
of hiswife and five children. He sent letters and money to them under a false name, instructing them to join him. The
farm was lessthan he had hoped for, but with all his other hoarded wealth it would be just enough to begin rebuilding
his family's status and fortune.

Libarna, Northern Italy: 25 March 72, Anno Domini

Publius Varlexus had decided upon a squad of two dozen legionariesto capturethe Greek physician. The extra men were
moreto prevent him from escaping than because of any danger.

The house was shabby and nondescript, neither squalid nor respectable. Varlexus men surrounded it silently, and more
men crawled onto the roof from adjoining buildings. Abruptly a dog began to bark, a high-pitched squeak in the gloom.
After amoment the barking stopped, replaced by the clatter of hobnails on flagstones and shouted orders. Varlexus heard
wood begin to splinter beneath the blade of an axe. A fire blazed up behind the windows, then came the clang of weapons
and screams of pain.

Histroops on the roof hastily jumped clear of the spreading flames, then amid the dancing shadows a figure leaped
from thetiles acrossthe narrow street. He caught the edge of aroof, hung by his hands for a moment then hooked a leg
over the edge. Five bowstringstwanged and three arrows hit the mark. The man fell, crashing down onto a cartload of

wicker baskets. A tiny dog scrambled clear and vanished into the shadows of the narrow street.

The fugitive was dying as they laid him out on the roadway. The price of capturing him had been high. Threetroops
killed in afight in the house, two othersinjured, and six people trapped and burned in the buildingsto either side.

Varlexus put hisface near that of hisdying quarry and said, " The justice of Rome hasa very long reach, Milos."
Thedying man blinked, then frowned and whispered, " Imbecile.”

Lars'sfamily prospered on their new farm near Libarna, slowly accumulating a fortune from wine, honey, and sheep.
Within three decades his son's wealth had even grown to exceed that of Lars'sdisgraced grandfather. He used it to build a
villathat the family lived in until the barbarian invasions of centuries later.

Primus Fort: 5 May 72, Anno Domini

The gover nment official who arrived at the Primus Fort to see Vitellan was of indeter minate age, and seemed distant and
preoccupied. Vitellan somehow fancied that he might have been a sad, defeated pagan god out of some tragic legend,
setting his affairsin order before his enemies arrived to vanquish him forever. He handed the young legionary a scroll.

Vitellan read it, then looked up at the official who would give no name.

"First | am ordered to Egypt, then | am ordered hereto theto servein alegion that does not officially exist, then this
arrivestelling methat | am to bereassigned to Gaul. What is going on?"

"Young men and women with your skillsand talentsare no longer required by my masters," the man replied simply.

"May | ask who your mastersare, and what skills and talents| am thought to have?"



"No. Remember, too, that if you ever mention the Furtivus L egion once you leave thisfort you will be killed."
" Of course, | learned that theday | arrived. So, | am to have no other chanceto do ... whatever else| wasto do?"

"That | cannot say, but you have served well in the Furtivus L egion and it has been noted. Important, powerful people
have noticed you, and you have been given special advancement within die army, Centurion Vitellan Bavalius."

"Centurion!" Vitellan exclaimed.

The newest centurion in the Roman Empire could do no more than stand with his mouth open while the enigmatic
messenger smiled, gave an odd, curt bow, then walked away. Vitellan stared after him, noting that Centurion Namatinus
gave him a great deal of deference. Whoever he was, he appeared to have a lot of authority.

" Perhaps he'snot joking," Vitellan said to himself in wonder. " Perhaps| really am a centurion.”

The Temporians never recovered from the loss of therecipe for making their Venenum Immortale. Stores of the
Venenum wer e adequate but finite, and although Regulus and Doria spent theremainder of their livestogether
experimenting with the Venenum's known ingredients, they achieved little more than breakthroughsin the preparation
of poisons. The Temporians began to keep some of their number frozen for longer periods, while other s were kept awake
longer to administer the Empire's affairs. These aged and died befor e the eyes of those whom they ruled, and this eroded
Temporian authority. L egends arose that a group of Christian fanatics was killing them, while the barbariansto the
north and east became harder to control. When Romefell to Alaric's Visigoths early in thefifth Christian century, the
last of the Temporiansfled their faltering empire on an immense, desper ate voyage.

The physician Milos sailed from Genuato Ostia, at the mouth of the Tiber. He told port officials that he was going up
theriver to see Rome, but while the timber and skins wer e being unloaded from his ship he found another that was about
to sail for Valentia. It was still short of riggers, and he was taken aboard. From Spain he worked hisway to Britannia
aboard a ship taking olive oil and pottery to Lon-dinium. Some yearslater he met a young centurion named

Vitellan Bavalius, a youth with a curious malady that seemed to betreatable with the Venenum Immortale. After a delay
of many years, Vitellan was about to share in the Temporians' type of immortality after all.

2

pax romana
Wessex, the British Isles: 16 February 870, Anno Domini

Thevillagers of Durvonum worked their way across the gleaming white field slowly and methodically, harvesting the
newly fallen snow into blocks. They werein teams of four, two shoveling the snow into squar e wooden pails, one packing
it down with amallet, and a carrier taking each completed block to an oxcart at the western corner. Although araid by
the Danes on this particular village was unlikely, a dozen men armed with pikes and axes stood guard near the cart.
Alfred looked closely at the nearest team- All the worker s were armed, both men and women.

" Notice how they stay within a short run from the cart,” he said to Bishop Paeder. " If Danish raidersburst out of the
woods the snow harvesters could rally together in moments."

" They also have scoutsin the woodlands," said Paeder. " The Danes would have a hard, bloody fight, and for nothing
better than a cartload of packed snow. Vitellan trained thisfirst village well."

Alfred considered the words, then nodded. " Just asheistraining dozensmore. | know that heis my friend, but he still
frightens me. The man could havethisland on a platter if he turned against us. He knowsthe arts of warfare so well, yet
he has no fame or following."

Paeder shifted hisweight in the saddle with a rippling jingle of chainmail. " Heison our side, and we cannot do without
him. Let'snot tempt fate by prying too much.” He glanced casually at the men of their escort.

The sight of the villagers gathering snow was unsettling
to the soldiers, and some crossed themselvesin a nervousreflex. The scene had an uncanny resemblanceto a grain
harvest, except that this crop was white and cold. There was something here that seemed pointless and unnatural, the

very essence of a pagan ritual.

"Sonot all churlsare so stupid, eh Githek?" Paeder called to the captain. The man was caught off guard. He had been



fingering the pommel of hissword and staring intently at the villagers.
"|—ah, their guards arewell deployed,” Githek began.

"Not the guards, theice!" said Paeder in loud and studied exasperation. " They need no expensive salt or smoking to
preservetheir meat. Instead they storeit in some deep cave with blocks of ice made from snow—uwhich isfreefor the
taking."

At once the mood of the men changed. Some edged their horses closer for a better view, while otherstalked excitedly
among themselves and traced outlines of square pailsin the chilly air.

" Best to makethis seem like a clever local trick, rather than let it go unexplained," said Paeder quietly, turning back to
Alfred. " Thisway they will talk about the skill itself, rather than where they saw it done.”

Alfred nodded. " Yes, Vitellan has always said that he wants the real secret of this placeto go no further than ustwo.”

Thevillagersworked in silence, except for the dull thudding of the mallets on the compacted snow. Over at the oxcart an
elder inspected each block beforeit wasloaded. Paeder pointed to him.

"There'sGentor, the lcekeeper,” hesaid. " He'svery particular about the quality of the blocks, and the packing of theice
chamber."

"It'sone of the few times| have seen him away from Vitellan."

"This snow harvest ceremony isvery important to the people here, and nothing would make him missit. It'sold, very
old."

"Perhapsasold as Vitellan claims, in fact,” said Alfred, frowning. " Do any chroniclesgive a cluetoits age?"

"1 onceread a chronicle by Augustine of Canterbury describing a village her eabout where they did this—the harvesting
of snow into blocksto preserve meat through summer. I'm sure he wastalking about this place. It waswritten two
hundred and seventy yearsago.”

"1 would like to see that chronicle."

"That isnot possible, my young lord—even if your Latin wasup toit. Thebook wasin a library that was burned by the
Danesthreeyearsago."

Alfred blew a streamer of breath into the frosty air, and Paeder briefly had theimpression of an angry young dragon.

"Vitellan isright," Alfred said in an ominously muted voice. " There is no mor e danger ous enemy than one who despises
learning. Come Paeder, |'ve seen enough. Show me the village now."

Thethumping of the mallets faded behind them asthey rode slowly through the woodlands. Durvonum itself wason a
hillock in alarge clearing. Although the huts wer e as small and crude as might be seen anywherein the Kingdom of
Wessex, they were arranged in orderly rows behind a low, square stockade. It had earth rampartswith shar pened stakes
pointing outward to break any charge by horsemen. Asthey approached, a squad of villagerswasdrilling in a pike-wall
formation.

Thevillagerslooked around quickly astheriderscameinto view, but relaxed when they saw the colors of the Royal
House of Wessex. Asthey got closer the churlsstared in fascination at the armor and weapons wor n by the men of
Alfred'sescort. Theridersin turn preened themselves asthey rode past the staring eyes. To a villager they were
magnificent indeed, truewarriorsdressed in leather scale mail or iron chainmail, with helmets of banded iron and
leather. Painted roundshields were strapped to their backs, and their axes had never chopped firewood.

"My, but we're pretty," snapped Paeder sarcastically asthey stopped before the line of stakes. " Githek, hold your squad
of dandies here and make them watch the churls at practice. They may learn something about real fighting."

Alfred had already dismounted and was walking slowly
through the maze of stakes. Paeder jumped to the ground in aflurry of snow and hurried after him.
"No wonder they managed to fight off fiveraids by the Danes,” said Alfred, pointing along the line of the stockade. " It's

all rough, country work, but under masterful command. In fact there's something almost familiar about the way this
stockade is built."



Paeder grinned. " An outline mor e often found in old Roman ruins, I'm sure, but there are more marvelsto seeyet. No
magic, just simple, practical thingsthat work miracles.”

It wasthefirst villagein Wessex that Vitellan had trained, and after it had withstood several raids by the Danes, dozens
of other villages petitioned for hishelp. After ayear he assembled a'for ce of two hundred churls and razed a Danish
camp near Leicester asan example to them. When word reached Alfred heinvited Vitellan to a meeting, hoping to
dissuade him from setting up arival state.

Tension had been expected, and the gaunt, enigmatic Vitellan had everyone on edge at first. The discussions began with
politics, fortifications, and strategy, then someone mentioned that Alfred could read. The discussions abruptly became a
dialogue between Alfred and Vitellan on literature, poetry and history. At the end of the meeting the pale, clean-shaven
commander stunned the onlooker s by pledging total loyalty to the Wessex throne. He even offered to train Prince
Alfred'sown men.

Thefifteen heads on stakesthat topped the gates of Dur-vonum had by now been stripped down to skulls by the crows.
Therewas arrogance in the gesture, proclaiming to the Danes that these people had slain their warriorsand would be
pleased to do likewise to anyone else who cared to attack.

Because all the villager s wer e armed and trained—men and women—the place was a total fighting machine. An attacker
would encounter twice as many defenders aswould be expected in such a place: everyone fought. Children carried
weapons, put out fires, and even helped carefor the wounded.

"Mind that you walk only between thelittle poles,” said Paeder, taking Alfred'sarm and guiding him.

" But you said we have to go acrossto that hut."

" Follow the path, my lord. They've planted lilies."

"Lilies? You mean there are gardens under the snow?"

"Theselilies are small, conical pitswith fire-hardened stakes at the bottom. In winter the snow coversthem, in summer
they conceal them with leaves and a thin layer of dust. Your foot would be guided down to the stake, and the point would
skewer it, boot and all."

"Traps? In here, behind their own walls? Where they live?"

" 1f the Danes breached the wall they would not be expecting to find still moretraps. It's cheap, ssimple, and very
demoralizing for an enemy."

"And Vitellan'sidea?"
" Of course."

The chief's hut was unexpectedly neat and orderly, with plank benchesfor visitorsand no litter on the earth floor. Hides
hung on the wall painted with crude Latin declarations of loyalty to the Christian church and to the Kingdom of W essex.
A crucifix wasincluded for the benefit of the majority of hisvisitors, who could not read.

Daegryn greeted them in broken Latin that had obviously been learned by rote, then reverted to a Saxon dialect as he
earnestly renewed his allegiance to Wessex and cur sed the Danes. He showed them around the stockade and they
watched the villager straining. Even though he had seen it all before, Bishop Paeder whistled at the teamwork and
discipline that the churls showed. At last the prince raised what he thought was the sensitive subject of the Frigidarium.
He had expected Daegryn to become suspicious and guarded, but Paeder had already explained that the prince wasin
Vitellan's confidence. The chief led the way, lighting areed torch asthey left the hut.

" 'Tisagreat way to save salt for curin' or wood for smokin', sire," he explained. " Aye, and it'sbeen in our village since
thetime of Christus. 'Tistrue, and when Christus was leadin' his armies against the Pharaoh, so too were my ancestors
packin' icein the very fieldsthat yejust rode through.”

"1 must make surethat the local priest comes here more

often," murmured Bishop Paeder in Latin, and Alfred grinned.

Theentranceto the Frigidarium was beneath a stone slab fireplace, and thiswas lifted aside by a dozen men using two

stout poles. Narrow stone steps led down steeply into pitch blackness, and the chief hurried ahead with his smoky reed
torch. Alfred counted ninety-two steps before they reached a small anteroom. With some effort Daegryn opened a



massive, stone-inlaid wooden door. Cut into the stone lintel was rufus me fecit in neat, square letters.
" Observe, sire, the stonemason was literate," said Paeder asthey entered. " That makesit very old."

"ThisplaceisRoman," said Alfred, holding historch to the stone lining of the chamber while he shivered with the cold.
"Look at the archesand stonework. The village must have been built over this chamber after the Romans left. Even the
namefrigidarium isa L atin term for a cold bath."

The chamber was about fifteen feet long and ten wide, and one could stand up straight near the middle of theroof's
arches. Each stone block was neatly cut, faced, and fitted, but ther e wer e none of the carvings and decor ations common in
the Roman ruinsthat wer e scatter ed throughout Wessex. The place was built with a clean, solid grace, and had clearly
been meant to last a very long time. The air was dank and clammy, and utterly still.

" So this place iswhere Vitellan, ah, lay?" Alfred asked the chief, kicking at the slush from the previousyear'sice.
The man looked anxiously to Bishop Paeder.
"It'sall right, Daegryn, tell the prince what you first told me," Paeder reassured him.

" Until two wintersago thegreat Lord Vitellan slept here, aye. Hewas a great Christian king, and spread the faith so far
and killed so many pagansthat Christus said, 'You aretoo good to go to heaven yet. You will be kept herein thisvillage,
in case the pagans come back." Us churls were commanded to make fresh ice each winter for hisbed and in return could

keep our mutton fresh here, without need of salt orsmokin'.

"Then came the pagan Danes, and they burned our chapel and took the silver chalice. Aye, and they burned most of the

village besides, and killed twenty people—and fifteen sheep, and six pigs, just for sport. They're cruel, godless pagans,
says| tothe other village Elders, or those Elders aswas still alive, that is. It istime that we called on our sleepin’ Master.
We came down here and we called, and blew horns and whistles, but he did not wake. That'swhen | sent for Bishop
Paeder, who is skilled in learnin' and cures. Gentor the | cekeeper was against me. He said only he had theright to say
when the Master should be wakened and he refused to read out the sacred wordsthat was carved on Lord Vitellan's stone
bed. He called down all manner of cursesfrom Heaven, but none came so |'d guess that Heaven thought that | wasright.
Bishop Paeder came—"

"That's enough, Daegryn," said Paeder. He glanced at Alfred, who nodded. " We wish to speak alone. Wait for usat the
entrance." Daegryn smiled broadly, took hisleave and bounded up the stairs.

" So Gentor isonly in charge of makingice for this chamber?" asked Alfred, holding historch to a row of groovesin the
wall.

"Heisthelcekeeper, but the position means more than just making ice. In away he's more power ful than the chief.
They sometimes call him Glacicida, as| recall. It's probably corrupted Latin."

Alfred stared at the far end of the chamber. Although someice from the previousyear had become a dark slush around
the edges, the main masswas still solid and the meat embedded in it was frozen. Parts of the floor had been worn into
deep grooves, wherethe villagers had carried blocks of packed snow and icein for centuries. Other grooveswere
intentional, deliberately cut to carry meltwater into a small reservoir.

"The Romans built well," said Paeder, following Alfred's gaze. " Perhaps thiswas a cold room or cellar to chill their
winein summer."

"Therearenoruinsnearby. If | wasbuilding a cellar room | would have it right beneath my fort."

Paeder shook hishead. " Dig hereabouts and you may well find some Roman foundations. | first heard of this place when
theterrible comet-star flew through the sky

thirty-five years ago. The villager s here built a whole chapel of packed snow and thatch, then petitioned the bishop to
come and offer massto drivethe star away.” " Did he come?"

"Yes, but hetook onelook at the chapel and decided that the slightest breeze would bring it down on him. The youngest
priest in hisentourage was ordered in to say the mass."

Paeder shook his head.

"Yourself?" asked Alfred, raising an eyebrow.



" None other. Twenty summersold, and surethat 1'd not liveto see one more. The chapel did not collapse, though, and
the comet-star went away. | had become a bishop myself by the time they petitioned meto come and revive their...
Master. They may have remembered my supposed miracle with the comet-star.

"When | arrived the chief told methat a mighty Christian king had been sleeping beneath the village for hundr eds of
years. |f we could revive him he would vanquish the Danes. The body was lying down here, packed in ice, amid frozen
joints of mutton and pork. The odd thing wasthat it was soft to touch, while the flesh of the animals was solid.

"1 began to have suspicions. | rubbed my fingers along the skin, then sniffed them. There was a faint scent of strong
drink. Now any herbalist will tell you that a drunkard caught in the snow will have a better chance of surviving than a
sober churl, so could this man have swallowed a massive draught of fortified mead, then had himself placed down here
just hoursbeforel arrived? He could then be revived as some ancient hero, with a senior father of the Church asa
witness. After all, some priests claim to have the bones of saintsin their churchesto increase their own importance.”

Alfred stared at the concave slab where Vitellan had lain. Chiseled into the rock wer e the words ut reviviscam, mane

aqua cauda cor pus meum lavet; post meridiem aliquisin so meum spiret et pectus meum aperta manu percutiat.

toreturn meto life: bathe me in warm water for a morning; breatheinto my mouth and beat my heart with your open
hand for an afternoon,' " Alfred read

slowly. " How was that?" he asked, looking hopefully to Paeder.

"You havethewords, young lord, but your grammar isawful."

" Nevertheless, it isbetter than most in the village could do. It all seemstoo elaborate for these churlsto have arranged.”
"Vitellan is highly skilled asawarrior, and speaks L atin as well as Saxon."

"He speaksit better than Saxon, but we stray from your story. How did you deal with the villagers? Did you reprimand
them?"

" Oh yes, | gavethem hellfireand brimstone, and | told them that the comet-star might come back and eat them for lying
to abishop. Then | felt the body again. If the flesh was still soft it could only be because he had not been down here for
very long. Perhaps hewas till alive. He might be saved.

"1 made them rig up a shallow bath, a trench lined with oxhide, and thiswasfilled with warm water. Y ears ago, when |
traveled to Rome, | saw a drowned fisherman brought back to life by a man who breathed down his mouth while another
punched hisribs. | held Vitellan's head above the water while two of them did this, then ordered hot ironsto be struck
against hislegsto try to shock him into life. All thewhile | prayed aloud. After perhapsan hour hisheart was beating
again, then he began to breathe by himself. By the time the sun was setting his eyes wer e open, and he could move his
arms and speak. He spoke only Latin and said hisname was Vitellan Bavalius. | gave everyone another warning and left,
but when next | returned he was calling himself Vitellan and, and—"

" Rebuilding the Roman Empire. Do you still think it was a hoax?" asked Alfred.

" After what Vitellan has done? The man teaches a whole tradition of fighting that we know nothing of. Where did he
learnit? In theHoly Land, or Byzantium? | hardly know what to believe."

Alfred paced restlessly. A brave and clever man might well take such aterrible chanceto gain the status of a dead hero
brought back to life. A brave and clever man might

also attempt some strange and terrible voyage, across centuriesinstead of oceans.
"1 have asked him if heisthe fabled Artorius who shattered the armies of my ancestors many centuries ago,” said
Alfred, running hisfingers along the neat Roman lettersin the stone shelf. " Each time he has denied it, even though

many churlsinsist that heis Artoriusreturned to life."

"Understandable," said Paeder. " Artoriuswas a Briton, and many Britons still hate us Saxons almost as much asthe
Danes. They would love Artoriusto return and conquer theland for them."

Alfred frowned as he wrestled with two distasteful conclusions.

" Roman rulewas within living memory when Artoriuswas alive, true, but thisman remembers Rome as a mighty
empire at its height.”



Paeder wrung meltwater from the hem of his cloak and shivered.

" Perhaps he has been telling the truth for all these months past. Perhaps he really was born in Callevain Anno Domini
54, when the Emperor Claudiusreigned. He may really be Vitellan Bavalius, of the Imperial Roman Army."

They returned to the surfacejust astheice cart wasbeing driven in from the field. Gentor was walking slowly ahead of
it, carrying the best formed of all the blocksthat had been made that day. The team that had made the block walked on
either side of the cart, garlanded with mistletoe. Gentor placed the block on a stone platform asthe whole village
watched, then five solemn children brought cups of hot, mulled mead for the | cekeeper and his chosen team. Thosein
the other teams wer e sent down to scour out the Frigidarium before thefirst of the new season's blocks wer e stacked in.

" A finecrop thisyear," said Alfred, inspecting the heavily loaded ice cart.

"1t was not always so," replied Gentor, scowling. 'Ther e have been yearswhen no snow hasfallen."
"No snow? Then how did you get theice?"

"We scraped frost from the grass and bushes, and we sent

our folk far to the north to find snow. Many of us have died to preserve the sleep of our Master."
"1'm sure Vitellan is proud of you—"

"Heis! Heis! And hewill come back to uswhen he haswon your battles for you and killed all the Danes. His placeis
with us, living forever in the Frigidarium."

"Very good, Gentor, |'m sure Prince Alfred isimpressed by your tradition of diligence,” Paeder cut in. " Now, my lord, we
have a long way to ride befor e nightfall."

"But, but I..."
Paeder led him quickly from the village and acr ossthe rampartsto wheretheir escort waswaiting.
" Gentor was getting agitated," hewhispered. " He thinks that you want to keep Vitellan awake for years."

"And | do. Theman isa treasurehouse of learning. Once the Danes ar e beaten he will be of even greater use, teaching
usthelost scholarship of the Roman Empire.”

"You do not understand Gentor, my lord. Theman . . . well, gains a measur e of immortality by being one of thelong line
of Icekeeperswho has kept Vitellan alive. You might take that away from him by keeping hisMaster awaketoolongin a
dangerousworld."

Alfred shook his head sadly. Power camein many forms, yet people continued to pursueit with the samefervor. The
Roman was Gentor'stalisman, and he would not let go easily. Neither of them said any more on thelong and intricate
walk past the trapsto their horses.

Alfred and Paeder had planned to spend the night in afortified town to the northeast, then join Vitellan the next day.
Their enigmatic ally was planning a new strategy against the Danes, and he wanted the prince to see his churlsin
action. All that they needed was a nearby raid by the Danes.

The Danes had begun to conduct raids on hor seback five year s befor e, riding swiftly down from their northern
strongholds, raiding small towns, then retreating before the Wessex footsoldiersarrived. Vitellan's plan was simple:
assemble a for ce of armed and mounted churlsthreetimesthe size of a Danish raiding party, then post a network of
scouts acr oss the shire. The churls could not fight from

hor seback, but then neither could the Danes. It was only a matter of catching up with them.

The sun was down and the light was fading fast when a messenger brought word that Danish raiders had struck a hamlet
some distance to the south, and that Vitellan had tracked them to a wood fifteen miles from wher e they were staying. It
had been a bigger forcethan he had expected, but he had decided to pursue them anyway, and to attack at night. Alfred
was alarmed: the odds wer e too heavily in favor of the Danes. He order ed his twenty men to mount up, then they set off
through the twilight.

It took them two hoursto reach the wood, as most of the journey wasin near total darkness. The path through the trees
was fairly wide, however, and there was a faint glow a long way ahead. When they stopped, the sounds of a distant battle



cameto them, and they knew that Vitellan was ahead.

" Brave, stupid gesture,” muttered Alfred. " Forward, at a canter. Let's hope these local horses know this path in the
dark."

It was a blind, headlong ride through the blackness, with only the hint of a glow ahead. Alfred only managed to fight
down his panic at riding blind by placing histrust in the horse. The fast canter was a serene, floating motion—

They slammed into the other group of ridershead on, and it was only by the Danish shoutsthat they knew them to be
the enemy. Alfred wasthrown through the air into another rider, and when he crawled to hisfeet and drew his
broadsword he found that it had snapped near the hilt. He flung it away, drew hisdagger and lunged for a near by shape
in the frantic, struggling mass of men and horses. I n such close fighting a short bladeis a superior weapon, or so Vitellan
had taught.

The fight was near anar chy, often with only the language of the cursesasa guideto friend or Dane. Alfred grappled first,
then stabbed if he felt sheepskin instead of the Wessex -style armor. A huge pair of hands seized his throat and would
not let go no matter how many times he stabbed the Dan€'s side. Then they went down under a crushing weight that
knocked the wind o*t of Alfred, and hisface wasforced into a bloody mush of snow and mud. Only two nightsago |

was having a quiet mug of beer and reading Augustine's Confessions, he thought as the blind melee's din receded.

Gawking churlswith torches were milling around as Alfred came back to his senses, and people wer e dragging the body
of a horse off the body of the Dane that was pinning him down. The Dane's hands wer e still around histhroat, but the
grip was gone.

I'm ascholar, a patron of learning, I've met the Pope himself, he thought asthey prized the dead fingersaway. What am |
doing in the mud under a pile of dead horsesand ... " filthy savages," he whispered.

" Did you hear that?" came Githek'svoice. 'The Princeisalive, easy now." Alfred was helped to hisfeet, and he shivered
violently asthe cold air chilled his soaked clothing through the mail.

"The Danes?" he asked through chattering teeth.
" All dead, my lord prince, but..." Githek'svoicetrailed off.
" But? But what?"

"1t was a mistake. Vitellan's churls annihilated their camp, but were allowing these few to escape. He wanted a few
Danes alive to witness that mere churls had beaten them."

Alfred sank to the ground, clutching at his hair.
"My lord?" asked Githek anxiously. " Isit your head?"
"Yes, my head," replied Alfred, almost laughing at theirony. " But it is not serious."

They carried Alfred into the woods, where a bonfire was being lit, and he fell asleep even asthey wereremoving his
armor. He awoke well after the dawn to find Vitellan waiting for him, already scrubbed and shaved. The prince studied
the enigmatic warrior asthey talked, fascinated by the odd frailty of hisfeatures. He had large, brown eyes, small but
full lips, and a straight nose that was smoothly rounded at the tip. His hair was black and thick, like that of the people
Alfred had met in Rome. A few scratches and a bandage on hiswrist werethe only evidence that he had been in the
fighting too.

He caresfor hisappearance, thought Alfred, he keeps standardsthat no longer exist. Heis so alone, his standards

areall that areleft of hisworld. | am alone, because | am a scholar in aworld of barbarians, but Vitellan is a soldier from
a time when even merefightersknew more than the greatest of Wessex scholars. Alfred'sfrustration and longing for the
greatness of the past almost blotted out the pain of hiswounds.

Gentor had found hisway there during the night, and was cooking his Master's br eakfast not far away. He scowled at
Alfred.

The Danes had raided a small, badly fortified hamlet, then ridden hard for thiswood, some thirty miles away. Vitellan
had posted a network of mounted scouts, and one of these reported theraid to the main group of Wessex churlswhilethe
fireswere still alight in the hamlet. They soon found theriders' trail, then rode fast in pursuit. Once they reached the



wood the churls dismounted and slipped as silently as foxesthrough the frosty undergrowth. The Danes wer e taken by
surprise and slaughter ed.

" Soyou led the fighting, Vitellan," observed Alfred. " Isyour stomach better ?"

"1 alwayslead thefighting," replied Vitellan in slow, heavily accented Saxon. " But yes, the cramps and bleeding have
eased for the past week. Thank you for coming to my aid. That was very brave, riding blind through the woods like that."

"I'm sorry to spoil—"

"Please! Say nothing of it. Anyway, that blind fight in the woods has increased the respect of your men for you."
"1'd rather impressthem with my grasp of Latin."

" That would not impress the Danes, but it can comelater."

After they had eaten they walked through to the remains of the Danish camp. Alfred noted that it was being
systematically stripped of everything of value. Not one Dane was alive, and therewas a great deal of blood on the muddy
snow. Their mutilated bodies were piled in a heap, naked. Many were missing their heads.

Vitellan took him to wher e two kidnapped women who had survived the fighting wer e telling one of Vitellan's captains
all that they could remember of theraiders' tacticsand

methods. One carried the head of her recent ravisher by itslong, blond hair. She was thin and disheveled, and there was
maniain her eyes. Her dresswastorn, and there was still blood on her legs.

"ThisisPrince Alfred of Wessex " said Vitellan, and the bruised, bandaged, and filthy Alfred cringed inwardly asthe
two women goggled for a moment, then dropped to their knees.

" Please, stand up," said Alfred, taking their hands. " | think we have all spent enough timein the mud. Was, ah, that
your own work?" he asked the thin woman, indicating the Dane's head.

" Oh yes, sire, when the attack started hetriesto jump up, but | tripshim," she said breathlessly. " | snatches up alittle
cookin' knife, then pullshis hair back and cuts histhroat like Lord Vitellan shows me. Oh bravesire, | hears about how
yecharged 'em in the dark and was wounded—"

"1t will seem lessimpressive once | have washed," Alfred cut her short in embarrassment. " One day | must visit your
village, when it isrebuilt. Mind that you show that head to your people, that all may know how you fought."

"Oh yes, sire, it will sit on a good high pole, | swear. And ye'U always have a welcome in our poor homeif the Danes
burn your castle or somesuch."

"Have nofalseillusions,” said Vitellan asthey walked on. " The Danes fought back fiercely, and two churlsdied for
every one of them. Still, they were wiped out: their headswill grace pikes, and their skinswill be flayed from their
bodies and nailed to the door s of our churches asa warning.”

"That will cheer our people, but it will surely antagonize the Danesin north Mercia aswell," said Alfred doubtfully.

" Of course, my lord. Better to have your enemy making stupid decisions through blind rage than to have him planning
his .raids against you intelligently."

"My brother'svassals said that your churlscould never beat Danish cavalry. | wish they could seethis."
" These Danes were not cavalry. They used their horseslike their longboats, for the fast transport of footsoldiers.”

Alfred felt annoyed with himself. This man always went straight to the enemy's weakness and hit him there. If hewasa
Roman, then this was another legacy of their vast empire. Their armies had fought countless battlesin dozens of
countriesfor centuries, and the lessons lear ned had been preserved and taught. One could do that when the commanders
knew how to writereports. How could Rome ever have fallen, with soldierslike Vitellan?

And yet Vitellan had been born three and a half centuries before Rome had yielded to Alaric. Something had changed.
Alfred began to think about theice chamber that he had seen the day before. It wasa marvel aswell, yet so simple... as
simple as pursuing mounted Danes with mounted churls. There were costs, however, such asthe oil that had to be drunk
before he could sleep for centuriesin the Frigidarium. It was a corrosive poison, and had injured histhroat and stomach
severely, perhaps beyond healing. It was strange that the oil that kept him alive for so long should also shorten hislife.



Even as Alfred pondered the paradox Vitellan stopped abruptly and clutched his stomach, gasping.
"Just atwinge," hesaid as Alfred steadied him. " Thefirst for sometime."

"Shall I call for help?"

"No! No, the men would think that | was wounded, and we cannot have that."

Gentor had noticed, however, and was already hurrying over. Hedrew a small clay jar from his pouch and unstop-pered
it.

"The pain isback, Master, yes? Drink this, quickly, you know how it always soothes you."
" Thank you Gentor. What would | do without you?"

" Such acruel, rough world, Master, full of harsh food to hurt your poor stomach. In the Frigidarium you would be safe,
Gentor could look after you so well."

Vitellan swallowed the contents of the small jar, which he could neither smell nor taste. Alfred caught the suggestion of
something strong and sweet on the air.

" A few months more, Gentor, that isall | need. Once the Danes have been driven away | shall return totheice, and |
shall be much less of aworry to you there."

" But surely you would not do that!" exclaimed Alfred, alarmed. " Y ou have so much to teach us."

"But | am dying, my stomach isruined by the freezing oil. If | am to die soon, | would like to take generationsto doit."
He laughed softly. " Death may be close behind me, but he will freeze hisfingersif hetriesto take me with too much
haste."

"That'sjust foolishness."

"Horacewrotethat it's good to befoolish at theright time."

"But what hasthe futureto offer, Vitellan? Thelast time you wer e frozen the Roman Empire passed away. What might
happen in another seven centuries? Judgment Day may come in the year of the Millennium."

"You could not understand, it islike becoming a type of god. The star Sirinsisblue now, but it used to bered. Red dogs
wer e sacrificed to it in the temples. The sun seemsto be colder, too. | remember the summers being quite hot, and the
wintersmild. There aregreat cyclesin the sky that mortal men cannot see—but | can. Once, in thetime of Lucretius,
my countrymen thought that mortalslike us, rather than gods, livein the sky. If they are very big and very slow, men
could not perceivethem in alifetime, yet | could. Empires, religions, | outlive them all in my chamber. The prospect of
sleeping there does have an allure, just like that of being king."

He pointed to Gentor, who smiled and bowed, and showed no sign of moving away.

"Hereisthefaithful captain of my ship through time. Thetradition of maintaining the Frigidarium has outlasted even
Rome'srule here, and | have morethan enough oil Ieft to be put to sleep again. Thejar lay beside mein theice."

"Horace, Lucretius... you speak of their writings so easily, yet most of their worksarelost to usand all thegold in the
world could not buy them back," said Alfred bitterly. " Much of the wisdom of Romeis goneforever, apart from what isin
your head. Could you stay just oneyear more? If your stomach does not wor sen you could teach us so much.”

" Scholar ship isa luxury in such an age as this."

" So teach us mor e about fighting aswell. A land safe for

scholarswill be safe for your village too, and then churlswho tend your ice chamber."

Vitellan put his hands on his hipsand looked around at the car nage from the night before, then closed his eyesfor a
moment.

"1 often wish that | could close my eyes and awake in my old villa. Oh, we had war s back then, but at least there were
centers of civilization to retireto. All this countryside was peaceful farmland, with towns, stadia, baths, temples, and fine
villas. The weather waswarmer then, and the harvests wer e always good. | would spend the morningsreading, then there



would belong afternoons and evenings talking with my friends about all manner of things: Virgil'sworks, chariot races,
the price of corn, old battles we had fought, the Emperor's new mistress. . . People like us need some civilized and safe
place as a touchstone.”

"Then help me build one."

Vitellan turned to look at the battered, filthy Wessex prince. In thisraw and savage age he wasfighting for literacy as
well as hishomeland. He was araretype of leader in such times.

" All right, then, | shall stay for one year more, or until | begin to sicken. Poor Gentor, you will just have to be patient.”

Gentor scowled, but dared not contradict his Master directly. The inspection continued, and Vitellan showed the prince
how his churlshad skirted the sentrieswith his own berserkers. He had chosen only men who had lost wives and
children in earlier raidsfor the first wave. The Danish and Nor se berserker warriorshad terrified them for decades, yet
here were local churlswho also fought in such a frenzy that they felt no pain and seemed to have the strength of two.
Alfred was shown one man who was still hysterical and weeping, with hisfacein his hands. He killed nine Danes before
his axe broke, and then dispatched two more with the shaft.

"Then he attacked hisfellow churlsfor not leaving more Danes for him to kill," Vitellan explained.
"You—you trained him to do that? Can you train my men too?"
" Berserkersare easy enough to train, but they have limited uses. | have seen a pike-wall of women stop a group of

Danish berserkers by fighting intelligently and staying together. | had trained them too, of course." " The women killed
them?"

"They held them back until the archers came and shot the Danes down, but that is not the lesson. The women fought as
ateam and held together, and a dozen ber serkers had to explain some very embarrassing deathsto Wotan, or whoever
their underworld'sgod is supposed to be."

"Their gods are said to take badly to that sort of death," said Alfred, laughing out aloud.

Later that day Vitellan had another attack of crampsin his stomach, and thistime he vomited blood. Gentor begged him
to move back near hisvillage, so that he could be frozen quickly if his condition wor sened. Alfred compromised: they
would stay in a small fortified town nine miles from the village, and would discuss Roman methods of war fare until
Vitellan either recovered or was carried off to the ice chamber.

Vitellan had never made a secret of hisoriginsto Alfred or Paeder, although he avoided the subject with everyone else
outside hisown village. His father had been an officer in the Roman army, and the youth had followed the same career.
He had fought in several areas of northern Europe, and was finally posted to the north of Britain where the Caledonians
were making sporadic raids. Hisuncle owned a large estate in the south, and it was while he was on leave and visiting
him that he had met Flavia.

She wasthe daughter of a minor official, and was captivated by the strong, handsome young soldier who already had a
reputation for bravery and wasrising fast through the ranks. When hereturned to the northern fortsthey had exchanged
passionate lettersfor two years. Vitellan's uncle had also been impressed by bis brave yet studious nephew, and when the
childless fanner had died in a boating accident, the young soldier was found to be named as his sole heir. He returned
south to the estate, only to find that Flavia had married a local farmer a year before. Her lettershad all been lies.

Thefarmer, Drusus, had the advantage of being a neigh-

bor of Flavia, and had played up to her vanity while disturbing her with stories of how hard lifewasfor the wife of an
officer. If sheand Vitellan went to an African garrison the heat would make her skin dry and wrinkled. If they wer e sent
north, the cold would make her facered and frostbitten. Drusus knew that Flavia's wor st nightmar e was the prospect of
losing her beauty. Although the farmer soon won her over, she continued to write her romantic lettersto Vitellan
because the young soldier was exciting and dashing by comparison. Shereassured herself that some hairy Caledonian
would probably kill him and resolve her dilemma. Instead hereturned alive, and rich . . . and there could be no
accounting for her behavior toward him.

Vitellan bought arelease from the army and retired to his estate. At first he could do little more than brood about his
lost love. He alternately thought about murdering her or seducing her back from the fat, prosper ous yokel who was her
husband. It all cameto nothing. They were on their guard against him, and their slaves and servants weretoo loyal to be
bribed into letting him near the villa. He sear ched for distraction in study and in the running of his own estate, but the



bitterness remained, eating away inside him.

A Greek physician named Milos began to treat him for melancholy, and they became friends after some months. The
Greek said that he had once worked on an estate high in the Alps, to the north of Verona. The owner had been
experimenting with ways of preserving livestock through winter. They were fed an oil made from an extract of insects
that could livein the snow. This allowed them to be frozen alive over winter—without the need of costly fodder. Milos
had stolen ajar of the oil when he moved on, or so he had said.

His own experiments wer e disappointing. The oil was a type of poison, and if the animal survived the treatment and
subsequent freezing, its flesh wastoo toxic to eat after it had been revived. The Greek had continued to tinker with the
technique, however, and he showed Vitellan arabbit that had been revived after five yearsin a deep cellar on blocks of
ice. Therabbit had also survived the effects of the poison because it had been administered in small doses over several
weeks.

Milos had wanted to try the ultimate experiment with the oil by freezing a treated human, but his ethics as a physician
prevented him from merely buying a slave and for ce-feeding the oil to him. Under standably, free Roman citizens
expressed no interest in volunteering for such an experiment, and Miloswas too fond of lifeto drink the oil and have
someone else freeze him. Vitellan listened to his speculations with interest and sympathy, however. He had been
shipwrecked when he was seventeen, and had spent five daysin the water before being washed ashore. He had an odd
fancy that the cold had suspended hislife while he was adrift, preserving him rather than killing him. Milos and what he
called his Oil of Frosts seemed to be another version of the samething asfar as Vitellan was concerned. A scheme began
to form in hismind: he wanted Flavia dead to smother his own passion for her, yet he did not want to kill her. Why not
suspend hisbody alive, in ice, until she was dead?

Milos was delighted at the prospect. He conducted an experiment with Vitellan, treating him with the ail, then freezing
him for five days. Vitellan had insisted that it be for five days, the same period as he had spent adrift on the sea. Milos
revived him successfully, and shortly after that Vitellan had bought what remained of the Oil of Frostsand all the
Greek's notes. He now set about ridding himself of Flavia by killing her relativeto him. He had the Frigidarium built
several days journey to thenorth, and hired local villagersto maintain it Finally he pretended to moveto Gaul and
marry. When word was brought of Flavia's death, he would be revived to come back as his own son. Hisfaithless lover
would have lived out her full life and be gone, and there would be nothing left to fuel his obsession with her. Milos was
hired asthefirst | cekeeper, and Vitellan was launched into the one-way river of time.

Something had gone wrong, however. When he was next revived many centuries had passed. Perhaps his steward's
successor had betrayed him, and had continued to pay Milos and the villager sto keep the ice chamber functioning long
after Flavia died. After atimethe paymentswould have stopped, but the annual gathering of ice had become

an important ceremony by then. It had taken araid by the Danesto break that tradition.

Alfred, Paeder, and Gentor knew the full story, the villager s suspected that he was Artoriusreturned to life, whilethe
rest of Wessex wastold that he was a great Christian general from Byzantium.

Vitellan's latest victory was the cause of much local celebration. For thefirst time a party of raiders had been wiped out
entirely, with not a single survivor. A frame and thatch hall was decor ated with holly and mistletoe, and the weapons,
armor, and heads of the Danes wer e hung on the walls while feaster s from all the near by towns honored the brave and
brilliant commander.

Alfred spokein praise of Vitellan, and of the need to support the king against the Danes, then Paeder blessed the food
and drink and the feast began. Asusual the Roman confined himself to broth and melted snow while the bishop looked
on in distaste over hiswhole roast goose. Gentor stood behind them, tasting his master'sfood and guarding his back.

"Water and mush," snorted Paeder as he sliced aleg from his goose. " How can you stand it when such a spread iswithin
your reach?"

"My senses of taste and smell have been burned away by the freezing oil. What | cannot taste | cannot miss. Besides,
solid food would make my stomach bleed.”

Paeder toretheflesh from a drumstick in two bites, then flung the bone to a near by dog.

"You could be akingin your own right," said Paeder casually to Vitellan. " Why do you help us so much and ask nothing
inreturn?"

"1 get order in return, Bishop, and | secure a scholar and builder on the thr one of Wessex."



" And when the Danes ar e gone, what then?"

" Perhaps| shall sleep frozen for a while. That would make me easier to guard, eh Gentor ?" he said over hisshoulder in
accented Saxon.

" Aye master," said the |cekeeper impassively.

" So isthat why you want peace, Vitellan?" asked Paeder. " So that your village can gather ice undisturbed? So that
you can live forever without really being alive? What about your friends here?"

Vitellan stared at Paeder for a moment, then sipped water from his drinking horn.

"1 make friends easily enough.”

"You have friends here, now! You can teach us so much, we want to keep you, to honor you." " | want civilization." " But
we havethat."

"You gnaw meat straight off the bone, and not one in a thousand can writeor read.”

"Well, |—we wash our hands after meals, not wipe them on our clothing like the pagan Danes."

"True, true, and you are good friends. Sometimes | am tempted." Gentor came forward to refill hiswater jug, but was
jostled as the bishop flung another boneto the dogs. Thejug rolled from the table and smashed on the floor. A churl

came running with another jug and Gentor filled it from hisjar, glaring at the bishop as he poured.

"You never met so much asa single Apostle?" the bishop asked hopefully, returning to a private obsession of his. " Did
you never meet any who are mentioned in the Gospels?"

"Most weredead by thetimel wasborn," Vitellan explained patiently. " | did once serve briefly in Egypt, but after that |
served and lived in the western part of the Empire.”

"1 know, | know, |'ve asked thisall before," hesighed.

"What isit you want to know, Bishop Paeder? The chronicles of Christus followers seem fairly complete."

"1t would be good to have, oh, just somelittle detail about Him. The color of His eyes—"

" They were brown."

"What?"

"You never told me what you really wanted to know, Bishop. My father met Christuswhile garrisoned in Jerusalem.”
The bishop's eyes bulged. Although hisjaw worked up and down, no words came, so Vitellan continued.

" Father was keeping the peace during a sermon. He was

in command of ten soldiersthen, but later he got a commission to—"

"Never mind that!" said the bishop in a strangled whisper. " What did Christus say to him?"

"Why, nothing. Father spoke no Aramaic. He said that Christus seemed a kind and reasonable man, though."

"Your father saw the Son of God and noticed nothing morethan, than ... the fact that he waskind and reasonable?" the
bishop bellowed in amazement as herose to hisfeet. Most of the hall fell silent and turned to watch, though they could

not follow hisLatin.'

"Well, that's all he said, but he did become a Christian himself in later years. It was a dangerous act in those times. He
had me christened during the reign of Emperor Nero, you know."

Paeder sat down heavily. " Christus had brown eyes, and seemed kind and reasonable. . ." Hesighed and shook hishead,
then began to laugh quietly. There were tearson his cheeks when hefinally raised hishead again. " In a way, that's what
| wanted to know," he whispered, staring out acrossthe hall. " | need a kind and reasonable God. We all do."



"Much better than that undisciplined Roman pantheon,” agreed Vitellan. " That'swhy |—"

Paeder snapped out of hisreverie. " No wait, | must be clearheaded and remember all this. Please, may | ?" Paeder seized
Vitellan'swater jug and drank deeply. " No morethan a glance at Christus and your father was converted! Ah yes, | must
chroniclethis, every word, every detail that you can recall. The devil, there's something sharp in thiswater!"

"What? It should be melted snow!" said Vitellan, at once alarmed.

"1"'m burning, it'sburning me up!" gasped Paeder, clutching histhroat as hefell forward across the table.

Peoplerushed from all sidesto help the bishop, and Alfred's own physician bent him across a bench and forced a finger
down histhroat to make him throw up some of the poison. Guardsran to seize the serving churls. It was sometime
before Alfred realized that the poison had been meant for Vitellan. As Paeder was carried out Alfred found the

Roman by the hearth, hisarmsfolded behind his back and his head bowed in thought.

" That was meant for you," Alfred began.

"1 know. Someone must have placed the poison in the jug before Gentor poured thewater from hisjar. He drank from
hisjar to proveit to mejust now. Heisstill alive."

"The Danes must have—"

"Not the Danes." Vitellan reached into his sleeve and took out a square of folded parchment. It was stained and grimy,
asif it had been trodden under foot.

" 'Twas| who found it, after the bishop was carried off," said Gentor, looking straight into Alfred's eyes and folding his
arms. " It wereright under the Master's bench.”

"There aretwo wordson this scrap of parchment," Alfred observed.

Vitellan sighed as hereturned the note to his sleeve. " After seven centuries, they are still after me. Thisistheir way of
claiming the honor of killing me."

He was shivering in spite of the blazing fire. Vitellan had always looked anemic, but now there was a change in his
bearing aswell. He seemed crushed, beaten.

"1s, ah, there another Frigidarium, Vitellan? | s some enemy pursuing you acr oss the year s?"

"1 am being pursued,” said Vitellan, " but.. ." He paused, unableto find the words that he needed. Per haps he cannot find
wordsthat | can understand, Alfred wondered. They were both being hunted.

"Her hateis pursuing me, although sheislong dead.” He shook his head suddenly, asif to clear it. " You must spread
theword that | have sailed for Rome on a pilgrimage. They cannot know about how | live so long as yet, they will think
that | live as other men but just never grow old. A few centuriesmore, that'sall | need. When I'm revived | shall moveto
Gaul, grow a beard, change my name completely, become a priest. They are looking for awarrior, after all.”
Hiseyeswere dull, and hiswordswere slurred and careless. Alfred seized his shoulders and shook him.

" The assassins wer e Danes, Vitellan, or churlsin their pay.”

"No. If thetradition of maintaining the Frigidarium could be maintained for centuries, then their hate could as well."

" But who are they, then?"

He seemed to relax, slumping against a heavy beam near the hearth. It was asif the fear had gone out of him once he had
accepted thethreat from hisdistant past.

" Lucia'sdescendants, and mine. Those of our child."

Gentor fetched a stool and guided him to it. Vitellan cowered beside thefire, asif anticipating the yearsto comein the
Frigidarium.

" Fear not, Master," crooned Gentor. " None but the Prince and his bishop know about the ice chamber outside the
village."



"Lucia's people may find methere, too." " Then we'll fight them off, Master. Ye can lie safe there until the end of time."

In the days that followed Gentor slipped away to the village to preparefor thereturn of their Master. He sent back a
small jar of golden-colored oil from the storein the Frigidarium, and Vitellan began to drink small measures of it. In
small dosesit was not lethal, while the beneficial part seemed to accumulatein hisbody. It burned and convulsed his
stomach, and theloss of blood from internal bleeding soon had him too weak to stand.

It was during these long winter evenings, as helay in hisfireside bed, that hetold Alfred the part of his past that only
Gentor had known about untilnow. He had actually broken hisjourney through time twice before that final vast leap.
His steward had been instructed to revive him after twenty-five years, not after Flavia's death. Flavia was by then
middle-aged, with seven children. Vitellan returned as his own son and resumed the running of his estate. He also
courted Lucia, Flavia's eldest daughter.

" Oh, shewas reluctant enough to enter my bed," hetold Alfred while a distant chant for Bishop Paeder'srecovery mixed
with the crackling of thefire. " Her mother had told her that anticipation keeps a man ardent, but when | reminded her
that Flavia had made my supposed father anticipate, then given him nothing . . . well, it must have been inherited guilt,
for shelet me have my way with no more ado.

"Flavia had not aged gracefully, | must emphasize. The paint wasthick on her wrinkles, and she dyed her hair every day.
Her husband Drusus had prospered and sheloved to stage great revelsfor the local landowners and generally play the
temptress, but her figure had sagged with twenty-five years and seven children. At any rate, | wasinvited to one of these
feasts, now that her daughter was sleeping with me. After all those years| finally came face to face with Flavia again.
She even drew me aside from the other gueststo ask if | meant to marry her daughter.”

"1 see," said Alfred in a hollow, flat voice. " So you killed her while posing as your own son."
Vitellan began to laugh, but was stopped by a coughing fit. Alfred gave him water to drink after tasting it himself.
" Civilized men have more refined perversions, my young barbarian prince,” hesaid.

Alfred bristled for amoment. " We may live in the shadow of Rome's memory, but we do have civilization. Would you
prefer a Dane asa patron?”

Vitellan shrugged. " No, | merely stress how different we were long ago. Revenge often had the status of a high art, and |
practiced it well. All that | did wastell Flaviathat | really was Vitellan Bavalius, the lover that she had jilted asa girl. It
was hard, but | was ableto convince her. Apart from my appearance, | knew far too much about her and the things that
had passed between us.

"Only now did | have my revenge. | told her that | had found a potion that granted eternal youth—which wastruein a
way. |'d meant to shareit with her, but Drusus had seduced her away with histalk of comfortable, secure prosperity so |
had kept it for myself. Now she begged meto giveit to her, torestore her face and figure. She promised to forsake
Drusus and go with me. It was her weakness, she would give the world to be young again. Nothing mattered to her so
much asthat. | dangled the promise before her then snatched it back, explaining that | could only halt aging, not reverse
it, and the prospect of living forever with someone who looked old enough to be my mother did not appeal. Luciawasa
different matter, though."

"You domean injustice," said Alfred. " | find that more
cruel than a knifethrough the heart, for all the barbarian that | may be."

"The details of what happened later that night . . . they would even unsettle a Dane. | departed early, and Lucialeft a
slavein her bed and slipped away to my estate. While we fornicated our way through the night, Flavia stole through her
villa and silently slew her husband and family. Then she had a slave draw her a warm bath and slashed her wrists. Her
mind had probably snapped when | told her that jilting me for Drusus had robbed her of eternal youth, but she did her
work so quietly that the sun was up and Lucia was on her way home before the slavesrealized what had happened.

"1 wish that | could have kept silent as| lay therewith Lucia, but | had told her everything. | just had to share my
triumph, secretsbeg to be shared. All that | concealed was the method of keeping myself young, so she never knew about
the Frigidarium."

Alfred emptied his cup, then poured more mead from thejar. He drank the second measur e straight down.

"Thetongue grows loose when thereis company in bed, Vitellan. Spies and agents would have a very poor businessif it
werenot for that."



"1 know that now. While we lay tangled together she thought it a great joke on her mother, and was starry-eyed at the
prospect of living eternally with me. After shereturned hometo find her entire family and favorite slave dead, all that
changed. Shetried to denounce me, but the authorities knew that she was obviously deranged with grief so her wild story
was given no credit.

"1 was badly frightened, and tormented by guilt. | had wanted revenge, but not that sort of horror. | kept to myself, and a
few monthswent by. | learned that L ucia was pregnant ... then my taster died of a strong, subtle poison.

" At oncel hired extra guardsfor my villa, and | began to sleep armed. L ucia was ahead of me, and had planted assassins
among my newly hired guards. Therewas a frantic, desperate fight in my room one night in which | killed the two
assassins and oneinnocent guard. They had forgotten that | was atrained and experienced soldier, but next timeit

would be different. | told everyonethat | was moving to Gaul again, then | prepared toreturn to the Frigidarium." " And
something went wrong?"

"No, it went as planned. After fifty yearsmore my steward's son revived me, and | returned as my great-grandson this
time. For fiveyearsit wasidyllic; | have told you about living here at the height of the Roman Empire already. Heaven
on earth, yet the old guilt still lingered. My father had had me christened nearly a century before, and | began to pray, do
good works, trying to atone for my sins. The .priests preached forgiveness for even the worst crimes, after all. The
nightmare passed. L ucia had disappear ed years before, taking our baby son with her, and few remembered what Flavia
had done.

"Luciawasalive, though, and in her seventies. She had been traveling the Roman Empire, seeking the immortal man
who had driven her mother to murder and suicide. Every so often she would return to the old estatesin Britain, just to
check if | had paid a visit as one of my descendants. Sufficeto say that | killed an assassin in the year Anno Domini 161
... who turned out to be one of my own grandsons. Again | returned to the Frigidarium, planning to sleep until Lucia was
dead, then return as somebody else. | would move to Hispania, buy an estate by the Tagus.

"Thevillage eldersweretold how to revive me, the | ce-keeper was reappointed, gold was hidden, and it was arranged that
each year a messenger would come from my villa. Aslong as hetold them that Lucia was alive | would be kept frozen.
Somehow the scheme went wrong thistime. | was not revived for seven centuries." With hisstory at an end Vitellan sat
staring at the glowing coalsin the hearth. " After seven hundred yearsthe coals still look the same," he said, shaking his
head.

Alfred drained his cup again. " If enough time passes anything can happen,” hesaid. " Lucia may have learned the truth
about you, but not where you were lying frozen. She and her children may have bribed your servantsto send the message
that shewas alive for so long that, well, the villager s forgot who you were, or how to wake you."

" Perhaps. At first | thought that | had outlived her hate. |

told Gentor the story soon after Paeder revived me, but he said that the message business was unknown to the villagers.
Asfar asthey were concerned | wasa great warrior, only to bewoken in times of dire peril. Thirty generations, Alfred. A
living tradition of revenge.”

"Now you will flee again in your time chamber." Alfred's words were a statement, flat and neutral.

"Theidea sickensme. | have been alive eight hundred and sixteen years, yet have walked and breathed for only
thirty-one. What else can | do, though?"

"My physician saysthat you cannot drink more of that oil without killing your self."

For a moment heturned hishead so that the light outlined hisface like that of a skull. The effect startled Alfred, who
gasped and drew back. Vitellan turned again, and the light restored hislife to him.

"1 am aliving ghost, and | shall be dying as| am frozen. Theidea appeals ... the dying man who lives for centuries, the
living dead."

Alfred flung his cup against the wall as he stood up. It bounced, clattered, and lay dented beside the fire as he began to
pacethefloor.

" | expect to hear this sort of talk from senile old men on their deathbeds, but not from you. You're young and strong; if
you wer e to stop drinking that caustic oil you would be as healthy as me."

"1 have caused great evil. Only my life can be payment in full.”



"You played a cruel jokethat led to the death of no more than a dozen people. One Dane could do worse in arampage
through a defeated village. Every time we beat the Danes back we save our people from just such a fate, and you are our
greatest weapon against them. You cower like some ragged churl caught stealing wine, yet all of Wessex hailsyou asthe
her o who saved them from theinvaders.”

Alfred paced back and forth beforethefire as he was speaking, his hands behind his back and his head down. He stopped
for amoment, raised hisfoot above the dented cup ... then reached down and snatched it up.

" A civilized man repairsand builds, no matter what his

temper would have him do," he muttered as he bent therim back with hisfingers. " Look at me, Vitellan. | am the most
civilized man in any position of power in thisentireland. | need your help." He sat on the edge of Vitellan's bed. " Just
think, on the night that Lucia and you wer e bedded together Flavia might just as easily have drunken herself into a
stupor and been carried away to sleep it off by her slaves. She would probably have been a fear some and bitter
mother-in-law, but there would have been no terrible evil weighing you down. Y ou would have died surrounded by your
children and grandchildren sometimein the second century, and would probably never have used the Frigidarium
again."

Vitellan closed hiseyes. " | went to sleep as a prosperous Roman farmer, and | woke with Rome shattered and
overgrown."

" But Byzantium—"

"From what Paeder hastold me, Byzantium isjust a circus by comparison. | have been just a centurion in the Roman
army, but now | am a great commander—yet who am | commanding? If | had seen you and your rabble coming over the
hill seven of my yearsago I'd have ordered my legionariesto chargejust assoon as| could have drawn breath. Now |
design your defenses, show your blacksmiths how to make better armor and weapons, train your warriors, play with your
children . .. I've alwaysliked children, yet my own child spawned a dynasty that's dedicated to killing me."

Alfred held hiscup up in thefirelight, then bent therim alittle more. " If | had done some accidental evil, | would spend
my life doing good worksto atone for it. What is better, my friend: to hide within alump of ice, or to help me build a
secure and prosperous kingdom? Think upon it."

Alfred was studying reports of the latest Danish movements when Gentor arrived to beg an audience with him. The

| ce-keeper wastoo fearful of eavesdroppersto speak indoors, so heled him outside, to the middle of a large courtyard.
The snow drifted down around them asthey stood talking and a chill wind tugged at their clothing. Alfred was attentive
and

patient as Gentor took a scrap of parchment from his pouch and showed it to the prince.

"Thevillage chief, Daegryn, found it,” hesaid urgently. " It wason the very stone that leadsto the Frigidarium."

" Pretty calligraphy,” observed Alfred. " The sort that comes from Meath, | believe."

"But look at what it says—sire!"

"Lucia, ah, vivit."

"Luciavivit, sire. It says L ucialives."

"The—isthat the message, the coded message? Wasthat on the note found after Bishop Alfred was poisoned?"

"Yes, yes, those assassins, the Master's own descendants, they're still here, trying to kill him."

" But we knew that from the note at the feast. We know that it's hopelessto escape them. All that Vitellan can doisflee
into time again."

" Sire, they know wherethe Frigidarium isnow!" shouted Gentor, and several distant men-at-armsturned to stare at
them through the drifting flakes.

Alfred looked at the parchment again, tracing the wordswith hisfinger. Gentor stood wringing his hands, his face
contorted with anguish.

"Lucialives” muttered Alfred. " Lucia's hate lives, aye, that's certain. A dlight is paid back with a cruel joke, then many
murdersresult. Should it not end here, after seven hundred years? What would you have us do, Gentor the | cekeeper ?"



" Post guards at thevillage, build a fort over it."

" And what good would that do? Vitellan has been in the care of your village ten times longer than | am likely to live.
The generations who pursue him need just bide their time and breed until the guards are needed elsewhere, or thefort
isabandoned. Then the assassins would enter the Frigidarium and plunge knives through his chilled heart, cut off his
head and put it on a piketo warm and rot in the summer sun—"

"No! No more, sire, | beg you," shrieked Gentor, falling to hiskneesin the snow with his hands over hisears. " We must
build another ice chamber, onethat iswell hidden."

"Your villagers can do that."
"They can't cut stone and build proper walls and arches, but your army has masons and car penter swho could do it."

Seize what ismost preciousto someone, and you can lead them wherever you like. It took all of Alfred’'swillpower to
hold the smile down. He hoped that the strain gave him a grim expression.

"1 don't even have the men to defend this part of my brother'skingdom. Thisdid not worry you when Bishop Paeder was
poisoned, and you first realized that the assassins were still in pursuit.”

"But wedidn't realize that the Master had nowhere safe to hide."

"Well, you shall damn well haveto learn to cut stone and build another chamber. In the meantime, Vitellan will stay in
my care, and in the service of King Ethelred of Wessex."

"No! Heisours," shrieked Gentor, jumpingto hisfeet in a flurry of snow. " Only we can protect him."

Shouting at high authority was over stepping the mark in itself, and it wastimeto remind Gentor of it. Alfred unfolded
hisarms, let a hand fall to the pommel of his sword, then began to advance. Gentor tried to rally his defiance, but failed.
Hetook a step back, caught hisfoot on something hidden in the snow and fell sprawling. Alfred glared down at his
vanquished foe. To the onlookersit seemed asif the Prince had pushed him over by magic.

"You could not protect the Frigidarium from those who have been pursuing Vitellan through time, Gentor. Go now,
build a more secret chamber, then Vitellan will return to you. Whilel guard him he will show us how to fight asthe
Romans did. We shall impose the Pax Romana on the Danes, and the land will be even mor e safe for your Master's

sleep.”
" Lucia's descendants nearly poisoned him while hewasin your care," whined Gentor.

"While you stood behind his back. | understand you, Gentor," he said as he nodded and allowed himself a grim smile.
"Without him you arejust a churl, but while Vitellan isin that chamber you are the keeper of an immortal, you become
part of somethingimmortal yourself. | need Vitellan too! | would not exchange him for five thousand men-at-

arms. Now go away and dig your chamber, and do a better job of hiding it thistime."
Wessex, the British Isles: 7 April 870, Anno Domini

Asthewinter eased and gave way to spring both Vitellan and Paeder recovered their strength, and both returned to the
fighting. The Danish host was trying to advance into the heart of Wessex, but the defenders had fought them to a
standstill. It was the Danes' first serious setback in Britain, and there were moreto come. Alfred and Paeder sat
watching their men prepare an ambush while their horses grazed beside the road. Tall poplarswere being cut almost
through, and were already braced with ropes.

" Sometimes| feel like hunting down that Gentor and making him drink some of that poison himself," grumbled
Paeder, rubbing his stomach. " Eight months of watered beer and beef soup, and even now the physician cannot say if |
shall ever eat solid food again."

" He only poisoned you by accident,” replied Alfred. " Even with Vitellan, he fed him only enough of some type of poison
to unsettle his stomach and make him think that he was sick."

"He should be punished," muttered Paeder, continuing to rub at his stomach. " If you caught one of your servants doing
that to you, why he'd be worm food within the hour."

Alfred felt curiously relaxed, even though a battle was only minutes away. Now that the unseen enemy had been
defeated, it was almost a welcome relief to be fighting mere Danish warriors.



" Gentor was fighting for the most important thing in hislife, like a priest defending his church from the Danes.
Besides, heisthe | cekeeper, the hereditary captain of Vitellan's ship of ice, and our Roman friend may want to use it
again. Whatever else you could say about Gentor, heis probably the best, most dedicated | cekeeper that the village has
ever had."

Paeder breathed deeply, asif fighting down a cry of exasperation.
" But why would Vitellan want to be frozen again? His

stomach is better, now that hisloyal servant has stopped poisoning him, and we have been able to keep him safe from
those assassins. He may well liveto be an old man."

Alfred frowned slightly, anticipating that hisfriend and tutor would one day want to leave. He had faced up to theidea
and accepted it already, but he was no happier about it.

" Perhaps as an old man, with hisfriends dead and not many years ahead of him, he may decide to travel a thousand
yearsinto the futuretodie. | wonder if my family will still rule Wessex in Anno Domini 1870? Per haps we could leave a
tradition to welcome the Master when he awakes."

"How did you come to suspect Gentor, anyway?" Paeder asked. " To me he seemed like a model of fawning devotion
wher e Vitellan was concer ned.”

"Vitellan's breath. It smelled of strong drink when | wastalking to him after you were carried out, yet he had supposedly
been drinking water. Gentor probably had alittlejar of hispoison in his sleeve, to add to his Master's soup and water.
Vitellan could taste nothing, but | could smell it. Besides, Gentor was too calm when the note was discovered. Such a
terrible threat to hisMaster should have made him hysterical for Vitellan's safety. | decided on a little test, and had a
scribe draw up the secret message. Daegryn delivered it for me—the chief would do almost anything to annoy Gentor."

" A man after my own heart,” muttered Paeder. " How did you know that Gentor wrotethefirst note?"

"1 did not. | took a guess about that. They tell methat Gentor islooking for a hidden caveto seal off and turn into a new
iceroom."

" That will keep him away from us, and good riddance.”

The ambush was on a road bordered on one side by ariver and on the other by dense woodland. The Danes had taken to
raiding in small mounted partiesthat would meet up to form a much larger group'for thetrip home, a group so large that
no Wessex for ce would dare attack. Vitellan proposed to divide the Danish for ce by felling a dozen poplars acrossthe
road asthey passed. The Daneswould fall back toward theriver asthe Wessex churls and soldiers poured. out of the
woods, but the Roman had chosen a part of the

bank that was all deep mud and marsh. His own men were armed with long spearsto pick off theraiders asthey
wallowed about, trying to regroup.

In the distance a scout with a mirror flashed a brief signal to them, just asthe Romans had once done. The Danes were
three miles away, with their own scoutsriding a short distance ahead. Vitellan rode along the site of the ambush,
making surethat no glinting weapons or colored cloth would betray the four hundred men and thirty women who were
hidden among the bushes. At last herode to where Alfred and the bishop were waiting.

"Areall theropesbracing the trees hidden too?" Alfred asked, more to prove hisdiligence than anything else.

" They have been smeared with silt from theriver, my lord," Vitellan replied. " They blend with the shadows so well that
I myself am not surewhich treesareready todrop.”

" Splendid, splendid," said Paeder, unstrapping the axe from his back and heftingit. " I'm looking forward to my bow! of
soup at thevictory feast already.”

They laughed, and Alfred took a small, ornate dagger from his belt. He looked at the blade for a moment, reading the
lettersengraved on it.

"When | wasten yearsold my father, Aetherwulf, made me custodian of thislittle family treasure," he said, handing it
to Vitellan. "He told me thelegend that goes with it, and made me swear to hand it on to another member of the family
if I could not do my duty with it during my lifetime."

Vitellan blinked, then looked intently at Alfred after glancing at thelittle weapon. Paeder looked from oneto the other,



scratching hisbeard uneasily, then rode a few steps away and pretended not to listen.
"Are...areyou surethat you wish to break such an oath, and such along tradition?" Vitellan asked.

"My oath is sealed still. You are part of my family, after all." Helooked down in embarrassment, toying with the mane
of hishorse. " | am proud to be descended from you," he said quickly and quietly.

The pressur e of hundreds of years suddenly lifted. Vitellan straightened, asif he had been relieved of an enormous

weight. He wanted to say something in gratitude, yet what wor ds could match events and emotionslike these? Likea
good tactician, he changed the subject.

"You would have been proud of Lucia," he said wistfully. " A fine, determined, resour ceful girl, the sort of person that
royal dynasties could grow from when the circumstances areright. Such a pity that—"

His voice snapped off as he saw another glint from the signaler. A cloud of dust iri the distance marked the appr oach of
the Danes.

'Timeto hide," said Alfred, following his stare.

Vitellan looked down at the dagger again, reading the engraving on both sides of the blade. " Thank you for lifting this
shadow from me. | never thought that | would know such a sense of peace again."

" And thank you, too, for giving Wessex the Peace of Rome."

Alfred motioned Paeder to come with him, and they urged their horses acrosstheroad and through the dense bushes.
They turned to seethat Vitellan was wher e they left him. Suddenly Paeder gasped loudly and exclaimed in Latin.

"Youl"

" So you caught on at last. Yes, the Royal House of Wessex is distantly descended from Vitellan and L ucia. Did you never
stop to think how | knew what to put in that notethat | used to frighten Gentor? Lucia vivit and Romanusimmortalis ad
mortem ducatur are engraved on that family heirloom's blade.”

" 'Lucialives, 'Kill theimmortal Roman.' " Paeder laughed and slapped Alfred on the back. " Asafather of the Church
of Christus| cannot praise your forgiveness highly enough. At last, after seven hundred years, the chain of hateis
broken."

"1t brokelong ago,” he chuckled, pleased with hisown deviousness. " My father thought that it was a tradition of
stamping out Roman paganism. He knew nothing of Vitellan."

Asthey watched Vitellan suddenly flung the dagger out over theriver in along, glittering arc. It struck the water with a
small splash, and he watched the bubbles disperse

before walking his hor se across theroad and into the woods. I n the distance they could hear hoofbeats as the Danish
scouts approached.

"He must stay. He will stay," whispered Alfred to himself as he held his hunting horn ready and the Danish scoutsrode
past. The main column of raiderswasvery close. " Wessex is hisimmortality now, just as he was Gentor's. He would not
desert his own flesh and blood."

Thevanguard of the Danish column drew level with Alfred and Paeder, and the young prince lifted the mouthpiece of the
horn to hislips. Pax Romana vivit, he thought as he blew a long, clear note and the trees began to crash into the Danish
column.

In the following year Alfred was crowned king, and although his great victory at Edington was still seven yearsin the
future, the promise of ultimate victory over the Danes had already been transformed from a dream to areal possibility.

Gentor became so obsessed with secrecy that he would not allow anyone else to see the secret cave he had found for the
new Frigidarium. He stayed away for weeks at a time, doing his own masonry and woodwork deep under ground, and
Vitellan was for ced to appoint and train a deputy | ce-keeper to keep the old Frigidarium in order.

With Alfred and his kingdom seeming mor e secure, Vitellan began to long for another jump acrosstime. After all, if the
stepsthat Alfred wastaking toward civilization were to cometo nothing, Roman skills might be needed in the future. He
could be atype of weapon himself, to berevived in times of great crisis, but otherwise to be kept frozen. Gentor was



delighted when the news reached him, and he set off at once to meet his Master and discuss his plans. All Gentor'swork
came to nothing, however: the | cekeeper died in a Danish ambush before Vitellan was refrozen, and the location of the
new Frigidarium was lost.

Vitellan was refrozen early in 872, after feigning death from his stomach trouble. The village of Durvonum made a show
of going into mourning, and within a few yearsthe memory of itsice chamber faded from common knowledge in the
surrounding countryside.

The Danes wer e never decisively defeated, and control of the land changed hands through many battles and treaties. The
millennium did not seethe end of the world, as many had been predicting, but 1066 saw the Normans' successful
invasion. The village survived unscathed, and without having to wake its frozen Roman. By now its name had been
changed from Durvonum to Durvas.

The climate was not quite so kind to the villagers. A warm interglacial fluctuation drove up the average temperature.
Snow ceased to fall in winter, and even frosts becamerare. At first ice was carted across from the highlands of Wales,
then a treaty was made with a Welsh landlord to allow a dozen men and women from Durvasto livein the highlands
permanently. Vitellan's frozen body was secretly carted there and kept in a new Frigidarium cave.

Not having the Roman sleeper within the village weakened the tradition of tending him, yet that tradition was centuries
in dying. Finally, in the late thirteenth century, the strain of maintaining an outpost of Durvasin the Welsh highlands
began to prove too much in the face of changing social structures and the continuing wanner climate. Asthe fourteenth
century opened, Tom Greenhelm was appointed | cekeeper, and he immediately called a meeting to decide how best they
could serve their Master asthe village continued to decline.

After over twelve centuries of operation, theworld's second and only human-power ed time machine was about to be made
automatic.

3

charonsanchor
Brie, Northern France: 6 June 1358, Anno Domini

Astheninetravelers stopped to rest, they found that the stone ruins of the great house were still hot from thefire that
had destroyed it. Guy Foxtread, the | cekeeper, warily inspected the charred and smoking rubble asthe others un-

packed their rations of dried meat and nuts. A day earlier thishad been afortified mansion on a prosperous estate, but in
theevening .. .

The English travelers had been camping in aforest fifteen milesto the west, yet they had noticed the glow of thefire
reflected against wispy clouds, a strange and evil parody of sunrise which had persisted for much” of the night. The
Jacques had been here. It was 1358, two year s after King John of France had been captured by the English at the Battle of
Poitiers. Thewhole of northern Francelived in fear of the Jacques.

Everything that had not been burned had been trampled, smashed, or looted, and even vines and vegetables had been
ripped out of the ground. Guy estimated that about seven hundred villeins had rampaged over the place. Resistance had
apparently been minimal. They had seen a few bodies lying near theroad asthey approached, and six of them were
Jacques. Thefour others, those of the defender s, had been beaten and trampled to a bloody pulp.

Guy was about to* return when something in a nearby field caught his eye. A smoking mound of ashes, something that
onewould not expect in the middle of afield. The ground was trampled and compacted, and had a faint reek of urine.
The mob of Jacques had gathered here for some hours. Suddenly apprehensive, he set out for the mound, his heart
pounding, his skin clammy with horror. It might have merely been the site of a feast of butchered livestock, yet it did not
havethelook of afeast. Therewasathick, charred stump protruding from the ashes. Crows flapped into the air as he
approached.

Someone had been burned at the stake. Guy saw that the stake had burned through near the base, and had toppled into
the ashes along with the body. He tripped and stumbled, then realized with a new surge of horror that he had caught his
foot on a body so smeared with mud that it seemed no more than a low mound. A woman, stripped naked, plump and
middle-aged. Guy stared down, wringing his hands. A day ago he would have been in awe of her, she would have been an
important noble, ordering servants about and per haps scoffing at the danger from the Jacquerie.

Stooping, Guy reached out to feel her neck for a pulse. He snatched his hand back and shuddered as herealized that her
throat had been cut.



There were bodies of more women scattered around the ashes, stripped and caked with mud. Onewas of a girl, barely
pubescent, with very long hair. Guy checked that all wereindeed dead, then sank to hisknees and buried hisfacein his
hands, but after one breath the stench of blood and piss on his hands made him retch. He heard footsteps but did not
bother to turn. Only one man in all theworld walked with the strange, measured mar ch-step of the vanished Roman
legions.

Vitellan stopped beside Guy and looked about. For along time they were silent and still. Crows were circling
impatiently.

"1 have seen some horrorsin thirteen centuries, but... if I have seen wor se than this| cannot force myself to remember
it." His English was stiff and halting, he had been learning it for barely eighteen months.

"Look at her, Master, she can't have been but thirteen," Guy blurted before hisvoice cracked into sobs.
"Who could do this? The Jacques?"

"Folk such as| be, Master, though they be French and all," gasped Guy, hisvoice faint and hoar se as he fought to
control hisbreath. " Common folk."

" Such cruelty, such evil... it hangs over this place like a cloud, chilling me though the sun shines brightly."

Thecrowswerecircling lower, inky blotson the bright, clear sky of late spring. Some landed close by. They cocked their
heads and stared at the humans, both living and dead.

"The French noblesdon't treat their common folk aswell asdo English. They treat 'em as pigs, aye, and now the pigs
haveturned to bite."

Vitellan helped Guy to hisfeet, then flung a clod of soil at the crows. " Just look at that, first the Jacques, now crows.
These folk must be buried."

"Master, there's eleven women and the burned lord here. Then there'sthose brave men as died defendin' the house, so
that's four more. Sixteen gravesisa day'swork for nine men such asus.”

"Wecan't leave them in thefield for the dogs and crows. Gah, such afilthy way to die."

" Death be filthy whatever itsform, Master. Still, if ye think we can spare a day from our journey, then we can spit in the
devil'sface and give these folk a Christian burial."

Guy walked into the ashes and examined the charred corpse. " Nailed to the stake by his hands. That's how he stayed
with it until it burned through.”

"1've seen pagan RomansKkill for sport in the arena, but this has happened after thirteen centuries of Christ'sWord.
Death was quick in the Roman arenas, at least as| saw it."

"1 fought at Crecy, | saw wholefields piled deep with bodies, a thousand times mor e than this. Why is this wor se now,
Master ?"

Vitellan knelt beside the girl's body, then gently lifted it from the mud. Thelimbs were stiff, and it seemed to have little
weight. He started back for the ruins, Guy beside him.

" Long ago, when Trajan was Emperor of Rome, | saw ... there was a goodwife whose sanity twisted. Shekilled her family
in their sleep, then took her own life. That was a little like this, it squeezed my heart more than the bloodiest
battlefield.”

" So ye have a mind to bury these folk, Master ?" " Yes."

" Even the Jacques?"

" Not the Jacques. L et them do some good at last by feeding the crows." They walked on in silence, the girl's hair
hanging to the ground and trailing in the mud. Guy gathered up the hair and walked with it in hishands. " Thereis
smoke over there," Vitellan observed, nodding to the southeast.

Guy squinted into the distance. " Aye, looksto be a hamlet.”

"We'll get the othersto help uscarry thesefolk back to their house, then cover them with boards and stones. The



villeinsin that hamlet can dig the graves.”

"1 doubt that they'll be willing asto help the likes of us, Master. Bein' scarcely a miledistant, I'd say their menfolk were
herelast night with the Jacques.”

"1 did not say they'd bewilling, Guy."
The people of the hamlet were not alarmed to see five strangers come striding into the place. The country was full of

stragglerstrying tojoin up with the main group of Jacquesthat had just swept past. A dog sensed something odd and
began to bark, but nobody raised an alarm. Some of the women and children were disporting before the othersin fine
robes from the near by mansion. Those of the men who had not gone off with the Jacquerie were out of sight, still
sleeping off the wine of the night before.

Thetravelersentered an outlying house, leaving two at the door. A moment later they emerged, blood dripping from
their swords. They wer e already entering the second house before the reality of what had happened sank in and the
screaming began. Drowsy men stumbled out of houses armed with hoes, scythes, and billhooks, only to be methodically
cut down by the well-trained men-at-arms. Those who fled into the fields wer e shot down or turned back by the four
strategically placed archers, and those who tried to hide in their houses were dragged back out and bound.

Vitellan paced before the captives, speaking in French that was all the moreterrifying for being slow and broken. There
had been over ninety peopleliving in the hamlet that morning, but twenty-six had died befor e the survivor s wer e seated
in the dust before their nine attackers.

"Men with mud or blood on their loins, hanging!" At once a collective groan went up, blending with shrill pleas for
mercy. Mai and Guy walked among the captives, slashing away leggings with their knives, culling those marked as
guilty. Fifteen villeins soon knelt trembling and whimpering. They ranged from teenagersto the hamlet's elders.

" All others. Men, women, children ... ah, wash dead nobles, clothe dead nobles. Dig graves. Bury." There was silence at
hiswords, there was sureto be wor se to come.

" All take off clothes. Houses, clothes, we burn!" Screams of anguish and pleas erupted, but to no avail. The naked

villeins watched as the fifteen men wer e hanged, then they were driven over to the ruins of the mansion carrying spades,
washtubs, and looted clothing while the hamlet burned behind them. Mai, who had trained for atime to be a deacon,
conducted a servicefor the dead.

Within five hoursthe English party was back on theroad, marching briskly and leading their four horses. That night

they camped in open woodlands and buried a small amount of looted coin, silver, and jewelry that they had found in the
hamlet. They left no marker over thelittle cache, and drew no map to locate it again.

At that timetherewasatrucein the Hundred Years War between the English and French, so Vitellan's party could move
asfreely asthe brigands, Free Companies, and Jacquerie would permit in the anar chy of the French countryside. They
passed within sight of Paris, but did not approach the city. There was a dispute going on between the Dauphin and
Etienne Marcel, and fighting flared from time to time. In spite of what had happened at the hamlet, the travelerswere
not looking for trouble.

Their guise was good, that of English men-at-ar ms going to meet with their lord in Berne, then escort him back through
the troubled and dangerous French countryside. Their armor was hardened butt-leather and sewn iron strips over quilt
padding: nothing worth stealing, but very effectivein a fight. Four were bowmen, five were infantry. Asthey journeyed,
word of what the Jacques wer e doing was always with them. Houses and castles bur ned, looting, mass rape, murder, and
estates abandoned by nobles who had fled in no more than the clothes that they were wearing. They reached the River
Marne, making their way car efully because of a huge for ce of Jacques said to bein the area. Vitellan rode one of the
packhorses most of thetime, as hetired easily.

"Thelate spring weather'sto blame for the Jacques,” Guy said asthey walked. " It'swarm, and there'sfood a-plenty to
be had in the countryside. Such a big rabble would starve and die as quick as swallowsiif thiswere winter."

"It'searly June, aye, so there be a whole summer asto have the Jacquesrampagin’, " Walt added. Guy had nothing to
say to this.

" 1f we came upon a dozen knightsravishing a peasant girl, would we attack asreadily aswedid in the hamlet?" asked
Mai, who was something of a scholar and had a knack of asking awkward questions.



"Your questionswill get ye a brushwood footwar mer oneday,” muttered Guy, but he did not have an answer .

"1f they wereknights, 1'd tell 'em "tiswrong,” Walt ventured. " If they'd not stop, 1'd lose my life shamin’ those knights
that a commoner be more chivalrousthan they."

"And if they were a thousand Jacques ravishing a noblewoman, and there was but one of you?" asked Vitellan. " Would
you give your lifeto shame men who know no shame?"

"1...reckon so,"” Walt decided. "How else could | face my Creator when | die?"

"Would it not be better to go away, recruit a hundred men-at-armsand return to slaughter those evil men, so that they
murder and ravish no morethan that one woman?"

" Should athousand sinnersdie so that oneinnocent should live?" asked Mai. Guy cursed and swatted at him with the
end of hisliripipe.

" Aye, that they should," said Walt firmly.

"Then what say the same noble lady had taken a handsome traveler into her house while her husband be off at
battle—Guy here, for example." Guy turned to scowl at Mai, but he smiled and continued. " What say she bedded him,
but wasravished and killed by athousand Jacques a day or two later. They are all sinnersnow, all bound for hellfireif

they die unconfessed. Should the Jacques not be allowed to ravish her and cut her throat?"

"Her adultery does bring death upon her by law in some parts,” Guy agreed. " But so it should be for each of those
Jacquesfor the sin of ravishin' too!"

" Aye, and you also for mountin' her in t'first place,” said Walt solemnly.

"1 never mounted anyone but my wife!l" snapped Guy, whose wife had died of the Black Death a decade ago, and whose
patience with the joke was wearing thin. " I'll not be doin' soin timeto come, either."

They weresilent for a few dozen steps. Will, who was some distance ahead, stopped on the crest of a hill and waved that
all wasclear. Vitellan turned to check the bowmen, who wer e following the hor seswith Gilbert asrearguard.

"The Jacques should die because she'sa noble," Vitellan declared.

" Say you that nobles are different in God's eyes?" asked Mai.

" No, but noblesrepresent order. Order builds churches, castles, and roads like the one we walk. Order storesgrain
against famine and allows kingsto form armiesto protect villages from brigands. | saw England in the ninth century, and
it wasvery like France asit isnow. What would you have? The rule of nobles, or therule of the Jacquerie and Free
Companies?"

" But, but if the noblewoman had committed adultery—" began Mai.

" A king who bugger s a sheep is still aking! Upon his death he might have trouble talking his way past the Gates of
Heaven, but meantime heis still aking."

"1'd have no respect for a king who'd wagtail a sheep," said Walt, shocked by the proposition.

"Walt, when | was young Rome was ruled by Emperor Nero, who was a drunken fornicator. Did all the great Roman
Empire throw off the rule of law just because the Emperor set a bad example? Thirteen yearsbefore him wasthe
Emperor Caligula, who was as mad as haresin March and a sodomite too."

"T'bugger were not fit ter lead," snarled Guy.

" Eventually he was assassinated, but we Romans put up with a lot from him because he was our leader. Which would you
rather have asruler? An otherwise just king who tupsthe queen'sladiesin waiting, or the Jacques and brigands?"

"He'sright, Mai," said Walt. " Nowt but Christ an' Mary walked the earth free of sin. Ravishin' is always evil, but killin'
them as leads the land means evil for all."

For once Mai had been played out by an argument. " The French |'ve seen have been sorrowful bad rulers,” he muttered.

" Aye, but give our king a few yearsand all Francewill be under good English rule," laughed Guy, and for oncethe



othersall agreed.

Will was waiting for them asthey reached the crest of the hill. Below was a village of about five hundred, and there
seemed to be a disturbance going on. Theroad led right through its center.

'"There'sno fighting or burning,” Will pointed out. " And, no large number s have passed thisway for a few days."
" A wedding, perhaps, or afair?" asked Vitellan.

" Seems a happy crowd," said Walt, who had acute hearing. " A lot of shouting and laughing, but no screamsor clashing
of weapons."

‘'Then wegoin," said Vitellan. " If it'safair we can buy cakes and bread as a break from our dried meat and nuts."

Asthey reached the outskirts they met alookout sitting on bundles of brushwood and drinking from a heavy silver goblet
set with green stones. Guy scowled to see the goblet and turned to Mai asthey approached.

"That cup belooted, and he be a Jacque," he said softly. " I'll talk with him, see what he's about.”

Smiling broadly, Guy walked forward and hailed the villein, who sat up and raised the goblet in salute. They began
speaking, and thevillein got to hisfeet and pointed over theroofsto a stubby chapel tower. Almost at that moment the
chapel bell began toring. Still smiling, Guy smoothly drew hisfalchion and drove it underhand into the man's belly,
then jerked upward. Thevillein collapsed to the road, screaming and writhing. Guy wiped the blade on hisjerkin, then
walked back to theothers.

"T'bugger breathed garlic on me," Guy declared. Vitellan looked to the villein, who was trying to stuff torn intestines
back into himself and shrieking with agony and horror.

" So ther€e's been a massacr e here, too?"

"There'sJacquesin the village, about ten score. Sir, ah, Perceval de Boucien and his squire werekilled outside the
chapel just now. Hislady and children are cornered in the stairwell of the chapel's belltower."

" 'Tisbigger than that hamlet," said Guy, looking straight at Mai.
"Master?" implored Mai, looking to Vitellan. " Advise me," ordered Vitellan.

Theringing of the bell and shouting of the distant crowd were a background to hissilence. A thin scream cut through the
noise, not loud but quitedistinct. Vitellan folded his arms and waited for Mai'sreply, asdid the others. Behind him the
villein bubbled out alast breath and died unheeded.

"Master, there's—Master, say there's not too many for us, please!"

They split into two groups, both taking bundles of brushwood that they lit from the coals of an untended communal oven.
They made their way through the back paths of the village, setting fire to houses, woodpiles, and brush fences asthey
went. Asthey passed near the chapel they could hear laughter and taunts above the commotion and the ringing of the
bell. They re-formed on the main road at the other side, just asthe fires were noticed and the first shouts of alarm went

up.

Seated awkwardly in front of the horses' packs, Vitellan, Mai, Walt, and Will charged the mab, which was already
streaming off to fight the fires. Guy followed on foot and to one side, wearing a villein'sjacket draped over his shoulders
and without a helmet. Theriders ploughed into the crowd befor e the chapel, laying about them with their swords. Guy
caught a glimpse of a headless, battered corpse, then hereached the door where villeins wer e streaming out in alarm. He
gripped the edge and squeezed hisway in past the crush.

Within the chapel his eyestook some momentsto adjust to the gloom after the bright spring sunlight outside. The stone
stairwell wasto hisright, on the other side of the crowd. They were mainly Jacques, all asking each other what was
going on outside. Guy cursed himself for not asking Mai a few more words of French as he skirted the crowd, then
guessed at two and began to shout " Chapel burning! Chapel burning!" The panic to get through the door intensified.'

A stoutish woman of about forty was holding back a dozen or so remaining Jacques with an oxtongue pike, defending the
entrance to a stone stairwell. A boy of about eight was behind her, holding a small axe but petrified with fear. Two
Jacques werethrusting severed heads at her on the ends of staves while the others were jabbing with pikes. She was
bleeding from several cuts already and her face was streaked with sweat and blood.



Guy calmly removed thevillein'sjacket, drew his sword and took a handaxe from hisbelt. He had quietly and me-

thodically stabbed three Jacquesin the back before the othersrealized and shrank back in alarm. Blows from pikestaffs
bounced from Guy's butt-leather armor, but the Jacques wer e wearing only padded surplices. Guy cleared a path to the
base of the stairwell, where he dodged a vicious swipe from the woman's oxtongue.

"Friends! Friends! Aht, stupid snaileaters!" he bellowed in English.

"English, | speak it," thewoman cried back. " How many of you?"

"My two girlsring the bell, this boy, that isall."

" Call ‘em down, keep together. Throw the pike away, take the boy's axe. Better for close fighting, aim for their faces.”

Thegirls had been dressed as boys, and had had their hair cropped short. By now the chapel was all but cleared of living
Jacques, and the woman shepherded the children behind Guy as he led them to the door.

" Stay together aswe go through the door," he called. " Don't strike anyone unless they attack, we may not be noticed in
the fussoutside. Make for the east."

One of the girlsbegan to whimper, but her mother slapped her ear smartly and she stopped. They went through the door
and stumbled over heaped cor pses as the sunlight dazzled them. The four riderswerefightingin a group over to one side
of thesquarein front of the chapel, and a Jacque captain had managed to get his pikemen into sufficient order to
surround them. Guy skirted the fighting with the family behind him, then waved to the concealed bowmen asthey got
clear. Giles and hismen began to methodically shoot into the east side of the circle of Jacques surrounding theriders,
and after what seemed an eternity they realized what was happening and began to scatter to either side. Vitellan led the
ridersthrough the break, and the bowmen laid down a covering fire asthey rode back to them.

Luckily for thetravelersthe Jacque captain was no fool, and had probably spent time as a soldier. Not knowing how
many attackersthere were and with the village blazing around him, he ordered his men to form a pike-wall acrossthe
main road to protect the other villagers asthey fought thefires.

Vitellan looked back and realized that there would be no immediate pursuit. Ashetried to lift the boy onto his horse
Mai toppled to theroad, leaving the back of his horse slick with blood.

"Youride?" Vitellan demanded of the woman in French, and she shouted in English that she could.

"Then mount the horse. Gilbert, get Mai across the horse's neck in front of her. Will, Walt, take the two girlsand the
boy."

The overloaded horses could barely manage a slow, jarring trot, but even so Guy was so exhausted that he could barely
keep up. Mai had a pike wound over theright kidney. He moaned for them to leave him, then vomited down the front leg
of the horse. One minute of hard fighting isa strain, five minutes can have even a strong man-at-arms near exhaustion:
the battlein the village had lasted over fifteen minutes. Guy managed to jog for a mile before he collapsed. Vitellan
ordered hisarmor stripped and shared among the bowmen, and Gilbert helped Guy up and supported him asthey made
for a cluster of willow treeswheretheroad touched a curvein the River Marne.

Thewoman and Mai fell from the saddlein a bloody heap as soon as they stopped. They wer e hidden by the drooping
branches, and the village was marked only by a thick column of smoke behind some low, scrubby hills.

"Have to move on, soon," panted Vitellan, untying a saddle pack, " but . . . horses exhausted. Unpack blankets, all but a
day'sration each. Dump therest in theriver."

"Mai can't travel," said Gilbert, pouring thelast of hiswine over the wound while one of the girls cut bandagesfrom a
cape. " Hemay not last to nightfall."

"We've not even got an hour," wheezed Guy.
" Cut four willow branches. Strap a stretcher between two hor ses. |'ve seen the Danes do that."
" That would kill him assurely asriding."

"Wecan ... leave him heretodie... or hecan comewith us. .. and die." Vitellan'svoicewasa rasp, and hislegswere
trembling. " No ... no other option.”



Vitellan collapsed on a grassy bank, hungrily gasping for breath. Although strong, he did not have much endurance.

He watched the girls help wash the blood and grime of the battle from his men while the little boy helped the bowmen
wrap food and spare gear in blankets weighted with stones, then dump them in theriver. Well-trained, well-disciplined
children, he thought with approval, then remembered their mother. She was squeezing river water from a cloth onto
Guy, who was still gasping loudly for air and feeling hisfifty-seven years heavily after running a mile and a half from
thevillage. Vitellan took out a strip of dried meat and began to chew. His stomach was still hurting, but he had forgotten
the pain during the events of the morning. When he had chewed what juices he could out of the meat he spat out the
pulp, closed his eyes, lay back and drifted away to somewhere quiet and blank.

" Areyou wounded, good sir ?"

Vitellan opened his eyes to see the woman kneeling beside him. He shook his head.

"1 tireeasily, |—I have a wasting disease. Nobody can help."

"Good sir, | must humbly thank you with all my heart for saving us from the Jacques. There wer e hundreds of them, and
against them only nine of you." Tearswelled in her eyes as she spoke, then ran down her plump cheeks leaving
glistening trailsin the blood and dust.

"Wehelp aswe can," hesaid, embarrassed, " but thisland has gone mad and we are few. What isyour name, please?"

"1 am Anne, widow of Sir Perceval de Boucien as of thishour. Guy told me that you are Vitellan, from England, and that
you are hisMaster."

Vitellan sat up. " You must wash your face, we must not look asif we have been in recent fighting. Your robesaretorn
and bloody: how bad are your wounds?"

"Many but slight. My death wasto be along, slow game, they meant to bleed and weaken me."
"You must wear Mai'sarmor over your robesto hidetherentsand blood. Guy! Can you walk?"
"Aye, Master."

"Bring Mai'sarmor over and show the Lady Annehow to strap it on."

Guy'sdeathly pale faceinstantly flushed red. " Master! | couldn't, I, |—"

Theundivided attention of everyone was suddenly upon Guy. Even the dying Mai managed to raise hishead for a
moment.

" Better your fingersthan those of the Jacques," said Lady Anne with her hands on her hips. Mai began a wheezing rattle
of alaugh.

Guy tramped away to gather Mai's scattered butt-leather armor, sword, and shield. He dropped them in the grass before
the knight'swidow. ~

"My lady, pleaseto put these on and look the part of a man-at-arms."
"1 am sorry for thrusting at you with my pike, and | swear that | shall never eat another snail.”

"My lady, | didn't mean . .." Hestood scratching the back of hisneck for a moment. " Please to armor up, I'll help—that
is, meanin' no lewd intent."

Shetook hishand and squeezed it in both of hers. Guy blushed beet red again, then reached down for the armor.
Inlessthan a quarter hour they were on theroad, with the horses a little restored from the water and grazing. Mai was
on a stretcher between two horses walking side by side, with light packs piled to conceal him. The archers had shot most
of their arrowsin their barrage, and had not been ableto recover any beforethey fled. Smoke continued to rise from the
village behind them on the still air of late morning. Nobody came after them, but many villeins came hurrying from the
other direction.

" Brigands attacked a village but wer e beaten off and fled west,” Guy called in French under instruction from Lady Anne.

All thewhile Annetold her story. She and her husband had been fleeing for the town of Meaux with their children



Louise, Marie, and Jean. They had taken refugein the village when one of their former servants had betrayed them to a
group of Jacquesthat had become separated from the main mob. Her husband and his squire had died covering the
family'sflight to the chapel.

"You fought uncommonly well," said Vitellan.

"That is, for awoman or for a pampered noble'swife, do you mean, sir?" shereplied with a smile.

"1 have seen women fight as well as Guy says you did, and even better, but only after 1'd trained them for many weeks."
Sheblinked in surprise. " So you English train women to come against us now?"

"No, it was against the Danes when they invaded.”

"Thereareno Danesinvading England.”

" But five hundred years ago there were."

She stared at him, waiting for the smile that would confess hiswordsto be ajoke. The smile never came. Shelooked to
Guy. Guy nodded.

" Do not bealarmed, Lady Anne, you have not been rescued by a madman," Vitellan reassured her. " You had been
trapped in the chapel for an hour, you say?"

"Yes. They wer e toying with me, only giving me many small cutswith their pikes. They could have rushed me at any
time, but they knew they had all the time they wanted.”

" So your husband taught you to fight like that?"

"Not so, good sir. My father was a baker, and a very rich baker. He owned nine millsand | was his only child. He thought
to marry meto a knight, and he had a notion that the wife of a knight need know something of war's arts, along with the
mor e usual women's skillsand graces. Nobody could per suade him otherwise, so | wastaught something of sword, pike,
and archery."

Vitellan rubbed his chin speculatively. " Did it help you to secure a husband?"

"Not at all. Sir Perceval had been captured during the fighting near Caen in 1346, and had lost all of hiswealth and
estatein theransom. My father provided an estate near Trakel for my dowry, and the marriage was quickly settled.”

" But the Jacques have not threatened Trakel," said Guy.
"We werevisiting my father in Beauvais when the Jacquerie began their revolt."

By sunset they wer e fifteen miles from the village, and they stopped in a wood to rest and eat some of the dried meat that
they had kept. Mai had begun bleeding again on theroad, and his blood had soaked right through the

stretcher and dripped into the dust. He was still conscious by the time they stopped, but very near to death. Gilbert boiled
a soup of chopped meat in a helmet, but Mai choked whiletrying to swallow it.

" Best to diewi' conscience quiet,” he said as Guy and Vitellan knelt beside him. " Honored to know you, Master."
"You can't diewithout Master's permission," said Guy awkwardly.

Mai closed hiseyes. " Nobody to read over the dead now, Master. Best make surethat no othersdie.”

"Would that | were such a good leader," said Vitellan.

"Dummart, who'sto read over you if you die?" pleaded Guy. " Tighten your straps, Mai, the worst isover."

" Aye, theworst isover. I'll say a good word for all of ye ... wherever 1'm sent.”

Lady Annetended him for a while, and managed to get him to drink some tepid soup and keep it down.

"1f he can eat he has a chance,” she said to Guy, who had not left hisside. " Now he needs sleep.”



Some minutes later Mai had fallen asleep and was breathing regularly. Guy began to doze asthe others ate and talked,
but when he awoke Mai was dead.

They cut makeshift wooden trowels from branches and dug a grave in the soft soil. Vitellan spoke some Latin that he
remembered from a Christian burial in thefirst century, then a few wor ds of some language that none of them

under stood. Guy wept openly, and the children quietly gathered spring flowersfor Mai's grave at the edge of thelittle
fire'sglow.

Gilbert had first watch, and Guy ordered the othersto get what sleep they could. He was talking with Vitellan about how
they might forage for food the next day when Lady Anne came over to them.

"Thereisno safety in any direction," she said asthey sat in the darkness, " but | had heard that theroyal family was
sheltering at Meaux, on the River Marne. Thereisafortressarea, called the Market of Meaux, a strong and secure
place. Perhaps three hundred great ladies and their children arethere, guarded by loyal knights. Thetown isloyal, too."
" A fortress," Vitellan said doubtfully. " | have seen what

the Jacquerie have doneto fortified houses. What of the town? Arethe peoplereally to be trusted?"

"The mayor and magistrates have sworn to protect the Dauphin's family from dishonor."

" Seems as good as any placein thisterribleland,” said Guy listlessly.

"Three hundred noblewomen will draw the Jacques like fliesto spilled honey," said Vitellan.

" Aye Master, but if the Market be a stout fort it can withstand a siege for months. When winter comesthe Jacques will
fleethe cold to their homes."

"1t'sthe seventh of June, still two weeks beforethe solstice and half a year away from winter."
" A siege of six monthsisnothing rare.”

Vitellan sat silent in the darkness for some time, making up hismind. " Meaux it shall be," hefinally declared. " How
far from herewould it be, my lady?"

"Two days at today's pace, good sir."

"lt'snew moon," said Vitellan, looking through the treesto the west where Venus and Saturn hung brilliantly together
abovethehorizon. " It's also near solstice, sothe daysarelong. Mai is gone, so we can make two or threetimestoday's
pace. Tell me, if we were on theroad before dawn and mar ched the whole day, stopping only to graze and water the

hor ses, then could we reach Meaux by dusk?"

" Dusk or soon after," replied Lady Anne after thinking for a moment.

"Then we must do that. If the Jacques ar e conver ging there, we have to reach the Market of Meaux beforeit comes under
siege."

AsVitellan had hoped, the party wastaken for a band of English men-at-arms and their French servants. Ashe had
feared, they encountered larger and larger groups of villeinsgoing in their direction. Nearly all were male, and carried
improvised or looted weapons. Lady Anne chatted constantly with Guy and Vitellan, trying to bring their colloquial
French to a usable level for the hours ahead.

They managed to get within sight of Meaux by the evening. Thefields surrounding the town were covered with
Jacques sitting around bonfires, and Will put their number between five and ten thousand. There appeared to be no
organization, other than a general focus on Meaux. " Tomorrow the King Bonhomme arrives* wasthe cry as they passed

the carousing groups.

"In away thisisagood sign," observed Vitellan asthey walked along the road, waving and returning cheers. " A rabble
like this cannot live off the land for long, and there are virtually no armor and supply waggons."

" A short siege after all, Master?" said Guy.

"No morethan weeks. Aslong as they can be kept out of the town and away from its stores they will soon bein search of
an easier target. Our problem will be getting through the gates, but | have afew ideas ... that'sodd." He peered ahead to



alineof bonfires. 'There's quite a group near the gates, and the gates are open.”

Asthey got closer Guy mounted the lead packhor se and gathered thereins of the other threein so that they made a
heavy wedge to push through the crowd. " Make way for King Bonhomme's captains, make way for King Bon-homme's
captains,” he called firmly and ignored questions thrown back to him. They broke through to a clear space between the
gates of thetown and the crowd of about a thousand Jacques. Four bonfires burned on either side of theroad, but it was
not clear who had set them. A dozen frightened pikemen of the town militia were standing on the road, barring the way.

"That'sbad," Vitellan said as he surveyed the mob.

"They bar the way to the Jacques,” said Guy, leaning down from the hor se. Vitellan pointed to one side, where a town
magistrate was speaking with two Jacque captains. All were smiling and nodding as they conver sed.

" They should not even betalking with them. |'ve faced mobs, you have to be firm. They should close the gates and
station archerson thewalls."

Having only one man able to speak fluent French was a serious handicap. Vitellan briefed Will on what to say, then they
moved forward to near wher e the Jacque captains wer e talking to the magistrates. Will strode over and began
announcing a message from King Jacque Bonhomme for the

mayor of Meaux. This caught them all by surprise, and they turned to listen. The Jacque leader s scratched their heads
and frowned, and the magistrate nodded and smiled uncertainly. Then, at a word from the magistrate, the pikemen stood
asideto let Vitellan's group enter.

Suddenly alone Jacque broke free of the crowd and ran for the gates. Immediately the militiamen lowered their pikes
and blocked theway.

" Please, please, | am the Countess de Hussontal,” she cried, tearing off her cap. Now a dozen Jacques ran forward and
seized her while the militia kept their pikesleveled and the magistrate watched in silence with his armsfolded.

"Hol! Strip her wherecan all see!" shouted Vitellan in broken French. Lady Anne gasped in horror asthe Jacquesroared
their approval and the countess was thrown down by her captors. She writhed and screamed as they tore off her clothes
with the skill of practice.

" Gather your men, string your bows," Vitellan said to Giles, then he turned to Guy while rummaging in a sad-dlepack.
" Keep the horsestogether, ride for the gates at my signal.”

" But the pikemen—"

"Trust me, they'll break ranksand run,” said Vitellan as he hefted an odd black jar about the size of a child's head.
" Giles, take the gates with your men, Lady Anne, follow with your children. Hold the gates open. Shoot into the Jacque
crowd and shoot anyonein the town who triesto close the gates. The rest of you, run for the countesswhen | do."

Vitellan strolled across to one of the bonfires, uncoiling a length of string from thejar. The string began to sputter ashe
dipped it into the flames, then he calmly walked back toward them. He stopped, examining the progress of the fuse as if
it were an interesting book, then he hurled thejar just behind the foremost Jacquesin the crowd.

The explosion was shocking and shattering, it was the first gunpowder blast that most of them had ever heard. Fragments
of iron torethrough flesh likejagged arrowheads and pandemonium was instant and complete.

Will backhanded his sword into a Jacque captain's face as

Vitellan and the othersran forward and began to cut down the dumbfounded Jacques surrounding the countess. The
horsesreared in fright and bolted, but Guy turned them for the gates. The combination of the explosion and charging
hor ses was too much for the militiamen, who threw down their pikesand ran. Guy was first through the gates, struggling
to control the horses. Lady Anne followed with her children, followed in turn by the bowmen who backed to the gate,
firing at the writhing mass of Jacques as they went. Gilbert reached the gatesto find Lady Anne standing over a body and
brandishing a bloody pike at a half-circle of frightened townsmen holding a huge wooden cr ossbar .

The countess was bruised and bleeding as Will dragged her to her feet by one arm and pushed her at the gate. " Go! Run
for thegate!" he shouted in French.

At that moment the archersfired thelast of their arrows. Vitellan shouted to fall back, but by now the Jacques were
beginning to rally behind their surviving captain. Pole weapons against swordsis a one-sided fight, and Vitellan saw Will
fall before him with a pike through one eye. Blades and points began to thud and scrape acr oss the Roman's armor. Two



of the bowmen ran forward with the militiamen'sfallen pikes, and the Jacques fell back for a moment befor e the longer
weapons. That was all the time they needed to turn and run for the gates. Behind the gates Lady Anne and the other
bowmen wer e holding back the militia and townsmen while the countess and children huddled together.

" Close them, quickly!" shouted Vitellan, and now the militia, townsmen, and travelersworked together to push the
gates shut against the Jacques and drop the heavy wooden bar into place. Vitellan collapsed before he could take another
step, completely spent. Behind the gate they could hear the mob banging on the heavy wood.

" Fool! Fool!" ranted the magistrate. " We had them listening to us, we might have made a truce. You are all to be
arrested.”

"What ishe saying?" gasped Vitellan to Anne, unable to under stand rapidly spoken French. The magistrate continued
to shout.

"Weareunder detention."

At that moment the countess, still naked, stormed forward. Her eyes were blazing with rage and she was shrieking at the
top of her voice. Vitellan managed to make out something about pigs, duhg, and being flayed alive. The magistrate
shrank back, then fumbled with the pin of his cloak—which the countess had apparently demanded.

Gilesdraped Vitellan'sarm around his neck and hoisted him up, then they started down theroad. The streets were full
of people setting up tablesin the streets and carrying baskets of bread and meat. The magistrate followed some distance
behind them, shouting increasingly loud abuse as he regained his courage. The pikemen of the militia were behind him,
walking in no order, unwilling to obey the magistrate and arrest theintruders.

" Strange, they're preparing for afair," said Walt.
"TheJacquesareto belet in todrink, feast, and do asthey will, it's happened in many other towns," said Anne.

"Wemust get into the Market right away," panted Vitellan urgently. " The Jacques will have all the food and shelter
they need for along siege."

Several streetsalong they met with Guy, who had managed to stop the hor ses after smashing into several of the heavily
laden tables. Angry townsfolk wer e gathered around him, but they dispersed asthe othersarrived. The Market of M eaux
was connected to thetown by a bridge, being built on land between theriver and a canal. The walls wer e high enough to
keep out amob, even an army, if properly defended. They crossed the bridge to the Market, and the guar ds beneath the
portcullislet them pass as soon as they realized who the women were.

Vitellan passed out, and only woke when the sky was brightening with the dawn of the next day. He was lying on a pallet,
covered by a blanket. The Countess of Hussontal was sitting with him, still wearing the magistrate's black cloak.

"1 am told that you speak Latin," she said as she gently raised hishead and offered him a drink from a battered tin bowl.
"You ... thewoman at the gates," he said, confused, his eyes unfocused.
"Myself. | oweyou my life, you charged the Jacquesto rescue me."

Her lipsbegan to tremble, but she neither wept nor flung herself upon her rescuer. Vitellan glanced about, and noted
that hewas lying under the awning of what had probably been a vegetable stall. Lady Anne's daughters Louiseand Marie
wer e keeping a crowd of onlookers from pressing too close, yet there was no unseemly pushing and gawking. They were
all nobles, and were well mannered—in a way their mannerswere all that they had left to cling to. Some of them were
in disguise, othershad fled in whatever finery they had been wearing when the Jacques had advanced.

"1 must apologize for calling for you to be stripped, my lady," said Vitellan diplomatically, although he was not in the
mood for genteel banter.

" Oh, Sir Vitellan, you may do that whenever you would," she whispered in reply, now beginning to drip tearson his
blanket. " | thought my next meeting would be with God, but it was with you instead."

She was a tangle of gratitude, restraint, emotion, and manners, all underlaid by her rank among the French nobility. A
code of seemly behavior to observe, Vitellan reminded himself. In the distance, beyond the walls of M eaux, he could hear
the shouting of the Jacques.

"1 must get up, seeto the defenses,” he began, wearily pushing the blanket back. The countesstook the blanket from his
fingers and covered him again, gazing adoringly down at hisface.



"Last night, when | was flung down naked in the dust before the eyes of those vile swine ... | went alittle mad, | think.
Me, a countess, at the mercy of such men, yet God in His mercy sent you to protect me." Her face was pale and scratched,
yet was exquisitely fine-boned and framed by twin cascades of black hair that hung down to brush his hands.

"Thereisfatiguein your eyes, my lady, you should rest."

"And in your eyesthereis strangeness beyond words. Your manners, your walk, your very speech, all are stranger than
those of the most exotic Moor." She lowered her face closeto his. " Lady Anne saysthat you are older than the Royal
House of France, that you met with Christ Himself."

Vitellan shook his head slowly on the cushion and said " No."

This seemed to disappoint her atrifle. She sat up straight, assuming her public posture again. The hour of glorious
dreams was past, he wasjust a brave but mortal man again. Soon they would die, and it would be hideous, obscene—

"1t was my father who met Him. Christ died twenty yearsbefore| wasborn."

The countess's composur e shattered. She swayed asif about to fall from the pallet, with her mouth hanging open and her
eyesprotruding like a scribe's caricature of ajongleur. Vitellan took her hand in hisand gave it a reassuring squeeze.

" Do not bein fear of the Jacques, good lady. | shall defend you with my life, and | have lived a very long time. Now, if you
wish to please meyou must try torest.” He called to one of Lady Anne's daughters. " Marie, take the countess to some
place where she may rest quietly, if you please."

With the countess gone Vitellan sat up and began to buckle on hislight armor. Louise brought him a bowl of stew, and as
usual he scooped out the solid pieces before drinking any. The longing for solid food tormented him, but his stomach
continued to twinge its war nings to be careful. The Duchess of Nor mandy and the Duchess of Orleans called by to ask
after his health, to be followed by a score mor e noblewomen and their families. It was asif he were a foreign king
visiting the French royal court. Many girls, and several of their mothers, left their favorswith him, scraps of ribbon and
lace to wear into battle.

Guy arrived with the three surviving archers, and they reported on their hasty survey of the Market. Therewere very few
commonersin the Market, only the three hundred noblewomen and their children defended by a handful of knights and
trusted men-at-arms. Everyonein the Market was desper ate with fear. They knew that the Meaux mayor and magistrates
wer e preparing to open the town gatesto the Jacques.

"Had | known how few fighting men werein the Market | would never have led ushere," Vitellan said wearily. " Three
archers, you, me, Walt, and a few knights and squires ... but perhaps| would have anyway. Why cling to life for centuries
if only to live without honor ?"

Later that morning thetown's gates wer e opened and the Jacques poured into M eaux. The sounds of rowdy feasting soon
echoed over the walls of the Market, filling those inside with dread. Vitellan was introduced to the Duke of Orleans, who
welcomed him and gave him atour of the defenses. The dukethought that there might be many loyal men-at-armsout in
the town, but unlessthey could berallied they would be of no help. Therewas a good supply of arrowsfor Vitellan's
archers, and although they were shorter than the English type and balanced differently, they were quite adequate at
close quarters. Guy set about training some of the women to push siege ladder s away from the walls with poles.

The sun had been up for about three hourswhen there was a rumble of hoofs on the bridge and the rattle of chains
raising the portcullis. Vitellan joined the dukein time to greet the Captal de Buch and the Count de Foix asthey
entered with twelve dozen men. The Jacques had apparently been too intent on their feast to try to stop them entering
thetown.

Thestory of Vitellan'sthree battles with the Jacques wer e of great interest to the Count de Foix and his cousin. They
had been returning from Prussia when they heard of the danger at M eaux, but they had not yet fought against Jacques.

" So you razed a hamlet of a hundred soulswith only nine men?" asked the count in Latin asthey hastily conferred.

'"That was because of complete surprise, and good planning,” Vitellan explained. " The village where werescued Anne de
Boucien was harder, but we distracted them by setting the houses afirefirsf. The Jacques are not well led, they break
and run when attacked convincingly. The danger comes from such a situation as we had at the gates of M eaux last night,
when the press of numbersfrom behind forcesthosein front upon you. | lost one man that way, and | was nearly brought
down myself."

"My men estimate nine or ten thousand Jacquesin thetown," said the count.



" Cowardly rabble," muttered the Captal de Buch.

"Yes, arabble” agreed Vitellan. " And arabbleis not an effective fighting force."

"That meanswe can withstand a siege," declared the

Duke of Orleans, slapping his knee and smiling for the first time since Vitellan had met him.
"Not a siege, attack!" said Vitellan with infectious urgency. The duke's smile vanished.

"But Sir, Vitellan de, ah—"

"Durvas."

"Vitellan de Durvas, forgive me, good sir, but ten thousand isa very big rabble. Each of uswould haveto kill a hundred
to clear them away."

"1f each of uskillseven ten therest would flee," snorted the Captal de Buch. " Do you have any mor e of those black
powder jars, Sir Vitellan?"

Vitellan blinked in surprise at his new title, but his expression did not change. " | had only the one | used last night, but
consider this," hereplied, gesturing to the bridge beyond the portcullis wher e the Jacques wer e already gathering. " The
bridgeis narrow and those Jacques out there now arethe leaders. Look at them, calling for moreto comeforward. They
want a fight. We now have twenty-five fully equipped knights on hor seback and morethan a hundred men-at-armsto
follow on. The push of Jacques from behind will not allow their leadersto escape if we charge out acrossthe bridge.”

"In thefirst charge we shall cut off the head of the Jacquerie's body!" exclaimed the Count de Foix, and the others
cheered with approval.

They began to preparetheir horsesand armor at once, and soon the Count de Foix and the Captal de Buch sat preening
themselves befor e the desperate yet admiring gaze of the three hundred besieged noblewomen and their children.

"Look at them, the flower of chivalry preparing to defend their ladies' livesand honor," Vitellan said to Guy. " Immortal
legends will probably grow out of thisday."

"Not asimmortal asyourself, Master."

" Shining armor, banners, stern faces, and not one of them iswearing the favors of lessthan a dozen ladies. It'sall | can
do not to laugh, but that would spail the effect.”

"You wear at least as many," replied Guy earnestly, not really appreciating the joke.
Vitellan gazed at the onlookers, noticing that many of them

looked shabby and bedraggled. They were used to being looked after by servants, and in most cases they would have been
fending for themselvesfor thefirst timein their lives. So many imploring, adoring faces, he thought, so much trust in so
few men. If they should fail, then what? Anne de Boucien already had a dozen girls and women standing with her
holding pikes, and Guy would remain behind with the archersand a few other men. Perhapsthey could hold out until... a
miracle. He picked out the Countess de Hussontal, who was now wearing the magistrate's cloak over borrowed clothes.
She was looking directly at him, and did not look at all frightened. He bowed a fraction, and several other women and
girlswaved back. Just then L ouise dashed out among the hor ses and made straight for them. She stopped before Guy.

"Will you wear these?" the girl asked shyly, holding out threeribbons. Guy hesitated.

"Wear them, Guy, or find another master," said Vitellan sternly. He stood watching with hisarmsfolded until the favors
of Anne de Boucien and her daughtersweretied to Guy's belt.

Louiseturned to Vitellan. " Thisisfor you, Sir Vitellan, and the lady begs most ardently that you accept it." It wasa
strip of red cloth from thelining of the magistrate's cloak, wound about with a braid of black hair. He twined it around
hisfingers,, then lifted it to hislips. The countess cast her eyes down, but did not move otherwise.

" Guy, go now, up tothat tower," heordered. " Signal when a heavy crush of Jacques has built up."

"Aye, Master. Isthat a special favor?" he asked suspiciously.



"1t was all that a certain lady had to cover her nakedness. William of Ockham would have called it symbolic allegory.”
"Hah! | callsit an unseemly suggestion.”
"Why Guy, you dirty old man. What would Mai have said?"

" T'bugger would betoo busy laughin'. I'd best be climbin' the tower, Master. Good fortuneto ye, and try to stay alive. I'd
hate to be the | cekeeper aslet you die.”

"1'll return, Guy, and help you to burn this despicable town."
The Count de Foix rode over to Vitellan as he made ready to mount a packhorsein his butt-leather armor.

"Friend, the ladies are full of concern, they say that you aretooill to fight,"” he said apologetically. " Please, stay here
with the bowmen and a few men-at-arms. The ladies will need a leader asfine as your self to defend the Market if the
worst happensto us.”

" Guy can dothat," replied Vitellan. " | have to be seen to ride out with you, even if my fate be that of the blind king of
Bavaria at the Battle of Crecy. You must understand."

The count reached over and seized hisarm, full of admiration. " | do understand, and you are welcome. May God protect
you, and all of us."

"When yewill, Master!" Guy called from the tower, then he came down the stone stairsat arun.

Guy, Giles, and the two other bowmen began firing through the portcullisto drive the Jacques back asit was being
raised, then the horsemen rode out onto the bridge behind the Count de Foix and the Captal de Buch.

Then these two knights and their company came out to the gate of the market place and issued out under the banners of
the Count of Foix and the Duke of Orleans, and the Captal's penon. They set upon those villeins, who were but poorly
armed. When the villeins saw these men of war well appareled and issuing out to defend the place, the foremost of them
began to recoil back, and the gentlemen pur sued them with their spearsand swords. When they felt the great strokes
they recoiled all at once and fell for haste each on the other. Then all the noble men issued out of the barriersand soon
won the place, and entered in among their enemies and beat them down by heaps and slew them like beasts, and chased
them all out of the town. They slew so many that they were weary, and drove many othersinto theriver. That day they
slew of them more than seven thousand, and none would have escaped if they had followed the chase any further. When
these men of armsreturned again to thetown, they set it afire and burned it clean, with all the villeins of the town that
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they could closetherein, because they took part with the Jacquery. After this discomforture thus done at M eaux the
Jacques never assembled again together, for the young Ingram, Lord of Coucy, had about him certain men of war, and
they slew them whenever they found them without any mercy. —The Cronycle of Syr John Froissart, Book One
(1322-1377), Lord Berners trandation of 1525 (adapted)

The Hussontal castle had been built only recently, and loomed new and clean above the spring-green countryside asthe
ridersapproached. Vitellan'sfirst impression was of a building appr oaching ancient Roman standards. The countess had
ordered that the survivorsof Vitellan's party wereto be her sole escort as shereturned. She led the way, riding one of
the packhor ses. The approach to the drawbridge had been lined with the hanged bodies of some dozens of servantswho
had collaborated with the Jacques.

" She meansto bed you, Master,” muttered Guy softly, giving hardly a glance to the battered, bloodied spectersthat hung
to either side of them. " An evil thing."

" Asevil asarampaging Jacque might be?" asked Vitellan, staring after the shapely " form of the countess on the horse
some way ahead of him.

" Great evil don't excuse lesser evil. Ah, | wish Mai were here. Hewerea great Christian scholar and a good man, he'd
havethewords| can't find."

" A great Jewish scholar and a good man," Vitellan quietly corrected him.

"Master!" Guy exclaimed. The countessturned around, but Vitellan just smiled and waved. She nodded to him, then
turned to glare again at the figures now visible beyond the drawbridge.



" People seem to confidein me," Vitellan explained. " Perhapsit is because they know that | shall soon disappear into
time, taking their secretsto safety. Yearsago Mai was offered conversion to the way of the Church or death. Hetried to
live asa Christian and even studied for holy orders, but as

it came to pass histrue faith wastoo strong, and so helived asa Jew in secret.”

" But—but he gave such good Christian counsel, he fought bravely, he was my friend."

" And when Christ met his soul in paradise he probably welcomed Mai all the more because he had remained trueto
what hebelieved in."

" But the Jews, they spread the Black Death, they sacrifice children to the devil—"
"1f you believe that then you'd believe the King is a spotty green cow."
"They, they killed Christ, yecan't deny that!"

"1t was Roman soldier s who scourged Him, drove the nailsthough Hisflesh and thrust the spear into Hisside, Guy ...
and I'm a Roman soldier."

"Master, but—"
"Were Mai alive, would you still call him friend now?"

"Master, Master, |—yes! Hewas my friend, my best friend. Dumfargh, you're as bad as he was with such questions. Next
you'll be saying that you're a Jew too."

"Would it matter?"

"No, damn you Master, no!" Guy exclaimed, and the countess glanced around again. Guy lowered hisvoice. " You're
changing me, giving me thoughtsthat could have me burned at the stake."

"My father was Roman; my mother Egyptian.”

Guy turned and spat angrily at thelast hanging corpsein their grisly guard of honor. " Why bother to tell me you be not
a Jew when ye'vejust taught me not to care?"

" So that you will not lie awake wondering about it for the rest of your life, Guy. Asto whatever might happen between
myself and the countess, | want your respect.”

"But | want to save you, Master. Guilt will tear you limb from limb, shame will burn your heart to cinders.”
" Oh so, how would you know, Guy of unshakable virtue?"

"1 know because—because the Lady Anne—she—we lay together in the fields the night that Meaux burned!" After
forcing the wor ds out one by one Guy scowled sullenly at the ears of hishorse.
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Vitellan pondered this, composed several repliesin his mind, but thought the better of each in turn. " Thank you, Guy,
for ... your concern" wasall that he could manage by thetime their horses hooves boomed hollowly on the wood of the

drawbridge.

Those servants and guards who had helped the countess and her family to escape stood cheering and flinging petals at
thelittle party. Within the keep stood the count, wearing blood-spattered armor and flanked by thirty of hisknights.

The cheering continued as the countess motioned her escort to stop, then she rode on to wher e the count was standing.
He held out a hand to her and they began to speak. Abruptly hisface paled and his hand dropped. The onlooker s fell
silent.

" So you slew a few servants while at the head of thirty knightsand all their men," the countess was saying. " These few
English rescued me from nine thousand Jacques who had stripped me naked and flung meto the ground.”

"1 was not there! How could | have helped?"



"You were only fifteen miles away, 'assessing the strength of the enemy,' or so the Count de Foix told mein Meaux. He
was man enough toridein and defend three hundred noblewomen and their families. Why were you not at his side?"

"1 did not know that you werein Meaux."
"You knew that three hundred of uswere at the mercy of the Jacques. Why did you not cometo help?"

The count had no answer. He stood looking up at her, silently begging for giveness that he knew she would not give.
When helooked to his knightsthey were all staring at the ground.

" Get out," hissed hiswife.

When the count left the castle he wasriding alone. The keep remained in silence, with only the horses snorting and
nervously clopping the ground. Presently the countessturned in her saddle.

"Guy." Theword echoed briefly from the stone walls and Guy rode forward. She turned back to the knights. " Guy, vou
will soto Riave, where mv brother Raymond is shelter-

ing with my children. If you please, bring them back here safely. Take two English bowmen with you, in case you meet
with another Jacque army."

Under Annede Boucien'sinstruction Guy had acquired a few dozen words of French by now. He under stood enough to
know that the knights were being humiliated.

"Yes, ladyship. Brave French knights, want come also?" he asked in slow, tortured French.
Thirty armored arms shot up at once.

"Takethem if you will," she said coldly. " And Guy, asyou return be pleased to call upon Lady Anne de Boucien at
Trakel and give her my compliments. | wish our children to be introduced."

Asherodefrom the keep at the head of his company of thirty knights Guy glared at Vitellan. The Roman centurion
shrugged and shook his head.

A fortnight later Vitellan awoke just before dawn in the bedchamber of the countess. The night had been hot and
oppressive, and she was sprawled naked on the bed, a tall woman with very fair skin. Her hipswere very slightly broader
than had been theideal in Britanniain thefirst century, but her breasts werein good proportion and still well shaped,
even after threechildren.

Vitellan turned from her to gaze across the French countryside asit cameto life under the splash of color along the
horizon. Thirteen centuries earlier he had watched the sun setting from the family villa on the slopes of Vesuvius, never
dreaming what hisfuture held. Nearly five hundred years previoudly, sitting on an overgrown Roman wall, he had
watched the sun rising through the mists of Wessex. He had spent the spring night alone, in the open. A local warlord
had sent his daughter toliein hisbed and seduce him. It wasto be the basis of an alliance against Alfred. Vitellan had
been lonely and desperate for affection, or at least warm and willing company. He had had to flee his own bed, and it was
then he had decided to again flee even farther, into the future, before petty politics turned his welcome sour in that
century.

"You look out to the east," said a voice behind him." You

still think to go to Switzerland and forsake my bed for atomb of ice.”

Vitellan turned back to her. " Thisisalovely place," he said listlessly. " Then stay."

"1 do not belong. Too many times | have been valued for being a wondroustraveler from ancient times, rather than a
man. | have been hated for it, too. In adversity everyoneistogether, but it'sthe peacethat isthereal test. Now you have
peace, of akind, so| must walk away before | am chased.”

"Do | count for anything with you?"

"My beautiful, loving, shapely lady, | haveto leave because | carefor you so very much. People tolerate us being together
because | am still a hero, but that will change. Your children will be scandalized, and your knightly brother Raymond

does not consider sensual consummation to be part of courtly love. Guy is due back with Raymond and your children
tomorrow, remember ?"



"We can go to my summer estate while my children stay herefor their education. | could send Raymond to Switzerland
to prepare—"

She caught herself, but Vitellan shook his head. He returned to the bed and put an arm around her shoulders.
" Raymond can prepare my way, that isa good idea. In the meantime | shall stay for the summer, at least."

"No morethan that? You have such silly fears, Vitellan. | am a countess, | am powerful enough to protect you. Besides,
you areagreat and good Christian: who would want to hurt you?"

" Good and lovely lady, theworld is alive with men who would gladly burn a saint at the stake for a little advancement. As
to your power, remember what it wasreduced to at the gates of Meaux, and how long it took to fall so far? | have no place
in your life, your marriage, or your kingdom. Such a strange and exotic man as me will bring sorrow to you, | understand
your people well enough to know that."

"You can't prefer theiceto me!" she shouted indignantly. " What isit that draws you back to be frozen again? The glory
of living to be a thousand years old?"

"1 am already over athousand yearsold." The countess hung her head, baffled and angry. 'Then what?"
" The search for home, perhaps,” hereplied wistfully.

"So ... the Roman Empirefell while you slept, and you hopeto sleep until it arises again. You want to abandon France
because it isfull of barbarians—like me"

The countess had worked herself up to something approaching baffled fury as she spoke. She's most danger ous when
she'snaked, Vitellan reminded himself.

"Rome never really fell, | learned that soon after | waslast unfrozen," hesaid in the hope of distracting her. " The
capital was moved east to Constantinople when barbarians swarmed over the West. Roman rule still flickerson in that
bankrupt, overgrown city, but | am not going there in search of Old Rome, my love. Neither am | so foolish to search for
it in the future. Your own century has greatness that Rome never achieved, and Rome had barbaritiesthat you would
never tolerate. The Romethat scholarsdream of never really existed. | should know, | once walked its streets.”

"Then why leave?" demanded the countess.
"You want along lifewith me, but it isnot mineto give."

She frowned for a moment, biting her lip asif making a difficult decision. " If you have no placein my century, then take
me with you, let me share your bed of ice asyou share my bed now. I'll missmy children, it would wring my heart to
leave them, but... but lifeis cheap and they are well provided for. | nearly died at M eaux a month ago, and | might die of
the Black Death next month. Loveiscruel, my brave and kind centurion, and it makes loverscruel aswell. Take me with
you, and we can have along and happy lifetogether in some century to come."

Vitellan hung his head, then took her hand and kissed her fingertips one by one. Abruptly she snatched her hand back
and turned away from him.

"You don't want meto comewith you, | can tell," she exclaimed angrily.

"Asl said, you want a long lifewith me but it isnot mineto give," herepeated slowly and patiently. " Were we both to be
treated with my poisonous elixir and then

frozen, we would have very little time together once we wererevived. | am dying; | shall be dead within two years at
most."

She shrank back reflexively, suddenly fearing that he might be diseased.

"My elixir poisons me," he explained. " Even taken in small doses it is harmful. Because it has not been kept cold aswe
traveled across France, it has slowly been becoming yet more toxic with each week that has passed. Even though | am
accustomed toit, | am slowly dying from its effects, and the damage cannot bereversed. Were you to drink some without
being used to it you would die within days, yet even taking it in small doses will kill you slowly. Where do you think that
| go early in the morning when | slip away from your bed? | go to vomit up blood. | had only afew yearstolivein 870 a.d.,
and by thisyear of 13581 have declined further. My stomach has been burned to a ruin by my elixir. If | stay herel shall
bring great sorrow and dishonor to you, then | shall die horribly before your eyes. If | am frozen again, | shall remain
alive and faithful to you until the day that | die, even if you can no longer touch me. You could confessyour sin of



adultery with meto a priest and becertain in God's eye$»that you would never repeat the, sin with me." Heraised her
chin so that she faced him again, and hetried to smile. " Adorable lady, what more could you ask for in a lover?"

She slid forward and held him tightly. Vitellan could feel tearstrickling down his chest, and it was a long time before
she spoke again.

"Sothisistheend?" sheasked bleakly.

"No, my darling, no, no. We can have a few months more of glorious happiness on your summer estate, just asyou say.
Passion is sweeter for alittle guilt and guile, after all. When | am returned to theice, we shall not have to watch each
other wither and age. There will be no scandalsto tarnish your name and honor, and on the day of your death you will
know that | am still alive and faithful to you."

They lay down together again, with nearly horizontal beams of sunlight streaming in through the windows picked out in
motes of dust. The summer passed peacefully in that part of France, and the weather wasdry, mild and balmy.

Vitellan made no secret of hisorigins, and as aresult he attracted many dozens of scholars. He enjoyed talking about
lifein the Roman Empireat its zenith, and filling in details about great events that were once common knowledge but
had somehow been omitted from the historical chronicles. The countess was always in his company, sleeping with him by
night, and sitting proudly beside him by day as he enthralled rooms full of learned men with tales of Christ that he had
heard from people who had actually met Him. The only secret that Vitellan maintained was that of where and when he
would berefrozen for hisnext great leap through time. It was something that nearly everybody asked about in passing,
but nobody cared enough to dwell upon. After all, when great newsis being shouted throughout a town, who askswhere
thecrier lives?

Switzerland: 28 December 1358, Anno Domini

Asthe autumn sun blazed against the towering white peaks of the Berner Alpen, the clear evening sky promised a
bitterly cold night. A meltwater stream that fed the headwater s of the Rhone splashed through a deep gorge that guar ded
the approach to the village of Marlenk, and a single jfope and plank bridge wasitsonly link with theroad that led north
to Berne and south to the St. Gothard Pass and Italy. Marlenk was a cluster of three dozen stone cottages, alargeinn, a
chapel, and alength of low wall that was mor e windbreak than fortification.

The sentries of the village militia watched a dozen pilgrims approaching on their way south to Rome. They pitched
ragged tents on the wayfarers green beside the bridge, but only one chose to crossto the guardhouse and enter Marlenk.
Hewasa priest, well spoken and friendly, and carried no weapon but the knife that he-used for eating.

Outside Marlenk'sinn two grizzled English men-at-arms wer e cutting firewood in the snow slush. They wore leather
jerkins and heavy mittens, and the liripipes of their hoods were wound around their necks against the cold. Supper came
soon after sunset at thistime of year, and the aroma of roast pork was strong on theair.

"Theday'sold," observed Lew asthe sunlight retreated up the peaks.

"Year'sold too, world'sald, just likeusasisold,” complained Guy, trying to balance a skew-cut log on the chopping
block. " Our villagein England fallin' apart, and such young asis|eft all want to go to France and fight in the Free
Companies."

"Morefool they," said Lew, shaking his head before swinging his axe again. " France isfull of strange and evil men."

" Aye, the Jacquerie. Fought 'em at Meaux, and in other partsof Brie." Guy spat into the snow.

"1 heard they roamed the north killing nobles. | heard they roasted one knight on a spit after killing him, and made his
lady and children watch. Then they ravished them, and tried to make them eat his flesh before they killed them too."

"That might have been at Beauvais," said Guy after thinking for a moment. " A few good men-at-arms could have
stopped 'em before they'd done such mischief, but France has nonesuch. Franceisfallin' apart. We'refallin' apart too."
He paused for Lew'sreply, but when he got none he selected another log from the pile. " It's quiet herein the mountains,
then?" he asked with atrace of sarcasm.

"Quiet? We'reon amajor road." Lew laughed. " And what with the L eague expandin' there's been no shortage of wars.
I'vefought in every one since the Confeder ates defeated L eopold of the Habsburgs near Schwyz in 1315. |'ve become a
good citizen of the cantons so asto live here and do the Master'swork."

" Sowho'sto watch over the Master when we'redead?" Guy asked testily. " The young of our own village don't care for



tradition. Hah, there's scar cely any young left!"

"That'saswhy we'rehere” replied Lew, forever optimistic. " That'swhy you revived the Master from his sleep, brought
him over the salt sea, crossed the Kingdom of France, fought the Jacquerie and climbed up hereinto the Berner Alpen."

" Coald, bareplace."
"1 likeit. Came herewi' Tom Greenhelm in 1311.1 dug

theicefor hischambers, even married a wench | rescued near the Grimsel Pass. Ah Guy, we're lucky to see such
wonder s as these mountains, just aswe're lucky to have met the Master."

"Lucky? My bones ache with the cold, and | can't draw breath of God'sair aseasy ascan in England. Lungs hurt, feet
hurt, pileshurt, and for what? End of our livesand end of tradition! In a few daysthe Master leaves us, then whereare

we?"

"Herein Marlenk. Come spring we'll go down into Ob-walden and marry you to a fat widow. What with warsand the
plaguethere's a shortage of husbands. You could have the empty cottage near mine."

"Me? Liveon thisiciclein the middle of nowhere?"

"Why not? Much commer ce and news goes by on that road, and all manner of folk call in hereto—ah, see? A traveler on
thebridge. Looksto beapriest."

They watched a man in adark clerical tunic with a pilgrim's badge pay thetoll, then come tramping up the path to the
village, hisiron-shod clogs clinking against the stones. He leaned wearily on his staff, and hailing them in Latin he
asked what language they spoke. Lew replied that Latin would suffice. They had both learned it for yearsin preparation
for Vitellan'srevival.

" Father Guillaume of Chalon," said the priest, asif he expected them to know him by reputation. After a moment he
took the cue from their blank stares. " 1'm a scholar, well known in northern France. As| passed through Berne with my
fellow pilgrimsthe bishop there told me a wondroustale of an English traveler named Vitellan. He'd left a week before
us, so we hastened to catch up."

"Yewish totalk of learned mattersto Master Vitellan?" asked Lew.

"Yes, very learned matters. The bishop said that Vitellan is soon to leave again, for places where none of us may follow."
Lew looked to Guy and raised his eyebrows. Guy nodded. Their Master'sinstructions had been quite clear: he would
always be available to talk with scholars. Lew stamped off to his cottage, wher e Vitellan was staying. The Countess of
Hussontal was at theinn, and to avoid unsavory

rumors Vitellan now refused to sleep under the sameroof as her.

" So what of the Master d'ye know?" asked Guy.

" That hewas a Roman soldier, that he fought the Daneswith Alfred the Great of England, and that he was born in the
timeof Christ."

"How much d'ye believe?"

"1 keep my mind open. He may be a fraud, he may be a madman. He may be L azarus, raised from the dead by Christ and
now unableto die. He may even be the devil, trying to tempt us."

"He'snone o' those," said Guy defensively. " He's slept packed in ice beneath our villagein England for most time. On
his own reckonin' he'd not have walked the earth and breathed God's air more than thirty-six yearsout of all his
centuries.”

"Hesdlept inice? In England?"

" Aye. We harvested icein winter to last through summer, but now the young folk don't carefor tradition. They want to
servein great castles, or fight in France or even fight in the Holy Land.”

" Surely not, there's not been a crusade for ninety years."



" Aht, some Cyprus prince plans a Ninth Crusade once he ascends the throne, but no matter. Our young folk will turn to
anything rather than tend the Master'sice. That'swhy we're here in—ah, what's that new name for the Cantons
L eague?"

" Switzerland."

" Switzerland, wherethere be mountains an' riversof ice all year round and Master Vitellan can sleep without ice
harvests."

Thepriest nodded asif he already under stood the wonder s being explained.

"How long has your village kept him frozen?"

"Oh, | don't know countin'. Master Vitellan'sfather met wi' Christ, so that's how old he be."
" But that's thirteen centuries, at least.”

" Aye, that soundsto beright. He was unfrozen once, as| knowsit, and defeated the Danes. Now our villagein England is
all but deserted and can't make ice. We planned for

it, though, so the Master's been unfrozen again and brought here."
"1 don't follow."

"We'reall old, we can do nowt but launch the Master one last time, wish him well, then live what lives we have l€eft in
fear o' God asthe good Christians we be."

Thepriest frowned. " So your master isnot immortal," hesaid flatly. " While awake he ages as we do, but when he
sleeps, he sleepsin ice for centuries."

" Aye, that he does," Guy confirmed, but Father Guil-laume was no longer paying him attention. Lew was returning with
a man of medium height dressed in a quilted surcoat, war boots and shoulder cape. His face was emaciated, but his
features wer e still recognizably Mediterranean.

Much of thetraffic that passed over the Alps between the Italian states and therest of Europe came by Marlenk, and its
people knew of the latest fashionsin dress and cuisine even befor e those who lived in the capitals of the great kingdoms.
Marlenk'sinn was the focus of the local economy, and although most of its patrons were humble pilgrims and

mer chants, it was sometimes used by nobles. Tonight there was a French countess, the knight commanding her escort, a
great scholar, and an English traveler named Vitellan to whom they all deferred.

Fresh straw was on the floor, and the table was set before the fire and laid with two layers of damask. The
serving-trestles wer e already heavy with pewter plate, although some silver had been put out for the use of the
countess.'The French knight, Raymond, entered. He surveyed the room, then checked with the guards outside. The sky
was clear and the moon full, and he shivered with the implication before returning inside and sending a maid for his
sister, the countess. He was a survivor of Poitiersand had an ugly scar on hisupper cheek to show for it. To distract eyes
from hisface he wore a tunic gleaming with Bargello work in silver thread, and a wide hip belt with polished latten
plates sewn all around.

Theinnkeeper, local priest, and captain of the militia passed as the dignitaries of Marlenk, and were waiting by

thefire and wearing their best. Vitellan entered with Father Guillaume, and a moment later the countess appeared. She
had changed out of her traveling robes alr eady, and was wearing a green sleeveless surcoat with diagonal ver milion
striping over a gown with tight, buttoned sleeves. Her hair was netted, and framed by a long silk veil, adding a suggestion
of modesty to what was other wise the height of fashionable dress. The sweet scent of her concealed ambergris
pomme-d'embre cut through thelingering reek of therecently evicted cattle and sheep.

While introductions wer e being made over sheep marrow frittersand goose heart pastries, Lew and Guy crept in with
their firewood and began to stoke up the blaze. Theinnkeeper served wine mulled with his best spices.

"These spices are from further away than our geographers could guess at,” hetold the knight as he sipped from his
goblet.

"But never asfar asMaster Vitellan'sjourney," added the countess. The innkeeper waited to see that the otherswere
smiling and nodding befor e responding with a polite laugh himself.



Over bacon broth Vitellan gave what was by now a well-rehear sed account of how he had obtained ajar of what was now
known in hisvillage as either the Frigidarium Elixir or the Oil of Frosts. Thisallowed him to be frozen without dying.
Lew wasthen called over to recite a couple of dozen ver ses of an epic describing how the Roman's servants had
established the village of Durvonum, now Durvas, in the southwest of England, and how they had harvested ice each
winter to keep their master preserved through thirteen hundred English summers. A roast piglet was brought in on a
large dish, flanked by capon pastry subtletiesin the form of towersthat seemed to guard it. Serious conver sation trailed
off, to be replaced by the soft notes of a slender lap-harp under the fingers of a thin, intense Bohemian itinerant.
Vitellan, who could eat no solids, was given more broth.

Father Guillaume of Chalon rapidly proved himself to be an enigma. He knew all the courtesies to be accorded the
countess and her knight, yet he displayed brash familiarity as well. Once the piglet had been reduced to bones Vitellan

took up hisstory again, explaining that traditions had begun to break down in his English village at the start of the
century. The |l cekeeper of thetime, Tom Greenhelm, made a decision to move Vitellan to the perennial snows of
Switzerland. Tom journeyed there with six others, including the teenage L ew, and they explored and dug at several sites.
It was forty-seven years beforethey had finally excavated a chamber that was suitable. Tom, well over eighty by then,
returned to England and had the Master revived. He presented Vitellan with a map sealed in a lead tube that showed
wherethe new Frigidarium was located, then died some days later in hissleep. Guy Foxtread was appointed the new

| cekeeper.

"The higher regions of the Berner Alpen are permanently frozen," Vitellan concluded, " so | shall not need villagersto
supply my new Frigidarium with ice."

Vitellan had spent many such evenings with the scholars, clergy, and nobles of the time. First they would marvel at how
he had preserved himself, then they would move on to subjects closer to their hearts. The clergy would ask about Christ,
the apostles, and whatever other saints he might have met; nobles would want to discuss Roman fortifications and
fighting arts; scholarswould be eager to know if he had read manuscripts that were by now incomplete or lost. The
countess sat serene and smiling, saying little but very proud of her unique and brilliant protege. Guy and L ew sat beside
thefire, sipping at the local beer and listening to the harpist. Three men of the escort stood by the door, alert but
expecting no trouble.

"1 can see weaknesses in your Frigidarium," declared Guillaume.

Hisvoice was sharp, cutting through the pleasantly drowsy mood. Vitellan blinked and sat up. Nobody had ever
questioned his Frigidarium's viability before.

"You question that Master Vitellan iswho heis?" asked the countess, indignation in her voice. The other conver sations
died as she spoke.

"Oh no, great lady, not at all," Guillaumereplied, now with the breathless eager ness of an experienced debater. " |
merely wonder how he solved certain difficult problems.”

" Please, name them," urged Vitellan.

"Your new Frigidarium needs no people to maintain theice, but you still need peopleto revive you. Whoisto do that?"
"Master Vitellan saved me from the Jacques,” the countessinterjected. " That countsfor alot. My descendants will see
toit that heisrevived. The map showing thelocation of the Frigidarium and instructionsfor reviving him will be kept in
my castle. If English peasants could keep the first Frigidarium working for over thirteen centuries, French nobles could

do at least aswell."

The countess was used to her word being taken asthe ultimate verdict in any dispute. It never crossed her mind that
Guillaume might not accept it. She failed to notice his strange, eager, even predatory expression.

"1 disagree!” he exclaimed, leaning over thetable and raising a finger for emphasis. The countess gasped with surprise,
but Guillaume went on, even as she opened her mouth. " With the great ritual of ice-gathering to keep Vitellan's
memory alive, the English villagers were forced to preserve the revival knowledge as well. People forget more easily if
thereisno actual work to do. Tradition aloneis not enough to sustain a memory."

Vitellan restrained the countess with a discreet gesture, but did not take his eyes from Guillaume.

"1 havefaith in my good patroness and her descendants. Thereisarisk, but then merely being aliverisks death."

" But thisisnot just a matter of life and death. You might remain in the ice forever, neither alive nor dead. The Day of



Judgment would come."

g

" So study the Bible! The Day of Judgment will not mean the end of the physical world'—that has been revealed to us by
God. Theworld will continue to exist, aswill the ice of these mountains, aswill you in your Frigidarium. For you there
will be neither the glories of Heaven nor the torments of Hell: you will be neither alive nor dead for eternity."
Guillaume sat back and folded hisarms. His eyes were wide and hislips apart in a shallow smile.

"Theyear 1000 was thought to herald the Day of Judg-

ment, yet it did not happen. | slept through it inside my Frigidarium." " You took a chance.”

" Passing through Beauvais and Brie when the Jacquerie were on the rampage was taking a chance. Traveling in France
at all with,the Free Companies pillaging and looting was taking a chance."

"Your Frigidarium could be a gift of the devil. It'sa machine to defy the will of God, a blasphemy to be stopped by the
might of the Church."

" So what is blasphemy? Christ revealed that even the smallest bird iswatched over by God, so | believe that He watches
over me aswell. If on the Day of Judgment He sendsfire to melt theice around me, my body will truly die and my soul
will be judged.”

"Would God go to so much trouble? You seem to flatter yourself unduly.”
"Now who istalking blasphemy?"

Theinnkeeper raised an eyebrow to a watchful maidservant, and the argument was interrupted by the sodden trenchers
being cleared away. Theremains of the piglet wereleft to be picked at.

"Indeed, indeed, blasphemy is as much politics as theology,” conceded Guillaume amid the clatter. " Perhaps my fears
are unfounded. Surely a noble French family can do at least aswell asyour loyal peasants. But tell me, Vitellan, why do
you travel thus?"

"You study the past, | study thefuture. | hopeto reach the year 2000 with my next sleep. Perhaps| shall stop there and
diein some wonderful castlein the company of the nobles and scholars of that year. Perhaps| shall return to theiceto
journey on."

" And what of thesetimes?" asked the countess. " Who will be remembered? What isour most memorable
achievement?"

"The English philosopher William of Ockham made such advancesin clear thought as have not been seen sincethe
great Greek thinkerslike Aristotle. | missed William of Ockham by a mere eight years, such a pity. If theworld of the
year 2000 isvery different it will be be-

cause of him. Black powder isthe greatest and most terrible invention to come from your times, and it too will mold the
future."

The answer disappointed the countess, who turned to her brother for assistance.

" But surely the English longbow is more devastating,” Raymond protested. " We French were annihilated by it at Crecy
and Poitiers."

" Only because you allowed the English to choose the battlefield,” replied Vitellan. " Black powder hand-gonnes demand
neither thetraining nor the strength of a bowman, while the large bombards are mor e portable and ver satile than
catapults.”

" Such weapons have no placein chivalry," admonished the countess, and Raymond nodded his approval.

" Chivalry isa good and civilizing code, | am not denying that. Black powder isa fact of life, however, and the task of
chivalry should be to moderate itsuse.”

A spiced appletart was brought in, steaming fresh from the oven. While it was being apportioned the serving trestles
wer e spread with honey pastries, roasted nutsin cinnamon, and little bowls of spicesto aid digestion. Guillaume's



aggression seemed to drain away, much to the company'srelief, and they wereinclined to humor the abrasive yet
per ceptive guest.

" Sweet Saracen delights," observed Guillaume. " At least something good came out of the Crusades.”

"My cook was a Genoese seaman, he made many voyages to the Mameluke Sultanate," the innkeeper explained.
" So now the sailor livesin the mountains?"

"Therewastrouble over alost ship; the mountains seemed better for hishealth."

" Ah, indeed, we are all fugitives from one thing or another,” Guillaumereplied, turning back to Vitellan. "May | see
the Frigidarium Elixir that keepsyou alive while frozen in your time ship?"

Vitellan drew back the dagger-pin closur e of hislarge pouch and took out a bottle wrapped in cloth. He unwr apped
enough of the neck to display the viscous, honey-brown fluid inside.

"1 drink alittle each day now, to accustom my body toit. A full dose all at once would be deadly."

Guillaume peered at it. "Wereyou todrink it all at once and then be frozen, you'd not die until thawed out centuries
later.”

"Yes, but why do such athing?"

"Why indeed . . . but now to your Frigidarium. Suppose that peasants found it, peasants who could not read the revival
instructions. They might think you a corpse, and carry your body away for burial in consecrated soil in somewarm
valley. Your flesh would thaw, the wormswould eat you."

Vitellan held up a small lead tube that hung from hisneck on aleather thong. " Nobody will find me. Tom hid the
Frigidarium well, and the only map of itslocation isin here. His men were blindfolded when they were taken to dig it,
and now Tom himself isdead. In aday or two | shall break the seal, study the map, then giveit to the countess before
setting off aloneto sleep in theice again."

Guillaume nodded asiif satisfied, then reached into his tunic and withdrew something that he showed only to Vitellan
and asked, " What might this be?"

"1t looksto be a favor, such as alady might give a knight who isabout to fight in a tourney or battle."

Guillaume stood up, then slowly walked around to the front of the table, the side wher e the food was served from. He
stood with hisback to thefire.

"1 am Jacque Bonhomme, King of the Jacquerie!" he announced. Hetook a pace back in anticipation of their reaction,
but was disappointed. Vitellan's expression did not change, the militia captain and innkeeper looked up to therafters,
and thelocal priest suddenly took a strong interest in a stain on the tablecloth. Raymond turned to the countess, who
gave a slight sneer and folded her arms, asif Guillaume had done something asill mannered as farting.

" After the burning of Meaux my husband made at least thirty villeins confess to being Jacque Bonhomme under
torture," shesaid coldly. " Many others have admitted to the nameto gain notoriety, and all were more convincing than
you."

Guillaume gloated for a moment, then smiling broadly he held up a gold bracelet tied with a braid of brunette hair and
1*t7

tossed it among the bones of the piglet on the pewter dish. The countess shrieked as she recognized both hair and
bauble, then jammed her fist into her mouth.

"My sister, what isit?" asked Raymond.
Shelowered her hand. Blood streamed from the knuckles. " He has Lucretia."

Raymond snatched up his eating dagger even asthe countess seized him, and they fell struggling across the table. The
trestles collapsed, bringing it crashing down. The knight was restrained with some difficulty by his own men.

"Very wise of the countess," said Guillaume. " My death would mean her daughter's death."



"What do you want?" she asked, her voice contorted by a conflict between fear and contempt.
" Nothing that you can give me, great lady," hereplied, while staring straight at Vitellan.

Slowly and deliberately, asif he were picking up the gauntlet of challenge, Vitellan bent over and lifted the braid and
bangle from the scattered bones on the floor.

"You have the child and you are dangerous,” hesaid bluntly, " but that does not make you Jacque Bonhomme. How did
you abduct her?"

"The good countess sent for a great scholar toinstruct her daughter in religion, arts, and the philosophies. A benign and
pious man. | met him on theroad, spoke with him at length, then sent him to paradise and continued to her castlein his
place. When | arrived the countess had departed for the Alpswith you, and the count was away helping the Dauphin
defend Paris, or so| wastold. The servantsreadily accepted and trusted me, as| was obviously a great scholar—"

"Who areyou?" screamed the countess.
"Why, HisRoyal M ajesty Jacque Bonhomme, none other."
"Thereal King of the Jacques was Guillaume Cale," said Raymond. " Charles of Navarre captured him at Clermont—"

"By unchivalroustreachery!" snarled the priest. " He was put in chains, crowned King of the Jacqueswith a circlet of
red-hot iron, then beheaded." Guillaume paused, gasping

for breath as he fought down emotion. " But / wasthe original Jacque Bonhomme. | was a priest, and a teacher of great
repute. A wealthy knight employed meto instruct hischildren, but after a few monthsthe eldest girl was got with child.
Thelittle vixen named me asthe father, and it was her word against mine. Noble against cleric! Of course the judgment
went against me, but as a sop to my obviousinnocence it was arranged that | should escape and flee.

" Ruined, bitter, and a fugitive, | took refugein the nearby village of St. Leu. | noticed that there was discontent among
thevilleins, their lot had never been easy. Their work supported everyone, yet they got nothing but crumbs and abuse for
their toil. Brigands and the Free Companies stole their livestock, their seed grain, even their cooking pots—and finally
the Dauphin sent his noblesto seize supplies for the blockade of Paris.

" That wastoo much. The nobles had let King John be captured through their cowardice at Poitiers, and now they were
fighting among themselves instead of defending then-people against the English and brigands. What of their noblesse
oblige? The noblesfelt no obligation to their villeins.

" Oneday after vesperstherewas a gathering of angry men in the cemetery. They'd been recently set upon and robbed. A
few speakers got up and ranted incoherently against the nobles, then it was my turn. | am atrained orator and well
educated, | put ideas behind their resentment, | rallied them. | stood on the earth of a freshly dug grave and shouted that
the nobles of France had betrayed therealm, that they were a disgrace and that they should all bekilled. | got the men
shouting and cheering, they waved pitchforks, pikes, knives, and scythesand called for blood. M ore and more came over
to see what wasthefuss. | had, oh, six hundred men hanging on my every word.

"1 pointed to the house of a knight who lived not far from town and told the crowd to burn and Kill all gentry. They did
just that. WeKkilled the knight and hisfamily and burned their placeto a shell. More flocked to us, and as the numbers
grew, so did my courage. | led my army to the castle of my former student'sfather. Hisguardsfled at our approach, and
wetook the place with not much trouble. Wetied him to

a post and made him watch while his highborn daughter s and wife wer e stripped and held down on the good soil of
Beauvais. Thistime| did sample the charms of my dainty little student, aye, and with all of my loyal villeins cheering.
Asmany villeins as felt inclined then bestrode the women of that family while the knight looked on and screamed
himself hoarse. Then we cut their throats. Asthe castle burned | was proclaimed King of the Jacques, and we went on to
burn, loot, kill, aye, and plough the furrow of many alady of high birth."

The countess turned away, unable to face Guillaume any longer, but she caught sight of the braid and banglein
Vitellan'shand. Her daughter was being held by the very men who had done those atrocities, and for all her rank and
authority she was powerless. Black specks gathered and swarmed before her eyes as she fainted. L ew, Guy, and Raymond
carried her to a bench against the wall.

" So shedoesn't like my story," sneered Guillaume. " Well, what about one by another Guillaume, Guillaume de
Ju-mieges, for example? He wrote of a peasant uprising in Normandy two hundred years ago. Not a violent battle, just
honest men throwing off harsh laws. They elected deputiesto speak with their duke, but he sent soldiersto scatter them



and seize the deputies. He had their hands and feet chopped off and returned them to their villages as a lesson in
obedience. Well? Was that any better? | could tell dozens more such tales from the years before and since.”

The countess remained insensible. The others said nothing.

"My Jacques wer e unstoppable. We burned five dozen castles and great houses, we could have gone on to seize the whole
of France. Oh, the nobles camein force against us, yet they had no nerve and more villeins flocked to our ranksthan
they could kill. We began to recruit men with military training, Guillaume Cale and even Etienne Marcel. We had a
hundred thousand men . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off, and he lowered his gazeto the straw at hisfeet.

"Yet theinvincible Jacquerie were crushed at Meaux," Vitellan concluded for him.

" Silence!" bellowed Guillaume, looking up and clench-

ing hisfists. Silence followed. He looked about the room, took a deep breath, then stared coldly at Vitellan. " Mind your
tongue, historian of the future. Lucretia's life hangs by my fingertips.”

"1f you try to leavein amind to kill her, you will not leave here alive." Vitellan's voice was equally cold and emphatic.
"1f the moon touchesthe peaks beforel return shewill diein any case. Jean, my deputy, has clear instructions.”
" So, we had better ensurethat you leave in a good humor. What do you want with me?"

"Meaux, Meaux," he muttered. " You want to know why | need your help, Roman? It's because God's judgment was
against me at M eaux. Therewas a miracle. We had the Dauphin'swife, sister, daughter, and three hundred other noble
ladies penned up in the Market of Meaux. The mayor, the magistrates, the citizens all came over to us and opened the
town. My Jacques were all ready to do a stout job of ploughing those noblewomen, and they wer e defended by scar cely
ten dozen fighting men. Then ... it was a miracle, there's no other accounting for it. Twenty-five knightsand a mere
hundred men-at-ar ms against nine thousand Jacques, odds of seventy-fiveto one. They cut down our vanguard on the
bridge between the Market and the city, then began to advance. Suddenly men-at-arms who had been coweringin their
houses saw what was happening and came rushing down to rally behind them. It was God'sjudgment, and it was against
me."

Helooked around theroom, almost asif expecting sympathy.

" Hellfire cannot cometoo quickly for you," said the reviving countess as Raymond helped her to sit up.

" For what? Killing knights, nobles, and their whores? Nobles should protect their villeins, yet you treated us as cattle,
then abandoned usto the English Free Companies. Villeinswho dared to even whimper werekilled or mutilated, their
goods pillaged, their wives bent over the nearest wall and bulled, and their daughters carried off to be harlots. Where was
your justice for my people?"

"Your people?" shouted the countess. " You are a priest

and a scholar. Thevilleins are not your people, you should minister to them but not become one of them. We are your
people!”

" Oh ho, so now you want me back? Father Guillaume, Father Guillaume, please come back, it was all a mistake."
"lsLucretiaunharmed?" asked Vitellan, breaking a long, delicately balanced silence.

"Would | damage the walls that keep me safe? Of cour se she's unharmed. She's been forced to eat good peasant bread
and walk theroad on her own two feet. She haswind and blisters, nothing more."

"What do you want in exchange for her?"
" The meansto escape unpardonable sin and hellfire,* Guillaumereplied smoothly.

"Thereisno unpardonablesin,” exclaimed the Marlenk priest, trying to sound magnanimous and reassuring. " Let me
confessyou, give back the girl, then go your way."

" Fool! God performed a miracleto stop me, He sided with the nobles of France. | hate Him for that!" Hisvoice had risen
to a scream, but he caught himself. He stood facing them, panting and shivering. " | despise divinejustice, but | fear
hellfire. | could confess my sins, yet I'm not sorry for them so they cannot be forgiven. Centurion Vitellan, your noble
French patronsforced meinto sin, so you must help me escape. | want your Frigidarium."



"You—want my Frigidarium? How could that help you?"

Although he was desper ate, Guillaume's one means of escape clearly terrified him. His nostrils flared, his eyes
protruded like those of aterrified ox before the butcher's stall. At last he took a deep breath and began to explain.

"Werel apagan Greek, | might have planned to steal Charon'sboat and drop the anchor midstream in the River Styx,
suspending myself between life and death to escape punishment in the afterlife. Because | am a Christian | don't believe
in Charon, yet | have still devised a way to suspend myself between life and death. I'll freeze myself undead in your ice
chamber, with nobody knowing my location and nobody to revive me. The Day of Judgment will pass, and my immortal
soul will be suspended in icefor eternity. Your Frigidarium will let me cheat God Himself."

The Marlenk priest was appalled. " Blasphemy, heresy!" hecried. " God can see everything, he'll melt theice. His
justice—"

"But God islazy, and cares nothing for justice. He watches over nobles and ignores cipherslike me until our allotted
timeisdone. He'll not bother to melt all the ice of the Berner Alpen to catch me."

"Theelixir will ravage your stomach unless you accus-tomize your self to it for months," warned Vitellan. " Todrink a
full dose means death within days, at most."

"What do 1 carefor astomach? I'll burn holesin it with your elixir, then freeze myself before death can claim me."
" And your Jacques? Surely they cannot all wish to be frozen for eternity?"

"They think that I'm hereto steal an elixir of invisibility from you. I'll take them to the Frigidarium, and when they
drink your elixir we'll all be saved from eternal punishment together. My Jacques will never know what a favor | did
them."

Vitellan took out*the bottle and stared at it. "I do not know the method of making the elixir. What remainsin thisbottle
isthelast that | have."

"Then your choiceis more difficult. Those Jacques acr oss the ravine have ravished more noblewomen and their
daughtersthan anyonein all theworld, Centurion Vitellan. Choose between your Frigidarium and the girl. A scrap of
parchment and a bottle of poison for her virginity and life."

"Hothere Jean, he'sback," called the lookout asthe figure of the priest appeared in the moonlight.

The Jacques wer e edgy, and none of them were asleep. They tumbled out of their tents and stood waiting. There wereten
of them, the elite of the Jacques, all surly, confident villeins. Some wer e armed with axes and two had swords. Therest
had bound spear-bladesto their pilgrim staffs. Lucretia was hobbled, and tethered to one of the Jacques by a length of
rope. She began to whimper as she was hauled after him.

"He'swalkin' asbrisk asalways, so they can't havetortured him," Jean observed asthe priest reached the bridge.

"Lord Bonhomme, did ye get the elixir to make men invisible?" called the lookout. The priest held up slim phialsin
bpth hands, then reached down hurriedly asthe bridge swayed under him.

"Fool!" shouted Jean as he backhanded the lookout acrossthe face. " He nearly dropped 'em. Shut up and stand back
until he's safely over. All of ye!"

The moment that he stepped off the bridge they crowded anxiously around him—but the phialsin his hands suddenly
became dagger s as Vitellan rever sed them and plunged one into Jean'sthroat, then backhanded the other into the
lookout's eye. A man holding a spear lunged forward, but the blade only scraped hidden chainmail before Vitellan
dropped one dagger to seize the shaft and pull him down onto the other. A sword thudded heavily onto the mail on his
back, sending him reeling, yet he lunged forward at the Jacque who was tethered to Lucretia, feinting an overhand blow
with the shaft of the spear before stabbing him in the abdomen with hisdagger. Heripped upward asthe man gave a
wheezing shriek, then dropped the dagger and faced the otherswith the spear.

Now luck cameto the Roman'said. One of the six remaining Jacques backed off too far. Helost hisfooting and tumbled
into the gorge with a piercing, echoing scream. At thisthe others broke and fled. Oneran across the bridge, only to be
seized and hurled into the gorge by the sentries. Where the road followed a narrowing of theravine the rest were cut
down by a shower of arrowsthat lashed acrossthe gap from the hidden Marlenk militia.

Vitellan cut the girl free. She did not move, except to stare from one body to another asif unable to comprehend that her
long nightmar e could have been ended so quickly.



" Areyou the Roman soldier?" sheasked in Latin.
Vitellan pushed back the hood and moonlight gleamed on his face.
"Yes, | am Vitellan. And areyou Lucretiaunder all that grime?"

Shethrew her arms around his neck by way of reply, and did not let go until he had carried her acrossthe bridgeto the
countess.

Jacque Bonhomme had betrayed everyone. After Vitellan surrendered the sealed map and elixir to him he had cut the
lead tube open and studied Tom Greenhelm'sdirections. Then he left, telling them to stay where they were, and that the
girl would be sent acrossthe bridge before it was destroyed to cover their retreat. They waited, but Lucretia did not come.
Lew crept out to check with the sentries at the bridge. They reported that nobody had crossed since sunset, and in the
moonlight Lew found fresh footprintsin the snow leading off into the highlands behind Marlenk.

The moon was nearing the mountain peaks as Vitellan put on his mailshirt and borrowed robes from the Marlenk priest.
The Jacques would be expecting a priest to return acrossthe bridge, and after that the odds would be merely ten to one.
That was still more than seven times better than the odds when he had faced the Jacquerie at M eaux beside the Count de
Foix and the Captal de Buch ... and the Roman army had trained its officer s exceptionally well.

Raymond and his squire helped Vitellan out of his chain-mail.

"God be praised that thegirl issafe," said the knight. " Yet what a pity that the monster Jacque Bonhomme escaped all
punishment by using your Frigidarium."

"He hasnot escaped God'sjustice," Vitellan assured him. " Tom Greenhelm worked out an infallible means for my
revival in thefinal Frigidarium that he dug. His men hollowed out a great boulder, lowered it into a deep crevassein a
glacier, then dug the boulder into the wall of the crevasse. Glaciers flow slowly to the lowlands, then melt. The boulder
with Jacque Bonhomme inside will be carried down until one day, centuriesfrom now, it isfreed of theicein some warm
valley. If the gold coinsthat were dug into theicearound it do not attract people to revive him, then hewill dieand rot as
the boulder warms. If heisrevived, the elixir'shurt to his stomach will kill him anyway. Whatever the path, he will be
judged by God. Whether hellfirefollowsisnot for meto say."

" And if the Day of Judgment should come before then?"
"In athousand years and moreit's not happened.”
Thevillage militia was assembling to hunt down the Jacque king as Raymond sent his squire back to theinn

with the chainmail. Vitellan began walking toward the snowdrifts at the edge of Marlenk, and he beckoned the French
knight to follow.

" The countess kissed you with unseemly ardor just now," said Raymond. " Sheisof a mind to bed you. |—I cannot deny
that you have done great deedsfor her, yet | must appeal to your honor. Please, respect her rank and position—"

"We shall be behind that snowdrift in a few moments. | want you to help me scoop out atrench in it. | shall take off my
robes and lie down naked in the snow. When | stop breathing you must cover me with snow, then fetch Guy and Lew."

Raymond stared in surprise, then shivered at the thought.
" But without your elixir you will die."

"Thereiselixir in my blood, enough for one more leap through time. | have been sipping at it for some weeksto
reaccustom myself to its potency. Here, thisisa good place."

"Master Vitellan, this snow will melt in spring.”

" But by then Lew and Guy will have hollowed out a proper Frigidarium in some deep ravine and carried my body there.
Come now, dig. You can make up some story about me being lost in the hunt for Jacque Bonhomme, and there will be no
mor e Vitellan to tempt the countessto impurelove. Return in ayear or so. Lew and Guy will give you a map and the
instructionsto revive me. Givethem to Lucretia when the countessis dead. Ask her to establish atradition torevive me
in her family. Never tell the countess where my body is hidden: she may try to have me revived."

It did not take long to scrape out a trench in the newly fallen snow. Vitellan began to disrobe.



"Remember, tell Guy and Lew to dig into a deep, blind ravine, wheretheice never meltsor moves. Tell them that my
will istoberevived in . . . let usmakeit 2054, when | shall be two thousand yearsold."

"But Master Vitellan, why not a glacier, so that you may still have a chance should L ucretia's descendants fail you? I'll
give Guy gold coinsto bury nearby to attract searchers.”

"No! Tom Greenhelm studied glaciersfor decades. Their

ice splits, distorts, and shatters. Without a hollow boulder to protect my body it would be mangled beyond revival. No, it
must be a deep ravine wher e theice does not move."

Naked and shivering, Vitellan lay down in the trench.

" Heaven and saints! So-so cold. Quickly, pack snow. All around, every p-part but... not my face. N-not yet."
" God forgive me, I'm Killing you."

"No! Only ... sleep. W-when breath and t-talk stop, cover face. T-tell Guy ..."

"1'll doit. By my lifel'll doit. Vitellan? Master Vitellan?"

Every man who could be spared set off after Jacque Bonhomme but histrail was soon lost amid the glaciers, ravines, and
ridges of the mountains. The countess fell into an exhausted sleep with her daughter in her arms, and did not awake
until nearly noon the following day. By then the weather had closed in, and it was snowing heavily. Two of the Marlenk
militia died of exposur e before they could return from the hunt. The Marlenk priest recorded the deaths of three

sear chers.

The Count of Hussontal gathered a small group of fanatical knightstogether and spent the next nineyearsraiding the
English Free Companies. Several of the small, savage battles that he provoked wer e against odds of two or threeto one,
and he did much to weaken the myth of invincibility surrounding the English after the Battle of Poitiers. The countess
invited him to return to their estates when shelearned that he had lost an eye and had had hisright knee shattered by
an English mace. Although she had forgiven him, he was unableto do the same for himself. Whenever there was fighting
anywhere he would leave for it at once. He waskilled by an exploding bombard in 1374.

For a medieval knight Raymond lived uncommonly long. He was there to whisper thetruth about Vitellan to the
countesson her deathbed, then watch her die at peace. L ucretia had already been told what had happened by then, and
sheundertook to establish a tradition to revive Vitellan, yet... Jacque Bonhomme, Father Guillaume, whatever name he
went by, he had been right. Lucretia's great-great-grandson fell from his horse and broke his neck while hunting before
the story

of the Roman hero had been explained to his own five-year-old son. The parchmentsand map that Lucretia had placed in
the family archives remained undisturbed until the castle was looted and burned in 1795. Both Roman officer and
peasant |cing slept on, oblivious, the latter inching hisway toward thaw and death, the former with only a scrap of
parchment between him and a headlong plunge into eter nity. With the paranoia common to all good | cekeepers, Guy had
made a second, secret map to Vitellan's frozen refuge against time.

Guy returned to England, although on hisway he called in at the estate of Anne de Boucien. He was delayed for some
months, journeying on only after they were married. The new match made Guy the stepfather to Louise, Marie, and
Jean, and later the father of two children of hisown. Once Jean was old enough to run hisfather's estate, Lady Anne
went to livein Durvas.

Guy became Mayor aswell as | cekeeper, and with the money from Anne's French fortunes gradually built the declining
village back into a thriving community. Even Raymond'slong life paled as an achievement when compared to Guy's
death in hisnineties. To survive both the Black Death and some of the wor st fighting of the Hundred Years War he had
had avery strong grip on life.

The secret of Vitellan'sresting place was preserved in the second map in the Durvas ar chives, and the tradition of
maintaining the village Frigidarium was revived by new generations of | cekeepers. The climate cooled again, and what
later became known asthe Little I ce Age ended the long, warm medieval summer. Once morethe Durvas Frigidarium
had work as storage for frozen meat, although | cekeepers still dreamed wistfully of returning the Master to the stone
bench that was always kept respectfully empty. Each new | cekeeper'sfirst duty was a pilgrimage to the Swiss Alpsto
check that theresting place of the Master was undisturbed.

In the nineteenth century a Durvas engineer was among the first to experiment successfully with refrigeration



machines, using new discoveriesin gasthermodynamics. Durvas grew first into a large manufacturing center, then into
a corporation called the Village. It was bombed during World

War 11, but was soon rebuilt and went on to grow into a medium-sized city by the end of the twentieth century. The
University of Durvas specialized in the study of cryogenics and techniques of suspended animation. Asfar asthe people
of Durvas wer e concer ned the very existence of Vitellan had faded into the folktales and ballads that were sungin local
pubsand at May and harvest fairs, but for the members of the Village Corporate it was different. Vitellan wasin theory
their chief executive officer, and the entire legend was explained to each new recruit. He was the Centurion of Durvas,
and they were stewards of hisrapidly expanding empire.

The story of Jacque Bonhomme had been a slur on the memory of Vitellan, at least asfar as Guy Foxtread had been
concerned. He saw to it that all records of what had really happened at Marlenk wererewritten to denigrate the King of
the Jacquerie. Astime passed historians grew uncertain whether the original Jacque Bonhomme had ever existed, or had
merely been figurative.

Thetwenty-first century opened to increasing excitement in the exclusive innermost circle of the Village Corporate, for
their secret Master's scheduled revival in 2054 was within the probable lifetimes of even those who were middle-aged.

Vitellan would be two thousand year s old, and he would inherit a mighty corporation that was more far-flung than
Rome'sempire had ever been.

4

the centurion's champion

Durvas, Britain: 12 November 2028, Anno Domini

The lcekeeper of Durvaslay dead in the smoking ruins of the Village Imprint Resear ch Clinic, his chest smashed to
bloody pulp and splintered bone by a burst of tumble-shot. The rescue crewsignored hisbody, and even Lord Wallace
gaveit no morethan a glance as he inspected the shattered pile of rubble and collapsed slabs. Downwash from a sky-

grapple'srotorsraised swirling dust and smoke like the special effectsin a cheap disaster vid.

" Anderson, whereisthe Master 7" demanded Lord Wallace in an oddly thin, high voice when he reached Durvas
cor porate mar shal.

"Under that,” Anderson replied, wild-eyed and breathless, pointing to one of the toppled walls which lay alarmingly
level on what had been the clinic floor. " Forty minutes since the attack, and we still have no idea what shape he'sin. My
guessisthat he'sflatline.”

"By thelook of it, he'sflat aswell,” Lord Wallace shouted back above the noise. 'That's a seven-ton slab."

Rescue worker s were swarming over the slab, attaching woven monofiber cables and pressure claws. The down-wash
began to increase as the motor s of the skygrapple spun up to a new pitch. The slab eased up, then the huge machine
heaved itsload sideways and dropped it on a nearby lawn. Nobody was watching; everyone was looking at the remains of

atrolley that had been crushed to a few inches thickness. There was a darkening blot of blood all around it.

A second skygrapple flew in, lowering a cryogenic chamber on a cable asthe medicsrushed forward to tend the crushed
body.

" Careful, don't move him yet," someone called as they began to attach sensorsto scan for life signs.

" Damn you, he's sure to be scan-dead!" shouted Anderson. " Just cut the straps and get what'sleft of him into the
cryochamber asfast as possible. Every second you ar se around means mor e brain damage!"

Lord Wallace counted four fairly lar ge fragments of skull being put into the chamber with the main part of the body. His
gorge began torise, but it was through fear and guilt, not the horror of what had happened to Vitellan's body.

" Scrape up every bit of tissue and get it into the chamber," the marshal was shouting to medics, who were moreinclined
to reach for a fire hose when confronted with such a severely pulverized corpse. It was like collecting the fragments of a
shattered champagne glass for restoration, and just asfutile.

A tiltfan descended smoothly to the disaster site. Cassion,



theclinic'sdirector of surgery, jumped clumsily to the rubble and made hisway through the dust to the chamber with
Vitellan's body.

"Lifesigns?" he demanded of Anderson.

"With respect, sir, you've got to bejoking," hereplied, then hit a stud on the side of the chamber. A hologram of the
crushed body took form in theair in front of them. " Over forty minuteslikethat. All we could do was scrape him off the
trolley and force-chill him at once. I'm not even sure if he has enough oil in histissues for a full freeze."

"Hedoesn't, but | can fix that," said Cassion.

Lord Wallace was grim-faced. " All right, guard what'sleft of him on a shoot-to-kill alert, and get it all into the shaft to
the Deep Frigidarium. What about my son's cryo-chamber ?*

"It'sstored over in South Five," said Anderson. " Ther€'s no damage reported from there.”

"You had better get hischamber to the Deep Frigidarium aswell."

" Right away, Lord Wallace," said Cassion, and heleft at once.

Anderson took Lord Wallace'sarm asthe chamber waslifted away. " The | cekeeper'sdead,” hetold him.

" After what happened heretoday, it'swhat he deserves," replied Lord Wallace coldly. " His security's a disgrace, it
shouldn't be dignified with the name security. The Lumin-iste agents walked in so easily that | actually felt insulted.
Gulden will betheinterim I cekeeper," Lord Wallace declared, asif the decision had been ratified by the Village
Corporate.

" Gulden? He has only minority support on the Corporate.”

"Well he had plenty of support and look at what's happened,” said Lord Wallace, jerking histhumb toward the body of
the I cekeeper. " | know what you'retalking about but now we need the best, not just a good compromise. Bonhomme's
people alwaysrecruit the best, that'swhy all this happened. If it's any consolation to you, | don't like Gulden either."

" So why maintain the | cekeeper position at all? There'sno Master now."

"We've had | cekeeperswith no Master from 1358 to 2016,1 don't see why we should change. Thetrue facts will be kept
from the rest of the Corporate, of course.”

" Of course," echoed the marshal.

Anderson glanced over the shattered building. It was not the damage that unsettled him so much astheimplication of
weaknesses that almost certainly existed elsewherein the organization. What other parts of Village security would
collapse so readily after arelatively small shock, he wondered.

Lord Wallace beckoned to a waiting tiltfan to pick them up and it advanced toward them, floating just above therubble
and raising a cloud of dust. All at once Cassion came running acr oss the rubble from South 5, waving hisarms.

" They've taken one of the cryochambers!" he shouted. " The one with your son's body."
Paris, France: 6 December 2028, Anno Domini

Warmth and contented lethar gy caressed Vitellan, melting memories of the sharp touch of snow on his bare flesh and
theintense, blazing stars of a night in the Berner Alpen latein 1358. It took sometime for his nervesto accept that there
was no mor e cold and pain, and that thiswas the end of the great sleep and not the beginning.

His eyes blinked open and came into focus on someone holding ... he could not identify it, but the man's bearing of alert
confidence suggested that hewasawarrior. Wasit a weapon? Therewas no blade, and it wastoo short to be a mace.
Perhapsit was a distant descendant of the gonnes that he had seen and used as he had traveled through wartorn France?
A hand-held gonne, then, but wher e was the smoke of its fuse? Could it be that—no, impossible.

Vitellan saw white columns beyond the sky-blue blankets of his bed, and there were two men in dark, finely tailored
jackets beneath open white robes with colored, oblong brooches pinned to their chests. Perhaps one of the men was a
woman, Vitellan wondered, hisor her grooming was subtly softer. They walked away, and the one with thewarrior's
bearing walked past again, alert for anything unusual. His gaze scanned across Vitellan's face.



"Hiseyesareopen!" thewarrior exclaimed, jerking hisweapon up to point at the Roman's head. A hand-gonne, there
was no doubt of it. Vitellan thought hiswords familiar, but missed their meaning. Perhapsit was a dialect of French, of
which he only had a smattering. Therewas a patter of approaching footsteps.

"How did he wake so quickly?" asked the woman. " It should not have been for another day."
"Thedevil gives him strength," said the guard.

The peoplein front of Vitellan were milling about in confusion, and he was confused as well. He had survived another
plunge through time, but thiswas all so unfamiliar. Where was the bath of warm water ? His chest was not at all painful
from the pounding torestart hisheart and breathing, yet he was alive. How had these villager srevived him without
pounding his heart back into action? If it came to that, his stomach was not hurting either. After a decade of pain
Vitellan was now quite unsettled by its absence. Sweet scentslike the perfumes of a strange pomme-d'embre hung on
theair.

The architecture was sharp and clean, the walls wer e flawless white. Almost. . . Roman! Had civilization returned to the
styles of the century of hishirth? Hewaslying in a bed. It was soft yet supportive, the blankets wer e clean and pale blue,
and their weave was very fine. Glowing dots winked on the sides of glossy boxes draped with colored strings and cords.
Unfamiliar insects chirped sharply in timewith the lights. Have | slept too long, Vitellan wondered?

More people arrived to mill about in front of him. Most wor e robes like open white togas over dun-colored jackets and
trousers. They have the bearing of senators and their guards, Vitellan speculated. One of the women clothed in white sat
on the bed and peered into his eyes while holding up alight that blazed like a speck of the sun.

"Salve," Vitellan whispered. " Quid est—"

"He's speaking Latin," she said, looking up at someone behind him.

" Bonhomme must betold,” said a man.

"Bonhommeisin Santiago, he flies back tomorrow. Thiswas not expected.”

Vitellan could glean crumbs of meaning from the distant descendant of the French that he had heard in the fourteenth
century. Their manner told him alot more. They were brusque, unfriendly, and suspicious. A horrifying thought crossed
the Roman's mind: they kept saying Bonhomme. These people might think that he was Jacque Bonhomme. Had the
events of... God in Heaven, only last night, become a great legend over the centuriesthat had actually passed? Had he
been revived asthe monster of St. Leu ... or had Bonhomme been discovered and revived first, and gone on to start a new
uprising of Jacquerie?

The sheets and blankets wer e stripped back, and Vitellan saw that he was naked. M or e people came to attach green pads
trailing orange cordsto his limbs. His muscles began to work involuntarily. Once he got over theinitial shock the effect
was quite pleasant, something like a long, languid stretch. None of those tending him spoke L atin, but their French had
something in common with its fourteenth-century ancestor. By concentrating he began to deduce more and more
meaning from what was being spoken around him.

"1 haveword that Bonhommeisreturning,” someone said to one of the guards. " His suborbital lands tomorrow
afternoon. A squad of hisInner Security will take over at the change of shift and remain until hearrives.”

The guard made an unfamiliar gesture, but it had the crispness of a salute. Was L atin as dead as Etruscan by now,
Vitellan wondered? No, one of the, the. . . physicians, perhaps, had definitely recognized hisfirst wordsasLatin. The
physiciansreturned to remove the massaging pads and help him from the bed. At first Vitellan's knees buckled with
every step, but hisstrength returned quickly. Too quickly. His other four revivals had been much worsethan this. They
kept touching little tubesto his skin, tubes that hissed and left the skin tender. When hefinally ate, it wassitting up at a
table. The soup wasfilled with shredded meat and vegetables, yet his stomach did not revolt at the solid pieces or hurt at
all. No pain in his stomach ... he began to take almost sensual pleasurein being free of that pain.

The guard changed as hefinished the soup. Therewere

five newcomers, two women and three men. Each carried a gonne, but they had more of the barbarian's swagger than the
crisp discipline of the previous guards. Two of these guards followed Vitellan and one of the white-robed men into a tiled
room wher e he was washed and scoured by a pair of metal armsthat protruded from thewall. A hose that moved of its
own accord, like a silver snake, drenched him with hot, steaming water. Before being returned to bed Vitellan was
dressed in a green robe that was laced up along the back. He sank to the pillows with relief, exhausted with the strain of
merely walking and eating. He was strapped to the bed, and the bindings wer e strangely soft yet unyielding. Hisarms



wer e |eft free, but the bucklesthat opened to the touch of the physiciansremained inert to hisfingers.

Now Vitellan noticed a new woman among the guar ds— above aver age height, but with an easy grace of movement. She
had dark, slightly wavy hair in a pageboy style, cut so that it could never cover her eyes. Herswas a big smile, an easy
smile, she seemed something of a harlot, but more than that. She blended in by putting people at their ease, rather than
by being suspiciously nondescript. Her figurewasjust alittle thin to draw admiring glances, and she wor e a pastel-blue
skirt—mid-thigh and loose, like that of a Roman youth.

Vitellan wondered if he had met her before. Something about her was comfortingly familiar, yet something else was
unsettling as well. She moved too easily, she was too confident. Most of the othersleft after a few minutes, but the
woman and one physician remained behind with a guard.

She was speaking with the physician when she pointed to the guard and seemed to rub at her finger. Something made a
loud, muffled clack. A wet, red patch appeared at the center of the man's sternum. His eyes bulged with what might have
been horror or disbelief, had he not already been dead from shock. Asthe physician gaped in horror she struck hisneck
with the edge of her hand and he collapsed immediately.

The woman scooped up the guard'sfallen gonne and clipped something to the handle, then she called to the other
guard. Her voice was level, with no alarm at all. As he appeared shefired at hishead. It disintegrated with a sound like a
heavy book being dropped, and hisbody collapsed acrossthat of the physician. The girl vanished from Vitellan'sfield of
view. There was a soft sputtering outside the ward.

Shereturned, now wearing a white coat. He noticed that two fingers of her left hand were bleeding wher e the nails had
been.

"Doasl say when | releaseyou," shewhispered in Latin. It was odd, awkward Latin, but Latin nevertheless.

" Areyou with Jacque Bonhomme and his followers?" asked Vitellan.

"No, I'm herefrom Durvas, your village. Will you do as| say?" she demanded.

"Yes, yes."

She pointed a gonne at a box on atrolley by thewall, and it burst into shards and smoke from the stuttering fire. The
buckles of Vitellan's straps popped open at once. He felt stiff and fatigued as he sat up, but hisrescuer touched arod to
both of hislegs. It hissed sharply, and the skin tingled coldly whereit had been. The leaden feeling in his muscles
melted away within moments.

" A miraclewand!" he exclaimed softly.

She shook her head. " A physician'stool. The, ah, philter in it isnot really good for you but we're desper ate.
You're-probably loaded with implants.”

" Implants?"

" Mechanisms, engines within your body that call to your enemiesthrough false hairs. Never mind, we'll scrub you when
we get out. Quickly, get into that physician's clothes—yes | know he's a mess. Just do it!"

Sherolled the dead guard off the physician. Beneath his blood-spattered white coat the man was wearing creaseless
checked trousers and a blue striped shirt. His shoes were slightly large for Vitellan, but the woman packed soft paper
inside for atight fit. She was quick and efficient, asif she might have done such a thing every day.

"My nameis Lucel Hunter. If we live through the next ten minutes|'ll tell you more. Come, do exactly as| say and trust
me."

She pressed another tube against hisskin. Like the othersit hissed, leaving a cold, tingling sensation. " What isthat?"
" A disease to counter, ah, a sleeping potion. Like | said, trust me."
Out in the corridor werethree morebodies. Lucel stripped a coat from one. Therewas a neat red spot between his eyes.

" No holes, no blood, close enough fit. Put it on and button up to hide that blood on the shirt—no, buttonswork like
this."



Vitellan glanced about fearfully. " | gleaned from their strange French that unseen eyes watch me."

" The unseen eyes have been blinded for a few minutes. | am not alonein thisrescue, | have friendswho are busy in
other rooms."

They had descended three floors by what Lucel called fire stairs when something like a huge bull began to bellow.

" That's an alarm—something like a trumpet. One of my agentsin the security center has frozen the doorsto your ward,
so the guardswill be busy trying to break in therefor at least another minute.”

" Frozen them? With ice?"
"Not ice, and my agent's not human either."
Thefiredoorswere still free asthey emerged into the foyer. Lucel had the gonne under her coat.

" Nobody can leave," aguard ordered asthey approached the entrance. The words were intelligibleto Vitellan, but only
just. Through vast glass walls he could see that it was night outside, although lamps on thin, high pillars blazed with a
wondrous intensity.

"What iswrong, Monsieur?" asked Lucel. " What isthe alarm? We have to go—"
"Just stay here, Madame."

She motioned Vitellan to stand to one side with her, and asthe guard turned away she pointed her left thumb at the
sliding door and squeezed with the fingers of her free hand. There was another loud clack, followed by a blast like a
thunderclap asthe door shattered. Lucel led him crunching through crumbly glass, spraying death from her gonneinto

the nearby guards. Asthey ran out into the night several of the bystanders produced gonnes of their own and opened fire.
" Thisway, down that street, stay beside me and keep your head down."

Theair wasfull of sharp crackles and angry wasps seemed to buzz all around them asthey ran. People screamed and
flung themselvesto the ground as Vitellan and Lucel left the squarein front of the hospital. They dashed down
progressively darker, narrow streets until she suddenly pushed him through a door. Two men began to strip Vitellan's
clothes off. Something roared like a lion, and the room swayed and began to move.

A huge waggon drawn by lions, Vitellan told himself, but it was probably nothing strange for this century. He was given
new clothes and helped to dressin the strange fashionswith even stranger fasteners. Over to one side L ucel was
stripping the skin of her face away. His senses overloaded beyond bearing, Vitellan vomited up his soup.

" Give him a scan and an EMP burst to kill anything obvious," Lucel told the others. " The rest can wait." She switched
back to Latin. " Vitellan, we are breaking your invisible chains, but we both need new faces aswell. Did you see me strip
my face off just now?"

"Yes, amazing, |—"
"And you and | are getting new facesright away. Just do asyou'retold, and don't struggle.”

One of the men held up something like pink baker's dough on a piece of cloth. The face felt like a scalding wet towel
being pressed against his skin, and the itching was almost unbearable asit cooled. The men touched up rough edges as
the enclosed waggon lurched to a stop and the lions became quiet. The skin beneath the mask still felt numb and heavy,
and itched unbearably at the edges.

"Don't touch!" snapped Lucel as his hand came up. " A good face, but it's still soft and easily marred. You'll only have it
for an hour. We are at a place called the Gare du Nord, it'sa type of port for shipsthat sail on land."

At the Garedu Nord they walked past signsthat included the wor ds est, chemine de levitation magnetique de

I'est, and maglev eastern lines, but the wor ds were meaningless to Vitellan. In spite of this the place was more familiar
to him than anything that he had seen for the past ten of hiswaking years. The Rome he had last seen in 79 a.d. wasa
bustling, crowded jumble of peoplelike this, although the smells and sounds here were sharp, harsh and alien.

Numer als and wor ds glowed from murals—and the face of Jacque Bonhomme stared triumphantly down from amazingly
uniform rows of portraits!



"The Luministe guards are alr eady watching the lines going west," Lucel said in Latin, " but we'retaking aline east.”
"Lines?"

" 'Lines of Magnetic Levitation to the East' isthe best translation that | can manage. M agnetic means ... oh never mind,
they're sort of roads."

" Roads? What isthis place?"

"Think of it asaport for now."

"Roadsfrom aport? | don't understand. What city isthis?"

"When you wereborn it was L utetia, founded by the Parisii tribe and then taken over by Rome. It isnow called Paris.”
"Paris... | passed within sight of Parisin thelate spring. * It was nothing like this."

Lucel strode on for a moment, but a puzzled expression showed through the amazingly flexible skin of her mask.
"What wasit like when you last saw it?" she asked.

"Much smaller, and there wer e fewer people about. The Black Death and the warswith England had killed many."
"What year wasthat?"

"The Christian year of 1358. Nothing isasit wasthen. | must have slept five or six thousand yearsfor changeslikethis
to have happened.”

Lucel shook her head as she produced what she called passport cards from her shoulder bag. She talked to a woman
behind a counter, then told Vitellan to look into a distorting mirror for a moment. The woman waved them on, and L ucel
led him down what seemed to belong piers.

Vitellan kept reminding himself that thiswas a port. He tried not to gaze at anything for too long, everything was meant
to be commonplace to him. They entered a part of a pier that was almost deserted, and hurried along to an openingin a
long, gleaming white and blue building with that same word est painted on its side. They entered a door with curved
corners, and Lucel hurried her charge along a narrow corridor with a glowing roof and squar e windows. She guided him
through yet another door, and it slid shut behind them with a soft hiss.

Theroom was small, but opulently fitted with cushioned seats of something like green kid leather, and there were
polished metal fittingsthat Vitellan did not recognize. A middle-aged man sat waiting inside. As L ucel flopped onto a
seat, Vitellan realized that a lamp-studded landscape of amazingly regular and uniform buildings was moving past
beyond the window. Each building blazed with light, the very sky was swamped by the light and the starswere not visible.
" Cutting it fine, Lucel."

"We'rehereand we'rebreathing. That'sall that matters." " The cabin's secure."

"Well, so thefuck it ought to be. Now get a webcap onto Vitellan here. He's coped with this century pretty well so far, but
he'll need an imprint suiteif he's going to get much further without drawing attention.”

Sheturned to the Roman and spokein Latin.
"Vitellan, thisman is George Norton."
"1 am grateful for your help,” Vitellan said, dragging his eyes away from the lights beyond the window.

"How areyou finding all this?" Norton asked in passable L atin, hisface all neutral speculation. " You were last awake
duringtheHundred YearsWar, | believe. Have you had any imprintsyet?"

"Imprints?"
"Memories added to your mind to help you learn a skill or language.”

"Memoriesof alanguage? | don't understand.”



Lucel sighed. " It'slike sex, you can't really understand it until you've experienced it." Sheturned back to Norton.
"Hewas pretty bewildered when | took him through the fighting."

Sheran her finger along a strip below the window and it clouded into a bright milky white. As she drew her gloves off
Vitellan saw that the thumb and two finger s of her left hand were bloody pulp where the nails should have been.

"Just talk, | need to disarm," she said.

Norton and Vitellan remained silent as L ucel pressed her right thumb from the sides. The scarlet nail fell off onto an
open handker chief. " That's the heavy one," she said with relief. Sherepeated the process with each of the nails on her
fingers.

"Those things arelikelittle catapults, Vitellan," Norton explained.

"Moreliketiny bombards, or even hand-gonnes," observed Vitellan.

" Gonnes—guns! So, you know guns."

"That'sright,” said Lucel. " Thefirst gunpowder weapons wer e being used by 1358. Vitellan, these false nails of mine
can't be detected by, ah, the guards and their machines, but it hurtsto shoot them, asyou can see."

Norton took something from aleather bag. " Peppare GasAction TR," he said as he tossed the weapon onto the seat
beside Lucel. " It won't hurt so much to useit.”

Lucel went on cleaning and dressing her injured fingers. Vitellan reached over to the gun.

"Leaveit," snapped Norton, already pointing another snubnose gun at his head. Vitellan turned and stared at what to
him was an incongruously small weapon. Lucel stretched out her leg and flicked the tip of her toeinto Norton'swrist.
The gun fell as he yelped with pain.

"It'sparalysed," hegasped, convulsively rubbing hisright hand.

" Pinched nerve. Giveit a few minutes, you'll befine." Norton glared at her. " Hewent for your gun." " His move wasjust
curiosity. You acted like the dangerous amateur that you are." " But—"

"Pick it up, Vitellan. It can't shoot unless a safety catch isreleased.”

The Roman turned the gun over in his hands. Norton massaged hiswrist. " Get the webcap ready for him," Lucel
ordered. " | can hardly use my hand."

"Well try! All this strange tech must bedriving him crazy."
Norton began to unpack luridly colored cables and slick black boxeswith rounded edges from his bag.

" A history lesson may help," Lucel said as she stretched a skin-simulation dressing over her thumb. " Thisis Anno
Domini 2028, Vitellan. It's not even seven centuries since you wer e last frozen."

" But the changes—"

"Yes, | know. A couple of hundred years after you were last awake the world started to change more rapidly than anyone
could have imagined. At first people concentrated on getting back to thelevel of your Roman Empire and the earlier
Greek states, then it went way, way further. The most incredible machines and sciences wer e developed."”

"Likethisthing we areon? It'slike a wagon*the size of a ship that moveslike lightning."

"That's a good description, amazing for someone straight out of the fourteenth century. You're very adaptable, you
know. | thought you might see all of this as magic and miracles."

" At first | wastempted to think that,” Vitellan admitted, then heraised a hand to histemple asif he had just
remembered something important. " Has Rome—that is, does Constantinople still stand?"

" Constantinople?" echoed Norton.

" The Byzantine Empire's capital," explained Lucel. " In away it continued Roman rule after Romeitself fell. I'm sorry,



Vitellan, it fell to the cannons of an I slamic army in 1453."

Vitellan shook his head and took fast, deep breathsto stifle the emotions welling up in him. Rome's continuity had
finally been snuffed out 95 yearsinto hisfuture of yesterday, and 575 years back in his past of today. For him the tragedy
wasreal and sharp, yet it seemed such afoolish thing to grieve about.

"Where arewe going?" he asked to distract himself.

" A city called M oscow. After that, we are booked for Japan.”

"Moscow. Ah yes, along way to the northeast. Isit still threatened by the Tartarsand Mongols?"
"Not for alongtime. We'll betherein afew hours.”

"Hours! | wastold that the journey takes months. What principle moves thisland-ship?"

"Ah, that'satricky one. It'sthe principle that makeslode-stone align itself to the north."

" Lodestone?" wondered Vitellan wearily. " How will | ever comprehend all this? It will take as many yearsas| have left
tolive”

"Not years, only days," Norton said, flexing hisfingers. " Our people will, ah, change your brain so that you can
under stand everything that's going on. We'll start as soon asyou're asleep.”

"1 doubt that | could sleep for many hours."
"No problem," said Norton, touching atubeto hisneck. Therewasa sjiarp hiss, then Vitellan slumped limp in his seat.

Vitellan slept asthe maglev train continued itsice-smooth dash northeast. Norton spread a black webcap wide with
splayed fingersand fitted it over the Roman's head. The webcap waslinked to an ALD tutor. He patched the leads from
the language moduleto interface a larger metal box with gray plastic casing. After taping the edges of the webcap to
Vitellan's skin he methodically pushed several dozen elec-trostaplesinto his scalp. He plugged the cable from the
webcap into the gray box and checked the readings that flashed up on a small inset screen. Five staples needed
reattaching, then the screen returned an array of optionsin green lettering. He keyed English for Tourists, Moscow
Stopover, and a customized option named Modern Streetwise, all from Microsoft.

"That'sit, Lucel, by Moscow he'll have enough savvy to passimmigration,” said Norton.

Lucel brokethe seal on a plastic pack. " He'll need to profile asan English tourist: face, eyes, and fingerprints. He also
needstheimplants scrubbed out of hisbody aswell if we'reto get to Moscow at all."

"That'sago, I'm ready."

Norton used a hypodermic syringeto inject nano-homersto search Vitellan's body for the pulse-damaged implants and
any othersthat had survived. It would take half an hour for the homersto report. He now held Vitellan's eyes open while
Lucel swabbed them with a preparator before bonding on holographic retinal mask overlays. Hisfacial mask peeled off
like something out of a surrealist nightmare, and Lucel stuffed it into ajar of solvent whereit slowly dissolved while she
unfolded a new mask.

Norton's nano-homer s began to report on the implants to which they had bonded. Nine electronic implants had been
disabled by the EM P coil back in Paris, but another fourteen of the bio-mech type wer e detected by the homerswhile
Vitellan's new face and finger prints wer e being attached. Getting them out would be slow wor k. Twenty-three injections
with a wide-bor e needle and micro-grapple would take another two hours. Each implant extracted went into a woven
monomolecular matrix case, and they varied in size from coffee bean to pinhead.

Lucel began with the fourteen bio-mechsfirst, asthey were still active. While dropping number eleven into the case
Lucel noted that two and five had dissolved and were now just a murky color in the solution.

" Probably just something to slow him down," Norton speculated. L ucel shrugged and began probing for number twelve,
which was deep inside the left ear.

"Tricky, tricky," shemuttered as she worked.

"We should be doing scans on each of the implants,” Norton said as he held up the case and examined the extracted
implants and their mock-hair antennas.



"Then you doit. Away from here."

The case jumped from his handswith a dull thud and fell to the floor of the compartment. Norton backed into a corner as
Lucel checked a display.

"Implant ten has exploded,” Lucel said as shelooked down at the case.
Sheturned back to Vitellan. Norton remained huddled in a corner.

" The chemicals from two and five would have stopped the catalytic timer on the explosivein ten," hesaid in a thin,
detached voice. "We'd isolated it, so pow! How did you know to takeit out beforetheselast three?"

" Sheer luck."
" Fucking hell!" he exclaimed, hisface looking like wet chalk. " Uncontained it would havekilled all three of us."

Barely breathing, Norton stared at the woven filament case on the floor. One internal cell was blackened from
containing the blast.

" Get it together, Norton, | need help. The other implants could activate at any time."

Number twelve came free just asthe monitor reported that thirteen and fourteen were giving off a slight amount of heat.
" Beacons," said Norton. " Now that implant ten has exploded the L uministes want to track down what'sleft of the body."
"How long before they activate?"

"Two minutesif they'rethe old fullerineinterlock model, fifty secondsif they're the new Hoichi line."

"Should I cut the antenna hairs?"

"That may trigger an explosion, or atoxin release.”

"Then | need two minutes each," she said as she inserted the needle again. " Why do they take so long to switch on?
Anyway, why didn't the EMP fry them back in Paris?"

"When dormant they're only nonconductive organic goo and a catalytic timer. They're designed to survive an EMP, then
gener ate organic conductorsfor their electronicslater."

" Damn, then they're going to go off. Fourteen will transmit for at least three minutes before| can pull it. We'rein for
another fight without any backup—"

"Who's dropped the ball now, Lucel? Just stand back a moment." He held up an EMP generator and looked at .hiswatch.
" Forty-seven, forty-eight..."

Ashefired the generator over each of two crosses on Vitellan's skin, there was a faint crackling sound. Lucel glanced at
the display readings.

'"They absorbed energy. Something had generated conductorsin there."

"Then they were Hoichis," said Norton, perspiration dripping from his chin in spite of hissmile. " | nailed them just as
their electronicsformed up into bioconductors. No need to panic.”

" No more than when implant ten blew. Okay, let's get the wreckage of thirteen and fourteen out, it might be toxic."

Thirteen was just below the skin in the outer thigh, fourteen wasin the small of hisback. Lucel drew them out, working
slowly, and visibly morerelaxed. Norton locked implant fourteen in the case just before 8:00 p.m., Parislocal time. He
stared at a monitor asLucel lay back for a moment'srest.

"The sensor in the case showsthat a couple of the other organics were beacon implants,” said Norton. " They'vejust
begun transmitting but the Faraday cage in the caseis holding the signals. It's a wonder that the explosion didn't take
them out. It'sa good, tough case."

"That'sall the active implants," said Lucel with her eyes closed. " Do you still want to keep them for your techsto play
with?"



"I'velost interest," hesaid as he attached an acid flush to the dock on the side of the case. A twist to theright armed the
trigger, atwist to the left released it. Theimplants dissolved asthe acid seeped through the internal membranes.

Lucel touched a dermal ram against her own skin, and was swept back to fully refreshed clarity. Sheremoved the last
nine disabled implants from Vitellan at a more leisurely pace, then began to pack up.

"Moscow in fifty," Norton reported asLucel armed another der-mal ram.

"Then I'll takeforty."

Vitellan had memories of memories as he sprawled in black nothingness. Enclosed chariots without horsesto move
them, shipsasbig asfortresses, silvery birdsthe size of triremes, and images dancing in colored windows. There were
peoplein their millionsrushing about in cities that stretched away to infinity, heavily armored men bouncing like

thistledown over gray deserts, and gleaming, angular demons that assembled strange chimer as of machines and jewelry.

He awoke to what nobody had war ned him about: the nausea and vertigo of postimprint therapy. Norton sat forward with
adermal ram asthe Roman groaned.

"You'll cheer up after this," he said as hetouched it to hisneck. " How do | sound to you?"

"Like—like an echo.”

'That'stheimprint working. Notice that we're both speaking in English?" " Ah ... yes."

"Imprintsarenot long-term memory," Lucel said as she sat up and stretched. " At least not unlessyou use them alot
and have plenty of booster sessions. You haveto speak, read, and think English when-ever you can for the next three
months or most of it will fade. The same appliesto the tech and culturein your imprint. Tell me now, what's this?"

" A machine pistol," hereplied after an imper ceptibly short delay. " Short recoil, tumble-shot."”

"How doesthistrain move?"

"Magnetic levitation using superconductors.”

"What will you say at immigration in M oscow?"

"1'm David Taylor, a British network analyst with Bristol Composites.”

"Why areyou in M oscow?"

"For aholiday. | shall be staying with my friendsHal Major and Carmen Bolez at the Holiday Tolstoy."

" Good. Your imprint had some Cyrillic capability aswell, to help you with signs and basic Russian. Just relax, nothingis
goingtobehard."

Vitellan leaned back and closed his eyes. There was a feeling of weightlessnessin his head, as if someone else was
controlling hisbody. Americans landed on the moon in 1969, America was discovered by Columbusin 1492, and
Columbuswas an Italian working for Spain. Antar ctica was discover ed by the Roman navigator Decius. sometimelatein
the fourth century, and a Roman time ship carried several dozen Romans, frozen, into the modern world of 2026. First
Bonhomme, now more Romans, he thought. Not only was he of no valuein this century, he was not even unique. The
Romans had been the rightful owners of hisfreezing elixir,

lat was for certain. He also noted that they had been dis-overed two year s ago, but for somereason had not yet been
tiawed.

"| feel asif I'm falling headlong,” he complained. " My iead isfull of thingsthat I've never learned."

"Thesecret isnot to think about what you know, just use lie memories as you need them. When you fought with aword
did you stop to think what your instructor taught you lefore every move?"

" That would be a good way to get killed."

"Yes, and the same applies here. You have the skills you leed to passimmigration as David Taylor, British citizen. Trust
me."



loscow, Russia: 7 December 2028, Anno Domini

t wasjust on midnight, local time, asthe maglev glided ilowly through the outskirts of Moscow. Streetlights and
se-:urity floods lit up angular, drab buildings and bare treesinder the season's early snow. Some walls wer e splashed
vith gaudy lettersand symboals.

"What is Koshchei?" asked Vitellan, testing out his new mprint-based skills on a graffiti word in Cyrillic.

"1t'sthe name of one of the gang conglomer ates, it marksi turf border," explained Lucel. " Koshchei the Deathless was a
Russian folk-magician who could not be killed because his soul was hidden outside his body. The K oshchei gang has a
similar organization, aloose, adaptable structure hat isvery hard for the police or itsrivalsto pin down. It was modeled
on theold Internet, or so they say."

"Internet? TheInternet entry is... very confusing.”

" The Internet was—look, don't worry about it for now. In afew hoursyou'll get a cyclopediaimprint with alexicon
overlay. You could go demented trying to collect words at random."

Themaglev track was built high above street level, reminding Vitellan of a Roman aqueduct. The suburbswere all yards,
cranes, and war ehouses near the maglev tracks, scored by streetsand freeways sprinkled with light traffic. The cars
seemed like dark bread rolls with gleaming eyes.

In the distance wer e higher buildings whose facades wer e largely in darkness. Vitellan said they looked like the cheap,
multistory housing of ancient Rome, and L ucel confirmed that some things had indeed not changed in two millennia.
Several buildings wer e fire-blackened shells encrusted with snow.

" Gang protection dispute,” Lucel explained asthey passed one.

"Even morelike Rome," Vitellan replied.

M oscow immigration was slower than usual, but not difficult to get past. The fighting in Paris had caused a routine
tightening in immigration inspections, but Lucel and Norton's weapons and bio-electronic kits had already been removed
from the maglev's cabin by a contract agent from the Street Duma gang—who was also on the Vostok Maglev payroll.
They booked into a Czarist-revival style hotel built in the late 1990s. Their weapons and other luggage werein the room
when they arrived. Norton checked the room for monitors, cycling a portable scanner through all usable frequencies,

then probed for passives. Thereading was clean, but he still set up a standing-wave cloak to muffle their wordsto
outsiders.

"1'll just step out and take the ambience for an hour or so," said Norton as he packed hisgear. " It'sonly ten p.m., Paris
time."

" Stay out of trouble,” said Lucel, her eyes wide and face blank.

" So who looks for trouble?" Vitellan lay down on the bed when he was gone. " Anything you want from the bags?" Lucel
asked as she began to strip.

"How could I?" said Vitellan, feeling desperately far from anything familiar. " | came with nothing."

" Good, because you and | are not coming back here. Norton will have a holiday with two other tourists who will come
back herewith him. They'll have our facesand names." She pointed to a pile of clothing beside him on the bed.

" Changeinto those, then we'll be out of here."

"1 don't understand.”

"There'sa bit of nightlife near the maglev terminus. Lots
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if hyped-up passengersare always arriving with their body lockslagging."

"No, no, | mean that we arrive at a hostelry—ah, hotel— o late at night, then we leave without a moment'srest. That
eems to be suspicious.”



"We'reon therun, Vitellan. When we eventually sleep, it vill bein an imprint clinic."

Vitellan sat up. His eyeslingered on Lucel'staut body md unfamiliar underwear as he picked up his own change >f
clothing. No woman that he had ever known had had a >ody like that. Strong, hard, somehow shameless. Warrior,
issassin, and seductressall in one. Again he broke free and Irifted through desperation for some seconds. Lessthan alay
had passed since he had been revived, yet he had faced he world with three faces and three names already.

"Vitellan!"

Hishead jerked asif cracked like the end of a whip, “ucel sat beside him on the bed, putting an arm around his
shoulders and stroking his head.

"Vitellan, just hold together and don't try to think about ill this. It will slow down, it really will. | promise.”

"You can't know what this all feelslike,” he moaned. " All [ have is fragments of under standing."

"That's okay. Theimprintsyou have arejust customized from standard Microsoft cardsthat you can buy anywhere,
they're only meant as something to hold on to. Soon we'll have some much fancier work doneto your mind, and after
that you should feel alot happier. Comeon, I'll take you to a couple of barsto blur our trace."

" Bars—ah, taverns?"

"You'vegot it. Just look tired and smilealot, like atypical new arrival. I'll dotherest."

The Lyakhov Clinic overlooked one of the many Gorbachev Parks scatter ed acr oss M oscow. |t was after 2:00 a.m. when
Vitellan finally laid his head down to sleep in a small, antiseptic ward. Almost at once L ucel was shaking him awake. As
he sat up he saw that winter sunshinewaslighting up theroom. He had slept like a dead man for many hours.

" Breakfast time, Centurion. How have you liked your first day in the twenty-first century?"

Vitellan shook hishead and rubbed his eyes. " Better than an outbreak of Black Death, but almost as dangerous as
fighting the Scots.”

" Go tothe soccer games and you can still fight the Scots—no, don't ask, that was a joke."

Vitellan and Lucel breakfasted in a dingy but pleasant cafeteria on the second floor of the clinic. At first she had to show
him how to use forksto eat, asthey were not in common use when he had been awake previously. The Roman gazed
through the window at the snow-shrouded park as he ate. Cooking fires curled up from a huddle of pipe and plastic
hovels near the middle of the park, and two figures swathed in rags and insulation patrolled the paths. They carried
guns, he noted.

" Rapid-fire guns, machine guns," said Vitellan, fishing the information out of his hastily applied imprint.

" Ancient AK-47 Kalashnikovs," said Lucel, touching a telefocus on her dataspex. " They'd get a good price from any
American tourist collector."

"Arethey gangstoo?" asked Vitellan.

" Those are snow bears, communes of homeless folk that squat in the parksduring winter. The authoritiestolerate them
because they clean up the trash and patrol the parks. You find them everywhere—France, America, and Britain too."

" A plebeian militia?"

"1f you like, yes. They chase off the vandals and perverts better than the police ever could. In return the police leave
them alone."

"For all your progressand inventions, the poor are still with you."

"It's called the market economy. The Russians adopted it late last century, thinking that it would give them the good life
on aplatter. They got quitea surprise.”

Vitellan had been admitted to the clinic as Clint Padr os, citizen of the USA and tourist. The imprint analyst did a
detailed scan for gates and imprints, taking until late in the afternoon. Lucel was present the entire time, unobtrusive
but



tttentive. The sun was down by the time the analyst dismayed a suite of diagnostic graphs and figures on a vallscreen,
and he whistled at the complexity of theimprint ayering on Vitellan'sbrain.

" These are the coordinates and decrypted keywords of the jrimary imprint gates and data domainsthat | have
identi-ied," the analyst explained as he gestured to one of the columns. " Thesein red are protected by blankout loops, so
/ou'regoing to have to get separate keywordsto open them ap in an unencrypted form. A deep scan will do that, but it
would taketime and a lot of money."

"That'squitealot for one head, but it's not unexpected,"” Lucel observed with a blank expression.

"We could crack the second-layer encryption, but not in lessthan a week."

"We can't wait. What's in the gated areasthat you can restore easily?"

" Some general living skills—not the sort of thing that people usually gate out. Gates wer e developed to blank out
trauma from accidents, torture, rape, or obsessions. Who would want to blank out. . . look at thishere: riding a
motorcycle?"

"Well, patch it back in, it may be useful. Anything else? Anything ... interesting?"

" No bio-implants, but nearly two dozen have been removed within the past twenty-four hours. We have also mapped
evidence of a good facial rebuild some year s ago, about 2022."

"How arehisimprints?"

"Heisnearly all implants! Thelast brain | saw with even a thousandth as much layering belonged to a banker from
Kiev. He had been imprinted all to hell and beyond to learn Japanese etiquette, language, and culturein ahurry. He's
still in therapy, asfar as| know."

"But Clint isfine?"

"Fineis. .. optimistic. Functional, perhaps. Beyond that | would be wasting words.”

"What about stability? Aretheimprints stable?"

"Yes, amazingly so. He would have had to be under continuousimprint therapy for at least six yearsto get that sort

of imprint bonding, though. Thisisthe strangest profilethat | have ever seen, it must have cost millions." Theimprint
analyst folded hisarms and sat down in hischair. " I'll be honest. In my opinion he has been in some crazy experiment
and you aretrying to get some of the damage undone befor e the compensation hearing begins. | s ther e big money
involved? We do quality work here, and arevery discrete. Need | remind you in which country imprint technology was
pioneered?"

Lucel took a deep breath and raised her eyesto the ceiling, asif tempted.

"Just do a stabilizing booster for those threelittle Microsoft imprintsthat he got a couple of days ago, then layer this
full cyclopedia." Shehanded a card to him acrossthe desk.

Theanalyst put the card into a reader and brought theindex up on the wallscreen. " Yes, no problem at all. Remember,
though, if hewantsto retain the cyclopedia for morethan afortnight he will have to take a cour se of stabilizing boosters
from a portable unit every day for at least three months.”

"Not aworry. I'm very methodical about that sort of thing."

"Thereisarisk from such haste," said the analyst, spreading hishandswide asif to give all theresponsibility to Lucel.

"Just doit, now. We'll stay the night here." She was staring at the wallscreen, scanning it with the sensorsin her
dataspex.

Lucel slept in theclinic but left early the next morning while Vitellan was still in imprint treatment. He was un-wired
by thetime shereturned in the afternoon with a hired van, paid for with a black market credit key. Shedrove him to a
supermarket parking station only a few blocks away. Hidden in the back of the van she peeled their faces away, swabbed
the skin with solvent, then bonded on new faces.

"You areabout to go flying," shesaid asthey stepped out of the van.



"Fly, asin an aircraft?"
She nodded as she pulsed the doorslocked. 'To Japan?”

"Not thistime, that wasto throw off the Luministe agents. | decided to pick a Moscow clinic at random from a register
and have someimprint work done hereinstead. Details of your therapy visit will leak out to the data brokersin a day or
two, but we'll be long gone by then. You're safe, and I've bounced a message saying just that off a geosat to wherewe are

going."
" Geosat, artificial moon—"

" Stop it! For now, just access the cyclopedia imprint when you need to. Okay? Later 1'll teach you imprint embedding
techniques.”

They left the van and took the elevator to street level. After meandering through a number of streetslike late-season
tourists they had lunch at a cafe. Thermal plastic film in a sunflower print pattern was peeling from thewall in places,
and the menu seemed to be confined to bread rolls, Coca-Cola, and black coffee. A holoposter above the Cafe-matic
advertised the Australian Gold Coast. The place felt lived-in and smelled stale, but it offered Vitellan something
comforting that he could not identify. He wanted to stay longer, but L ucel would not allow it.

She pulsed for an autocab using the black market American Express credit key, bought only an hour earlier from a snow
bear. After two minutesared, driverless wedge caked in grime pulled over to where they wer e standing and opened its
door. They stepped in, and the autocab began driving itself with inhuman precision and alar ming speed while
Lucel'calmly scanned the cabin for bugs.

"How'syour English?" she said as she powered off the scanner. " Do you still have that echo effect when listening to
what | say?"

Vitellan shook hishead. " Not as badly as before. It's not even noticeable unless | concentrate on it."

"Theimprinter isan .amazing machine. It ran through some basic grammatical rules and a few thousand wor ds while
you slept, using Latin as basereference."

"1t seems alive and magical, like a sprite.”
"No, it'sa machine, a machinelike a book. You don't read it, but it puts memoriesinto your head."

He considered that for sometime, wrestling with conceptsalien to all three culturesthat he had lived in until now.
"Memories? Perhaps memories of what did not happen?"

Lucel whistled. " That's smart thinking, Vitellan. Yes, it can be used for that."
"Then it could make me into someone | am not."

"Yes, although there's morethan that involved. The processisillegal and expensive, and nobody has ever tried
it—officially, at any rate."

"Most of what has been going on around me seemsto beillegal."

"True." Sheglanced at the expression of apprehension on the mask over hisface. He was holding together in spite of an
enormous overload of new concepts and sensations, but there was no sense in pushing him harder than was necessary.

" Personality distortion is possible in alimited sense, but it can be reversed by theright therapies,” she said
reassuringly. " Don't worry about it for now."

Vitellan looked out of the window of the autocab. The drab cityscape was unending, and the sunlight was far less
flattering than the streetlights had painted it asthey arrived on the maglev. He estimated that they had traveled several
timesthelength of ancient Romein a matter of minutes.

" For the whole of my life a man could not move acrosstheland asfast asthis, not even the Emperor himself with all his
wealth. Now it seems commonplace.”

"You'rein for quite a few more shocks, Vitellan, but most are like your new face: just a cosmetic trick that's harmless
and reversible—but unsettling if you look in a mirror without being warned."

" A new face. If you can do all this, isanything left of me? Are my own memoriesreal? They seem so clear, yet they have



nothing of thisworld."

"1'll be honest," she said, looking him in the eyes. " Your mind has been tampered with, but | can't explain everything to
you for now."

Vitellan looked out of the window again. The buildings, cranes, and leafless trees continued to drift past, inter sper sed
with chaotic jumbles of shanty-towns. Brightly glowing signs exhorted him to buy Microsoft Traveler, the

>Jew Buran Electric, McDonald's Healthburgers, Sony, /olkov AP Vectors, and Dyushin. There was a strange uni-brmity
about the cityscape, asif they weretraveling in arreat circle and passing the same places over and over.

"1 wanted to see Japan."
"Why Japan?"

"Just an odd infatuation. Befor e the cyclopedia imprint was put on me | thought it was a city of India. Now | know hat
Japan isagroup of islands, similar to Britain—but isit ike Britain?"

"The clinic where you wereto be scanned isin SCagoshima, a city in the south.” " Kah-gow-shima?"

"Yes. It's called the Naples of the East, and is something yf a health resort. People lie on the beach covered in black
volcanic sand for therapy, that sort of thing. There's a volcano there too."

"Naples, a pretty place. Asateenager | lived near therefor five years at Boscor eale, on the slopes of a volcano. My father
had left me there with my grandparents after my mother died. When he left the army helived there tiimself."

Lucel blinked and sat up, suddenly interested.

" Do you know what happened to Boscor eale, Her cula-neum, and Pompeii in the Christian year 797"
"Theterribleeruption? Yes, | saw it from Naples. | had just been visiting my father, and was on my way back to my
garrison in Britain. He had inherited the family farm and was settling down to eat, drink, and be comfortably prosperous
for therest of hislife.”

" So hedied in the eruption?”

"Yes, poor man. All those long, dangerous yearsin the legions, yet he enjoyed mere months aslord of hisown little
estate. The entire farm was buried under the ash. It seems so recent, to meit was only fifteen years ago.”

"Haveyou read the account of the eruption by Pliny the Younger ?"
"No. Isit well known?"

"Very."

"1 don't recall it, I'm sorry. There was a Pliny who was

admiral of the Mediterranean Fleet. The ash and fumeskilled him too. | knew his nephew. A few years later we
exchanged letter s comparing our memories of what happened that day.”

Theclassics scholar Lucel cameto life, eager and hungry.

"1 don't believeit! You exchanged letterswith Pliny the Younger himself?",

"If you say <0, yes, | suppose that was he. Hewas a friend of the Emperor."

"Yesl Yes, but what did—do you, | mean, what happened to the letters?"

"My servants kept them for atime. Thetradition in my village of Durvas hasit that parchments and gold were buried
when the law and order of Rome started to break down. | visited the site of my old villa once. The walls were gone. The
locals had used them to build a church. It was all grassy mounds, nothing more."

" So you could easily find it again."

" Perhaps, but not easily. It depends on how much the south of Britain has changed since the ninth century."



" The ninth—that's when you were last there? Next you'll say you knew King Arthur."

" Arthur? I've met a Wessex swineherd named Arthur, but no king. Perhaps Artor ? Artorius? Therewas Artorius, a sea
chief from, ah, Scotland as you would say. He lived and died while | was sleeping in theice, so | never knew him."

Theautocab turned onto a freeway feeder and began to accelerate through a great paved canyon between drab, uniform
buildings. Lucel took a pair of dataspex from her jacket pocket and slipped them over her eyes. Soon she was partly away
somewher e, although the dataspex allowed her to seethe cab clearly while she was connected to distant databases and
infomarts. The lenses wer e transparent yellow, with a spiral bus cable leading down from one thick arm to a netnode
clipped to her belt. It had a dull brdwn case, and was flecked with gold highlights. The arms of the dataspex passed over
induction cell arraysjust below the skin behind her ears, and the control came from within her head. The unit at her
waist linked into the cab's cor dless pickup.

" Areyou busy?" Vitellan asked.

" Busy but interruptible. When | do deep surfing the lenses turn black.”

" Deep surfing: scanning information networks. So that's what you are doing?"

"Yes. | havealittle pet research project to learn a few sensitive things about the Luministes. It's professional. I'm an
assassin.”

"You movelikeatrained fighter, but not a soldier. More like a gladiator ."

"So I'm agladiator? Tell me more.™

"Your attitudeisnever far from violence. It is black and white, no colorsat all."”
"That'sall?"

" Perhaps with better language imprints| could say more. Can your memory machinesteach me more than they have
done already?"

"They can, and will. History imprints are easy. Language is much harder because it imposes a bigger load on the brain.
Thebrain tissueliterally heats up, and too much heat will cook it like mincein an oven. You should not have become so
fluent with English so quickly, but. .. I'll tell you later, I'm not sure | understand it myself asyet."

"Wereyou ever given false memories?"

Lucel'slipscurled up at the edges. " Once. | had parts of my mind gated."

" Gated?"

" Partitioned off while | wastaught skills and memories, taught to be someone else. It was voluntary, and it took three
years. | was being taught to belikel am now: competently dangerous.”

"What wereyou like before theimprinting?"

"1 was a scholar turned junior tutor. | had a good reputation in my field, and | got laid occasionally by some very pleasant
men. | liked my food and my figure was built for comfort. There are vids of me from around 2020. Switch the windows
and watch."

Tiny holograms of Lucel in a bikini at some sort of fancy dress party with a 1950s theme appeared in midair between
them. She had been not fat so much aswell proportioned

and healthy. A prime example of the post-AIDS, post-drac, goodlife look popular with young professionals of the time.
" So someone changed and controlled your mind?"

"Not quite. Total mind control is still one of the holy grails of modern brain resear ch. The preferred—and
illegal—method isto imprint another personality into redundant areas of the brain with a control gateto let it take over.
Theimprintsdon't last forever, unless used continually or renewed and boosted for years. The morerenewals you get,
the better they stick. Mine wererenewed quite alot, and they weren't from Microsoft, Tensai, Durvas, or any of the
other legal companies.”



"Why did you haveit done?"

"1 needed the skillsto rescue you, Vitellan. | knew that the Luministes were going to abduct you even befor e they knew
it. My imprintswere from a particularly potent femaleterrorist. She sold them for afortune, I'm told."

" Did my village pay for all this?"
"In amanner of speaking, yes."

Thelittle holographic images winked out and Vitellan sank back into the soft seat of the cab, hisarmsfolded and his
head bowed.

"Last month | wastraveling through the Swiss Alps, escorted by a French knight and his men-at-arms. Now | wake up to
be rescued by a female knight and a squad of machines.”

Liquid crystal pigmentsin Lucel's mask displayed the blush on the skin beneath, and she giggled before she could stop
her self.

"Me, aknight! Vitellan, you'readear man and |I'm very flattered. It'stheromantic in me, | suppose.”

Vitellan sat forward, took her hand in hisand kissed it lightly, just as he had kissed the hand of the Countess of
Hussontal only three of hisdaysearlier.

"The courtly kiss, just a light brush of thelipsand not a big slobber," she observed, then practiced on Vitellan's hand.
It wasthe lightest of flirtations and quite asexual, Vitellan thought as shereleased his hand.

"The original warrior-woman who provided your imprints must have been very impressive."

"Yesindeed."

"How did you get along?"

Lucel's eyes narrowed, although her smile remained. '"Well enough," she volunteered.

Vitellan settled back in the cab's seat again to assimilate what he had been told into the tangle of memories and imprints
that was his mind. Lucel plunged back into the world of infobanks and datafar msthrough her dataspex.

"Sir Lucel Hunter," she said dreamily. " What a zap. | owe you for that one, Vitellan."

Associations suddenly snapped together in the Roman's mind and he sat bold upright in the seat.

" How—how did you know that the L uministes wer e going to abduct me even before the senior Luministes knew it?"

" Because it's my businessto know," she mumbled distractedly.

" But how, why?" "I can't explain yet."

"Who areyou—really?" demanded Vitellan, exasper ated.

" For your own safety | can't tell you that yet. Please accept my word on that, Vitellan."

He watched the buildings continueto blur past, but there waslittle that he could focus upon to study. He began to doze.
"What wasit likein the fourteenth century?" Lucel asked as she powered off her dataspex ten minutes later. Beyond
the windows of the cab the M oscow suburbs had given way to farmland beneath deep snow. He shook his head and

stretched.

"1 was only there from 1356 to 1358.1 lived in England for eighteen months, then traveled through France to Switzerland
in 1358."

"Thirteen fifty-eight. That's when Bonhomme was frozen. They could tell from the coins and clothing found with him,
and from carbon isotope mass spectrometry— that's a dating technique, in case your imprint doesn't cover it."

"Bonhomme. My imprint says heisareligious cult leader. | knew him in 1358."



"What do you know of him?" " You tell mewhat you know first." Lucel considered, but did not take long to make up her
mind.

" Okay. Theairport's getting close, but I'll try. Bonhomme was the third of the ice people to be dug out of the glacier s of
the Alps. Thefirst was found in 1991. He was a Neolithic hunter about five thousand yearsold, but his body had been
desiccated by the wind before he had been frozen and he did not have the benefit of your Oil of Frosts. Obviously he was
not revivable at all. You were announced, rather than discovered. That wasin 2016, when the Village Cor por ate moved
your body from Switzerland back to Durvas. There was so muchjnterest when the public announcement was made that
your block of ice had to be put on display in the British Museum for a week. Bonhomme was found in the Alpsin 2022.
He had also been treated with a type of antifreeze oil, the same aswas found in a sample from your frozen flesh."

" Jacque Bonhomme."

"Heonly calls himself Bonhomme or Goodman."

"Hewastheleader of the peasants rising in France in 1358—a bad man, an evil man. He was a renegade priest with
great charisma. He stole my Glacier-Frigidarium for the price of alittlegirl'slife."

" Ah, that fitswith Bonhomme. Now he'sa major cult leader. He could tell millions, maybe billionsto jump and they'd do
it at once. Ah, theairport's coming up."

Snow-shrouded farm buildings had ceased to blur past beyond the windows. Everything was flat, lacking even trees or
fences.

"Where areyou taking me?"
" Eventually, to your village, Durvas. It's quite a big place now. The Luministes snatched you from there. | snatched you
from the Luministes. | suppose you wer e shocked by thetrail of bodies| left while doingit, but it'satough world out

there, Vitellan."

"1 can remember seeing men fight each other to the death in public arenas, and for nothing more than sport. Christians
wer e covered in pitch and burned alive as human torchesin

the century that | wasborn. | have seen the remains of a French nobleman who had been burned at the stake, and |
helped to bury the womenfolk of hisfamily that the mob had ravished while he burned. Later the king of that mob was
crowned with acirclet of red-hot iron by other noblemen. Isyour world astough asthat?"

" Sometimes," replied Lucel, but with new respect in her voice. " How many people have you killed—with your own
hands?"

"1 havekilled two hundred and ninety," replied Vitellan. " | keep arunning tally asbest | can." "Why?"
" Respect for the dead."

"1'vekilled seventeen over thelast two years,” Lucel said calmly, coldly. " The CV agent in my office manager keepsa
tally—encrypted, of course.”

"Areyou really a professional assassin?"

"1'm a contractor, and a weapon. | maintain myself well."

Sherolled up her sleeve and flexed the musclesin her arm. They were impressive, with the texture of pore-polymer on
steel, and wereinterfaced to a bypass-boosted nervous system. Other tools of her trade werethe ability to withstand most
knockout gases and frank darts, and to store oxygen reservesin molecular cages within her body tissuesand call on them
at will.

" Addictive, thislife," she admitted without prompting. " Like becoming a cat after living asa mouse.”

"TheFrigidarium isthe same. Survivethefirst jump and you want more. | turn two thousand in twenty-six years."
"Happy birthday."

"1f everyonedid it, the world would be a different place.” "1 don't think so. Asan amateur historian | think it'sthe same,

century after century: same shit, different flies." "I first heard that said when Nero was emperor." " Did you meet
him?"



"1 saw him in the distance, at the chariot races and the games."

" The games? Aswith gladiators and lions? | thought you were a Christian, or arethe Durvasfolktales all wrong?"

"My father sometimestook meto the gamesto see what happensto Christians who get careless." " So the lions won?"

" Nearly always. Thelions cost money. Christians and hu-miliores were free."

"You will find thisarather godless century after livingin the pious Middle Ages."

"1 likethe principlesthat Christ taught, but | care nothing for thereligionsthat sprang up in hiswake. That sort of talk
would have got me burned at the stake in the fourteenth century, of course, so | displayed as much piety, as| needed to

blend in. To travel through time one hasto adapt very quickly."

" And you certainly adapt quickly, Vitellan. If an adaptability imprint could be made from your mind we could leaseit to
Microsoft to sell to the icehead market. You could be a rich man—but then you're already arich man."

"Am | really?"
"Oh yesindeed.”

Moscow South Orbital was a vast snowfield fed by underground maglev lines and surface freeways from the city and
other airports. Asthe runways were enormous maglev linesin themselves, no other aircraft could usethem. Vitellan
gazed through the panoramic window of the lounge at the massive angular spear head shapesthat floated at about a
man's height above the snow. Sub-Orbital Maglev Spacecraft, or SOMS, the cyclopedia told him. They were held above
the ground by superconducting magnetsin the runway. During takeoff, the magnets also accelerated the SOM S to
hyper sonic speed by the end of the runway, where ramjetstook over. They were braked by areverse process when they
landed. A dragchute and lightweight skidswereincluded for emergencies, but had not been used in twenty years of
SOM S operation.

"Boarding now," said Lucel, taking Vitellan by the arm.

The moving walkway took them along a transparent tube that reared up to the side of a SOMS. Vitellan had an idea of
the thing's size from hisimprints, but not the experience of approaching something so lar ge.

"Will it never stop growing?" he whispered.
"We're"goingto America," Lucel explained curtly. " By thismachineit's only an hour away,"

America. The man who had visited Hadrian'swall in 160 a.d., when it was a state-of-the-art military installation, began
scanning the cyclopedic subset of hisimprints.

" By common usage, 'America’ isagenericterm for the USA," he said after a few moments.

"Sorry, you'reright. Try scanning Houston, Texas."

They stepped off the walkway and wer e greeted by smiling flight attendants. Vitellan glimpsed faint brown streaks on
the car bonfiber-ceramic skin of the SOMS, then they wereinside a vast, low auditorium of golden brown car pet, dark
green seats, and rows of blue overhead lockers. Brown, green, and blue wer e the flag color s of Ecosphere, the
Earth-Nation movement. It was one of several international power groups, and the youngest except for the Luministes.
Vitellan sat down car efully and drew the belt across himself with the caution of a beginner under instruction. L ucel
flicked on histray screen and selected the view from a camera near the nose of the SOM S. Being in business class, they
sat isolated in a pair of seats. Other passengersfiled briskly aboard. Most werein casual clothes, middle-class Russians
escaping the M oscow winter for resort ranchesin the American Southwest.

" Anything | can get you?" The attendant spoke Russian with an American accent.

"We'refine, but my friend does not like flying," Lucel explained, and she threw the girl a flicker of a wink. " No fuss,
please."

"Oh, I'm sorry. We have a range of mini-imprintsthat can help."

"No, thank you. It would affect hiscricket, and he has a cor porate match scheduled.”



When she had gone Vitellan turned to Lucel.
" An imprint really would have helped.”

" Contact with an imprinter would also have relayed a few important 1Ds from your brain to the Russian Federal Airlines
database. Some things have to be done from experience, and thisis one of them."

"Cricket," hesaid, going straight to hisimprints. " Bat and ball game of English origins. Popular in countries of the
former British Empire and currently increasing in popularity in the United States—"

Lucel put afinger to her lips. " It's considered geek to vocalize your imprints.”
" Really? That was not in my imprints.”

A flight safety video played in the top right corner of all tray screens. The SOM S began to turn. Vitellan could see the
snowfield rotating befor e the nose camer a, but it was so smooth that he felt no sense of motion. A melodious
announcement declared to the cabin, " Prepare for takeoff. Counting down . . . three, two, one." The sudden crush of
acceleration was alarming rather than uncomfortable. Lucel switched to thetail camera view a moment before the
ramjets cut in, but the airport was only visible for moments. The runway and countryside plunged out of the screen, and
wer e replaced by a white nothingness of cloud, then the mottled gray top of the cloud layer.

Imprintsflung reassuring background to Vitellan: the hydrogen-fueled ramjet-rocket hybrid was the best and safest
transport technology in history. Thetail camera now showed the clouds below through shimmering but smokeless
exhaust. Therewas a dull, rushing rumble and a slight vibration to hint at the power that they wereriding, but otherwise
the background music from the screen unit was easily audible.

" Onceyou get over the strangeness thisis not so daunting,” heremarked, moreto himself than to Lucel.

Lucel switched on alocal standing-wave cloaker in her breast pocket. " We can talk in private now, and | can tell you that
theworst isyet to come."

Thetransition from ramjet to rocket configuration was no more than a slight lurch, followed by an increasein the
G-force pressing them into their seats. Vitellan's screen now showed breaksin the distant cloud, and mountains below
that. He became awar e that the pressur e forcing him back into the seat was lessening. " One minuteto Zero-G," the
melodious, reassuring voice of the unseen captain announced to the cabin.

"You will feelhelpless, asif you are falling out of control," Lucel warned. " Just relax, don't try to fight it."

"My first flight," hesaid, trying to find wordsto give majesty to an experience that the other passengers seemed to
regard with indifference.

"Not so," Lucel corrected him. " Your frozen body was flown from the Swiss Alpsto Durvasin atiltrotor transport after
you had been dug out of theice. You are, however..." Shestudied a cluster of numeralsthat she had conjured at the
bottom of her screen. " As of now, you arethefirst citizen of the Roman Empireto fly into space. Congratulations.”

She reached over and shook his hand.

" Space?" he asked.

" Sorry, check your imprints."

Vitellan found himself hanging in his straps. Lucel held a plastic card before him, then let it go. It floated before his
eyes, therewas no longer an up or down. He groped for help among hisimprints and found breathing and relaxation
exercises. After afew minutes he was unclear whether they really worked, or werejust a useful distraction. He began to

methodically work through theimprint subset on space.

"Wearetraveling over the North Pole," Lucel said as she switched his screen back to the nose view. " Then we'll pass
above Canada. It will be night below, so you won't see much.”

" And Japan?"

"Not thistime. We'relanding at Houston, an American city. You may have scanned your imprintsfor it already. When
we arrive we can have breakfast. It'stime for that in Houston."

Vitellan closed his eyes. Food was very low among his prioritiesjust then. Gradually he adjusted, trying to distract



himself by playing with a weightless pen and pad. L ucel brought up a view of space on her backseat screen, giving them a
vista of fathomless blackness and brilliant, steadily gleaming stars. Vitellan felt a slight pang of disappointment asthe
SOM S bellied through the air, and the sensation of down returned to the floor.

Houston, Texas: 8 December 2028, Anno Domini

Thelanding was an alarmingly fast approach to an expanse of patchwork lights, yet the SOM S aligned itself precisely
with awhite strip and was embraced by magnetic buffersthat lined the maglev runway. It was before dawn, and the
screen showed low, softly contoured terminal buildings bathed in floodlights, and a maglev shuttletrack that ran above
ground.

" Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Houston," the captain said in English, then in Russian.

"Watch what you say, I'm putting the cloaker off now," said Lucel. " By the way, we've gone back to this morning."
Vitellan was astounded. " Y ou mean this machine travels backwards through time?"

"No, it just happensto be morning in this part of theworld. Check 'time zones' in your imprints.”

After the experience of the flight Vitellan was bursting to tell everyone what he felt and what a marvelous thing it had
been, but asthey left the flight attendants merely smiled at him with the bored politeness that Roman shopkeeper s had
displayed two millennia ago. The terminal waslittle different from that of M oscow South Or bital, and the maglev
shuttletraveled too fast for him to see anything more than a dark blur of trees, gardens, and buildings. He looked up to
seethat Venus, Jupiter, Mars, and a half-moon were lined up acrossthe sky, asif in a great, triumphant procession.
They were a welcome scrap of stability in aworld hurtling along like a driverless chariot.

Lucel had intended to keep Vitellan at a ranch near Huntsville, which wasto the north and only a few minutes by air
taxi. It was also a discreet resort, specializing in the accommodation of those who wished to remain out of sight. She did
not contact the ranch until they werein a hired van and clear of theairport terminal. Vitellan listened to the argument
with interest.

"Why can't you fly straight out in atiltfan cab?" came the voice from the descrambler.

" Don't they teach you anything about security? In the city we're onein a million. In the open air we'd get scanned,
targeted, and charred about a minute after we locked on to your beacon and began to honein."

Someone whistled at the other end of the connection.

" Lady—Iook, apart from theresort, thisisaranch. Weraise cattle and run a few megawatts of solar cells, and we got
enough firepower to hold off a gang of roadspikes or aggr essive paparazzi until thelaw fliesin. That'sall. If you've got

serious bogies after you, you'll need help from a seriousteam."”

"Then have ateam flown in," Lucel snapped. Therewas a few seconds' silence. " Can you keep on hold till this
evening?"

" Can you be more precise?"

" Twenty-one-fifteen, local time. Like | said, if you want Core A security, you haveto plan in advance. Trusted contract
kev-skinstake a few hoursto round up."

L ucel broke the connection.

" Looks like we do Houston for the day."

"What is'do' in this context?"

" Play tourist, once |'ve contacted some very discreet people about a gun and some street money. We'll visit the Johnson
Space Museum, teach you to drivethisvan in the quieter streets, gotothe World Three Mall at sunset and have a fish
curry at the Rajah Talmas—or do you want to catch some sleep in the back of the van? It's night back in M oscow, and
your body ison Moscow time."

Vitellan did not answer immediately. " That flight that we took," he began, then paused for lack of words.

"The suborbital?" Lucel prompted.



"Yes. Toyou it isnothing, of no more consequence than ... than ajourney from Ostia to Neapolis by ship."
"1 know what you'retrying to say, but after another century all thiswill bejust asquaint."
"Your technology and your society movetoo fast. Don't you appr eciate the wonder of what we just did?"

"Theunfamiliar iseasy towonder at,” Lucel replied after some thought. " Your lifeisawonder to me. You fought in the
Hundred YearsWar, you wereafriend of Alfred the Great, and you saw Pompeli destroyed by Vesuvius and exchanged
letterswith Pliny the Younger. According to Dur-

vasoral tradition, your father even spoke with Jesus Christ and did crowd control at one of his sermons."
"My father spoke no Aramaic, so when Christ spoketo him hedidn't—"

" Oh Vitellan, that's not the point." Lucel sighed. " To meyour lifeisawonder beyond my wildest dreams, but anyone can
do a suborbital flight for the price of aticket."

"My life? | wastherefor somegreat eventsin history, that'sall. What was the first Marslanding to you?"

That caught Lucel off-guard. " |—it was, well, boring | suppose. Okay, | admit it, to me Marsfootfall wasjust half a dozen
anonymous spacesuits jumping about on pink sand. Spacetravel doesn't interest me, |'ve never been higher than a
suborbital hop."

His argument confounded, Vitellan ran hisfingersthrough hishair and watched the other traffic for atime. Most were
fuel cell and solar panel boost models, bisected teardropslike their van. A few werethe driverless autocab wedge types
that he had traveled in back in Moscow. Old high-rise buildings stood out like sky-blue crystals, while more modern
buildings wer e hidden beneath a dense matting of trees.

"We cleared foreststo build cities, now you turn citiesinto forests," he said with incomprehension. 'Thiscentury isjust
too much for me. If | stay awake for the next twenty-six yearsuntil 2054,1 will probably see more changes than in all my
twenty centuries.”

"Will you ever stop traveling through time?"

" Everyone asks methat, and | always say perhaps: perhaps| would want something different. | wasa hero from amore
advanced civilization when | was awake during the Dark Agesand the Hundred YearsWar. | had arts of fighting to teach
and advanced scholar ship to revive. In thiscentury— I'm just a helpless curiosity. All of a sudden | am afraid toreturn to
theice. In ahundred yearsmore | might be so out of place that they will keep mein a cage. | don't know what to do. For
thefirst timein my lifel know that | have no value as a centurion, and that my scholar ship has only historical worth."

Lucel sensed that they were being tracked asthey walked through the World Three Mall, just after sunset. It wasan

open-air market beside the old Astrodome, and although it was packed with shoppersand tourists she noted an

imper ceptible pattern in the way that some people around them were moving. For a moment she followed something
overhead, her eyesflickering up while she faced a stall and spoke with Vitellan, then shedrew her Darington TS-17
smoothly and fired. Nobody in the crowd noticed the soft thump of the shot, but a pigeon that had been flying in lazy
circles exploded in a yellow splash of burning fuel and electronicsthat fell into the market, setting hair, clothes, and
stalls' awnings alight. Lucel had the gun pocketed before the screams had even started. She took Vitellan by thearm.

"Hurry. They want you alive, but they'll still hurt." " Who does? What was that thing?" " A monitor bionic, built likea
bird. It was following our conversation.”

"1t was a hundred feet away."

" No problem, since about twenty yearsago. | wonder how much it caught? Y ou wer e talking about Roman Empire
cooking styles just now—okay, they know who you are. Quickly, in here."

They stepped out of the crowd into a sportswear shop. Lucel knife-handed the sales assistant in the midriff without
breaking stride and they hurried into the storage area at the back. She pushed a stack of cartonsover behind theinner
door, then shot out thelock of theroller door opening onto the delivery lane.

"That'll hold them for ten seconds or so, especially if the shopkeep hits the scream button." Asif on cue, a siren began
whooping somewher e behind them. " Good boy. We may have an extra twenty seconds now."

They emerged from the laneinto the swirling crowd of the mall again. A policetiltfan was already over head, and many



tourists wer e crowding in to watch what was going on. L ucel slowed to scan the crowd.
"We should be getting away," said Vitellan.

"Therewill bea vector scan from another monitor bionic looking for bodies moving away from the shop. What | need
is—there!"

She squeezed off a shot from the hip, and theleft arm of a whipcord-thin Chinesein a hibiscus print shirt shattered at
the elbow. He dropped silently, paralyzed with the pain and shock, but those around him shouted and recoiled. They
wer e ateam of five, not expecting to be stalked by their quarry. They would withdraw, call in moreteamsto deal with
what they now thought was an opposing team. Lucel and Vitellan stepped into a bar and took the stairsto a balcony.

" Good view from here," shesaid asthey sat down at atable. The open-air balcony was part of the upstairsbistro. " Give it
alittle longer."

"What areyou waiting for ?"

"1 stuck a distress beacon to a garbage skip over at the entranceto that lane. When it goes off my contacts will know that
we need an emergency pickup. With luck our admirersdown there will also be totally focused on the skip for a good
thirty seconds.”

"1t'smy fault for talking carelessly.”
"You'vedonewell to adapt asfar asyou have," Lucel replied, staring abstractedly at the crowd.

Dirty plates and cutlery remained from the previous diners at thetable. Vitellan picked up a steak knife. It had a stiff
blade, and was surprisingly sharp. Lucel was counting.

" ... four, three, two, one, now!"

Nothing happened that Vitellan could see or hear, but the policetiltfan suddenly turned and descended. A blaze of
yellow speared down at the skip. The mall flashed white and the skip shattered in a concussion that they felt rather than
heard. An incandescent ball of fire and smoke erupted out of the crowd, and debris hit thetiltfan. It plunged into the
fireball of its own making, its cockpit raked by fragments from its own missile's blast. The explosion of its crash seemed
morereal than that of its missile, and turbine fragments from the shattered fans scythed through the crowd like
monstrous shuriken.

" Shit, maybe they really aretryingto kill you!" exclaimed Lucel in disbelief at the carnage. She scrambled up from the
floor, dragging Vitellan after her. " Come! Every vector on someone's monitor screen will be pointing away from this
area now. We'll never be spotted.”

" But the beacon—"

"My transmitter was not a beacon to homeon, it only alerted my contactsthat they have to rendezvous at another
prearranged emergency point."

They hurried around the balcony and down therear stairs. Thesirens of real policetiltfahs were wailing in the distance,
and a scatter of bystandershad already summoned the courage to abandon their cover and flee. The policetilt-fans
passed over head, casting cones of light through the smoke. L ucel waswearing her wraparound dataspex again, thistime
with customized enhancementstuned for layered night vision using infrared and enhanced visible spectrum images.
They stopped at the loading bay of a darkened office block, and Lucel pulsed theroller door open from the modec of her
dataspex. Beyond was a black rectangle of darkness.

" Quickly, in!"

"1 can't seein thedark," Vitellan said as he shuffled forward, groping blindly.

"No need, I'll guideyou. Thisisatransfer point, wewon't be herelong."

Thedoor rolled down again. Vitellan counted his heartbeatsin the darkness and listened to distant sirens. Light leaking
from outside outlined a brickwork pattern of stacked boxes. Brooms, grapples, discarded packing . .. Lucel's body heat
radiated against hisarm through thetearsin his shirt, yet her hand was cold on hiswrist. He counted three hundred

heartbeats.

"1 thought the Luministes wanted you alive," Lucel said, asif the attack had somehow been Vitellan's fault.



"Why ask me?"
" Because | wasthinking out loud, but no matter. I've made other plansin case those loons at the ranch goofed out.”
" So—but do your people know we're here?"

"They'll bedriving past every few minutes and polling for uswith a tight-beam radio pulse. When | get the pulse we
leave and walk to theleft, two blocks down to the all-night deli. A dark blue Toyota roachvan will be waiting." An amber
spot glowed before her eyeson the dataspex. " Therethey are! Stay with me now."

She pulsed theroller door up and scanned the outer loading bay. " All clear, no—"

An autonic that was clinging to theright wall fired, hitting Lucel's lower left ribcage with a tumble-round. She collapsed
with a per cussive wheeze as Vitellan saw a shadow step around the coiner and fire something at him with a soft stutter.
Darts stung hisarms and chest, and he fell facedown over Lucel.

" Scrubbed the girl, tranked daddy," the shadow reported to a wristcomm.

Hands seized Vitellan's body and rolled him over. Hisright arm flopped over lifelessly—and plunged the steak knife
from the bistro into the shadow's throat. The second figur e did not realize anything was wrong until his companion
collapsed. Vitellan picked up Lucel's gun and squeezed the trigger. Nothing happened. Keyed to her palmchip, cannot
fire, the Streetwise imprint suggested within his mind.

Vitellan backed into the loading bay asthe second man fired more tranquilizer dartsinto him. There was no effect.
Engineered bacteria administered by Lucel in the Paris hospital had manufactured enzymesin hisblood that were
neutralizing the tranquilizer. The figure leaped onto the bay, crouching low, arms extended. Vitellan threw the image to
hisimprint: formal martial artsfighting stance, tae kwon do with commando streetfighter variation. Vitellan felt behind
him and seized a broom. He snapped the brush off with hisfoot. The man lunged, easily deflecting the over hand blow
that Vitellan made with the handle—but the Roman gently drew it back in a smooth underloop and jabbed it forward.
The handle's splintered end smashed past teeth and lodged in the Luministe'sthroat. Vitellan stabbed underhand with
the steak knife, but the blade hit body armor and snapped. Seizing the man's back collar, the Roman slammed his head
into the ferroslab wall and he suddenly went aslimp as a dead squid in a fishmonger's basket.

Alert for more attackers, Vitellan picked up Lucel'sbody. His hands clutched cloth soaked in dlick, cooling blood. A black
shape on the floor vomited Glucoboost through the gash in his neck and died. Thetiny autonic gun-platform

clinging to the wall followed Vitellan with itsbarrel, but it had a bar on shooting at his profile. He turned left outside the
loading bay and ran, L ucel's blood pouring down his shirtfront and trousers. Two blocks away a laser scanner from a dark
blue Toyota van identified the profile of Vitellan's current mask. The driver gunned the fuel cell engine, and within
seconds strong hands bundled Vitellan and Lucel inside. -

They wer e Africans, Nubians perhaps, Vitellan realized as the door slammed shut behind him. He had met Nubians
when he had been garrisoned in Egypt, so long ago that America was not even a legend in Roman folktales.

A medic pumped broad-spectrum stabilizing serum laden with nanowareinto Lucel with one hand and slapped the skin
grapples of a heart pacer down on her chest without bothering to remove her shirt.

" She'sdead, | brought her anyway," panted Vitellan, watching with the detached despair of one who had already given
up.

"Dead sheis, mon, but we'll soon fix that."

They seemed to drive for quite some time. Although there were many turns, there was no sense of being chased. The van
finally stopped, and the back doorswere opened from outside. Vitellan looked out, one hand on Lucel's cold for ehead.

Four guardsleveled automatic rifles at them and a man with mutton-chop whiskerswalked up, a wide-beam weapons
scanner held before him. After some moments he held up hisother hand. " All clear," he declared, and medical orderlies
swarmed up to take Lucel away. Vitellan stepped from the van, unsteady on his feet and feeling curiously lonely.

The man with the scanner noticed the blood soaking Vitellan's hands and clothing. He pointed and began barking
keywor d-laden orders. More medics rushed forward, but Vitellan held up hishands.

"Ah, believeit or not, I'm uninjured,” he said.

Vitellan and Lucel had been brought to a private medical clinic named SkyPlaz near Hermann Park. It specialized in



the treatment of those who could afford designer body enhancementsthat were unregistered, and hencein a murky class
of borderline legality. The whole fourth floor of the block had been reserved for them, with Village credit unwittingly
picking up thetab.

Lucel had arranged for a contract security firm run by one of the mor e respectable of Houston's Afro-gangsto pick them
up, and a protection bureau in Taiwan that guaranteed secure and discreet accommodation had booked them into
SkyPlaz. Lucel'slife had thus been saved by the precautions meant for Vitellan.

In the hour after he had been admitted, Vitellan was given an intensive body scan and toxin flush, and his scratches and
dart strikeswere bonded and sealed. Although hetook a shower and was scrubbed thoroughly by the handlers, he still
imagined that he could smell blood as he dried himself. Completely exhausted, he lay on his back on a lounge, wearing
sandals and a kimono of white silk painted with leafy green bamboo stems. For comfort it was the closest that he had
worn to Roman clothing since the second century. Within moments he was asleep, and he barely noticed himself being
lifted from the couch onto atrolley.

Lucel was stabilized and put in a biosupport unit while her damaged skin, ribs, and organs wer e attended to. Vitellan had
his mask removed while his body was scanned for organic implants and hisblood filtered for debrisand toxins. When he
awoke the next day helay running his hands over his stomach for along time. There was no pain from his stomach,
there had been no pain in his stomach since he woke up in the Luministe hospital in Paris. He was free of pain for the
first timein a decade of waking life. How long had he been awake now? Three days? He aimost wanted the pain back asa
reference point in this chaotic, headlong world of the twenty-first century. His body seemed unfamiliar too. Old scars
and mar ks wer e gone, and hisfingerswere longer and more delicate. M or e cosmetic work, he decided.

By mid-mor ning the doctor s and medical engineers had finished with him and he went to visit Lucel. She was no longer
at danger status, but had only been revived suffi-

ciently to beintegrated with a trauma attenuation imprinter, and was still hours from being allowed back to full
CONSCiousness.

Vitellan ate lunch wearing his bamboo print kimono, watching an afternoon thunder storm lash against the windows.
Managing rice with chopsticks was quite a challenge, and he sprayed a lot of food around while a puzzled waiter watched
patiently.

The Roman spent the rest of the day watching L ucel being built back into a viable body. Her face was covered in blue
utility gel supporting tubesthat went into her mouth and nostrils. It looked asif some surreal jellyfish was feeding on
her. The tumble-shots had smashed two ribs, minced some abdominal muscles, and torn her intestinesin several places.
One had pulverized a kidney asit left her body. Medical utility arms carefully cleaned her skin while computer-linked
camer as and scanner s assessed what could be salvaged.

Her abdominal cavity was opened, and the small intestine carefully inspected and spliced where theround had flayed it.
When the surgical handlers had finished she had lost only a few inches of intestine. The damaged sections of rib were
reconstructed with a calcium matrix, while the torn muscles would eventually be replaced by vat-muscle keyed to her
antibody signature. One quick spray of gunfire, then all of thisto bring her back from the edge of death, Vitellan mused.
Lucel'sabdominal muscleswere hard and well developed, so the handler cut, stapled, and bonded to retain the strength.
A small array of damaged tissue built up on a platter beside her in the unit.

While she was unconscious an inter active dialogue between a computer and her nervous system probed for brain damage,
but none was found. Although her circulation had ceased for a lethal period, the oxygen reserves built into her tissues
had saved her. Armswith electrical stimulatorsworked her musclesto preserve tone.

It was evening befor e the surgical handler completed the operation by clamping and bonding L ucel's skin whereit had
been breached. The gel was slowly sucked out until she lay naked on the contoured surgical table within the biosup-

port unit. Vitellan noted her black wedge of pubic hair. For somereason he had not thought of her as having pubic hair,
like the women and goddesses of many ancient statues. Her breasts were small and firm, they would not get in the way
when she was fighting. Perhaps she had had them tailored that way, Vitellan speculated. He decided to check, and under
Vitellan'simprinted directions the monitor interface confirmed that her breasts had been altered by surgery. It wasa
common procedur e for combat-career military women, the cyclopediaimprint assured him. Her fallopian tubes had also
been clamped off, and there wer e some other minor surgical enhancementsinvolving her muscles and nervous system.
Therest of her physique wastheresult of hard training, Dr. Baker later confirmed that when he called in to assessthe
progress of his machines with the patient. That gave Vitellan some reassurance. Physical work still counted for
something, so there might be a place for him in thisworld after all. Baker began to talk to Lucel.

" Glad to have you back, Miz Lucel," the doctor spokeinto a mouthpiece that curved around from the frame of his



dataspex. Vitellan stared at the body in the unit, but it showed no movement other than that of breathing and the induced
muscle contractions.

"Yeah, he's here, he's been watching you most all of theday. Sure, | can do that." Baker removed his dataspex and
swiveled around to Vitellan. " We've got a consciousnesstap into Mix Lucel, part of the checksfor brain damage that
we've been doin'."

" But sheisnot awake," Vitellan said with a gestureto the unit.

" Oh she'shomeall right, but don't ask how. Just watch, this might make it a little easier for you to get your head
around."

Hetapped at some studs beneath a display on the side of the unit, and above the transparent bulkhead a green
holographic ball the size of an apple formed. " Consciousness being gated now," the female Texan voice of the unit
announced. The green ball expanded into an orange, life-size holograph of Lucel's head and neck. It wastranslucent at
first, then it slowly took on human tones and textures. Vitellan stood up, and his face was directly before her eyesasthe

holographic eyelids blinked. It wasthefirst timethat he had seen her face without a mask for more than a few seconds.

" Good to seeyou up and about, Miz Lucel," 'said Baker ashestood up. " Now I'll just set the cloaker and leave you two
alone."

Lucel's holographic eyes followed Baker until he had closed the door behind him.

" Someone locked on to us," shesaid to Vitellan, her lips and facial muscles working too perfectly for life.
"Two of them," Vitellan replied. " And some sort of robot with a gun. They shot you."

"1... think | was hit in the stomach. | s—is everything all right?"

"1 think so. We'rein a clinic named SkyPlaz. Your contract gang team brought us here. The gangs seem morereliable
than the authoritiesin this century.”

"That's the market economy for you. So, the gang'stac squad in the van rescued us?"

"No, | killed both of the Luministe agentsand carried your body to the contract gang'svan."

"You killed two of the Luministe's enhanced contract lock-ons and rescued me?”

"Yes"

"How humiliating." " You'd rather | hadn't?"

"lt'sokay. A little humiliation can lift one's game, just like a bit of guilt makes sex more fun."
Her approval sent a warm flush through his bleak feeling of helplessness.

"How did they try to stop you?" she asked after a moment.

Vitellan held up five tiny flighted wedges. " With these. The doctor gave them to me as souvenirs."

"Trank darts. They'd dissolvein your bloodstream for five hours or thereabouts, keeping you asleep for the duration.
Luckily | set up your body to be proof against a suite of chemicalslikethat when we first met. Who's running the shop?"

"In theory, me."
Vitellan began to pace before Lucel's holograph, his armsfolded tightly and his head bowed. The insubstantial eyes of

the projection followed him. Somewher e beneath the tangle of electronics and medical support equipment, Lucel herself
sensed that he was disappointed at being let down by his own peoplein Durvas.

"1 wish you could take over again," he confessed. " How do you feel?"

" Absolutely numb," she admitted as her projection looked down into the biosupport unit. " Thereal melooksa mess."



"You were hit by threerounds from a little robot gun platform. They nearly cut you in two."
" How long ago?"

"Twenty-four hours. Your bones and intestines were bonded back together by the robot armsin the case below you. |
watched."

"Voyeur."
"They put in anew kidney." " 1'd have never guessed.”

"You weredead for at least ten minutes. Y ou should have had brain damage, according to my cyclopedia imprint. How
did you survive?"

"1've had oxygenation backup built into my tissues in stabilized molecular cages. It'sdesigned to cut in if | stop
breathing for more than two minutes. There's autoclampsfor severed blood vessels, and a pacer also fires up to force my
blood to circulate if my heart stops for morethan five seconds. | can take a lot of damage and pull through.”

Vitellan had been accessing hisimprints as shetalked. " Micropumpsdriving and routing blood by selective arterial
contraction, with stabilized molecular cagesto store oxygen: the cages wer e developed from the same stabilized lattices
asthe covalent lattice explosives.”

"You'vegot it. Vitellan, could you find my dataspex for me?"
"y es"

"1 want you to interface them with the cables going into this thing that 1'm being repaired in. | can seethe panel from
here—I'll talk you through the procedure.”

"Whatever you say. Do you want to do mor e database work?"

"Yes, but | want to check what the spex contain as well.

They have a low energy recorder, they've been recording everything going on around them since | was shot."

When hereturned from hisroom the pale holographic head remained in midair above the surgical unit. He plugged
flaccid, flat cablesinto slots and pressed patter ns of studs while the holograph head called instructions and passwords
across the room. Asthe connection was established the holograph vanished. The Roman suddenly felt like curling up and
going to sleep. Lucel wasin charge again so he could relax, yet he was still uneasy about being completely in her power.
Her projected head reappeared just in timeto find Vitellan yawning and stretching hisarms.

"You should be asleep," she said sternly.

" Spoken like an | cekeeper,” hereplied, lying back in a contour chair with hisarmsfolded and looking at the ceiling
monitors. " You remind me of a man named Gentor."

" Get somerest, Vitellan. You've been stalked and attacked by professional—"

" Asprofessional killersthey were nothing compared to the Danes, or even a well-trained gladiator. I'm a soldier, and |
have survived many battles. Remember that, please, and don't try to seal me up in abox. | don't break easily."

"1s something on your mind?" Lucel's hologram asked, assuming a vulnerable and insecur e expression.
| am the Master of the Frigidarium, hereminded himself, | have aright to ask questions about what isdonein my name.

"| asked to berevived in the year 2054 of the Christian calendar,” he said, now trying to modulate histone to
unthreat-ening curiosity. " That wasto mark two thousand year s since my birth. Now | have been revived and it isonly
2028. Why wasthat done?"

"It'salong story. Thelocation of your body in the Alpswas preserved in both Durvas and a castle in France after you
werefrozen. Latein the eighteenth century there was a successful revolution against the nobility of France, and the
Hussontal castle was burned to a stone shell. M eantime the village of Durvas had maintained a few ceremonies such as
theice harvest, and even the office of | cekeeper had been filled in an unbroken line all the way back to Guy Foxtread,
whom you probably met."



"Yes, | knew him well."

" Fantastic,” shebreathed through translucent lips. " Anyway, the Durvas people had folktales, traditions, the original
Frigidarium, and a copy of the map that had been destroyed in France. The folk in Durvasdid not know that the map had
been destroyed, however, and they wereworried that the French revolutionaries would locate your body and destroy it.
Thelcekeeper of Durvas decided to revivethe carefor your frozen body, but he also decided that a mor e reliable way of
making ice was needed. Thus Durvas became a center of refrigeration research.

"1t soon became obviousthat the map in the Hussontal castle had actually been destroyed, because Durvas spies reported
that the castle was set afire during fighting, and was not looted beforeit burned. The | cekeeper decided that it was still
safetoleave you in the Alps, but therefrigeration resear ch was continued—just in case you ever had to bereturned to
Durvas. The village prospered and grew immensely over the next two centuries. In 2016 a decision was finally made to
move your body from Switzerland to England. Greenhouse melting of the alpine ice was given as the official reason, but
ther e was also some doubt about whether Durvas had a legal claim to you or whether the Swiss could claim you as an
archeological artifact. The move was thus preemptive and donein secret, but once your body was safely in Durvasthere
was a general announcement about your existence, and about who and what you are. It caused a sensation worldwide."
"All of that isin my imprints,” said Vitellan, unimpressed. " So, | was dug out in 2016, then revived in 2028."

"Yes, although in theory you wer e meant to stay frozen there until 2054, by your own wish."

"1f | was still frozen in some new Durvas Frigidarium, why was| revived early?"

" For the samereason that you wererevived in the ninth and fourteenth centuries. Therewasa crisis, and you were
needed.”

"Me? Needed? In this century? You must bejoking." " No, it'strue. Bonhomme was discover ed six years after you, but in
those six years a strange groundswell of cults had

sprung up—in the Americas and Africa, but especially in France. In the same way that some nutty groups ook to
salvation by aliens from spacein UFOs, these people preached salvation by a frozen disciple of Jesus Christ. One group,
the Luministes, began sending its own expeditionsinto the Alps, and in 2022 they wer e vindicated when Bonhomme was
found. Hewasrevived at once. After a stomach transplant * and a cour se of imprint therapy he found himself at the head
of avery large and rapidly growing movement. The Lumin-iste administration isthe real power behind him, but his
pronouncementscarry alot of weight."

"1 begin to see. After ayear or two the Durvas people wanted to revive their own ice-prophet as a counter to Bonhomme."

"1n essence, yes. You weretheir sleeping superhero, their King Arthur, their Ilya Maromyets—check your imprints
later, those two have big entries.”

" So, | wasunfrozen in Durvas.”

"Earlier thisyear, yes."

"But not revived."

"No."

" But Bonhomme's Luministes had me abducted." " Yes."

"Then revived me." "Yes."

"You then rescued me."

"Yesand no. Asfar asthe modern equivalent of your seneschal, Lord Wallace, and everyone elsein Durvasis concer ned,
I am an unknown, expensive contract agent. Durvas has been making inquiries about you, however, but the clinic has
strict ordersnot to tell them anything until I am good and ready."

" But Durvasismy village. It only existsto help metravel through time. If | can't trust Durvas people, who can | trust?"

"You could trust me."

"Yes...but would it be unreasonable of meto be confused?" " No."



" All right, then, what is going on?"
"1 don't know everything that | need to asyet, and mean-

time | will not have you doing anything rash out of sheer ignorance. You arein serious danger, but you are obviously
aware of that."

" So I'm to be kept in ignorance?"

"No, no, that'snot what | meant. | tell you what: ask one of the staff for atravel-sim called TourHead, and say that you
want to run Decius Museum, Antarctica. That should give you morethan enough to think about for now."

5

thedeclad
Houston, Texas: 10 December 2028, Anno Domini

According to Baker, the wallscreen was a limited tool for doing research, yet Vitellan liked it for that very reason. It was
like watching a play or an oration, so he had a parallel of something likeit in his background. He had already tried VR
helmets, but found that he disliked them. It was like being someone else, and Vitellan wondered if he would ever adjust
to that medium. He lay back on hisbed, using a remote control unit to select video footage from newsbases. Nearly all of
his sear ches wer e on Bonhomme the Prophet. He watched rallies, revival meetings, and airport interviews, and after a
dozen major events Vitellan had the gist of Bonhomme's message: bewar e false prophets, and win back the world for
Christianity. The face was the same as Vitellan remembered, as was the manner, but Bonhomme had been heavily
imprinted to adjust to the modern world. His meeting with Bonhomme had been only a few days ago at Marlenk, even
though now he was on the other side of theworld and over six centuries had passed. The soul of Bonhomme was missing
in this century. Will | too become someone else so that | can adjust to this century, Vitellan wondered. When he had seen
enough, he scrolled down a menu of tourist videos until he found the most recent trip of the Deciad time ship.

Paradise Vistas and Tourhead Distribution present THE DECIAD TIME SHIP. Gregory Pine of Famewar and Shore Street
isyour sense-host on atour of the Roman time ship in Antarcticathat featuresin The De-ciad of Quintus.. See the
Roman time travelerslying frozen and still traveling through time befor e the Awakening Proj ect begins. Date of
Recording: 17 May 2028. Running Time: 41 minutes. Adapted for Wallscreen 8 from True-VR.

AsBaker had said, it was adapted from dataspex cameras, and translated badly to a wallscreen. The sense-host walked
down adimly lit corridor that still contained thelitter of recent construction. Vitellan wonder ed if that was why they
kept it badly lit. At the end his host walked through a pair of sliding doors and into a brightly lit auditorium wher e about
fifty people were already seated. He sat in the front row, and almost at oncethe guide arrived. She introduced her self as
Gina Ross, Italian by birth and Espanic by adoption. Without another word she opened the book that she carried and
began to read:

Thisisatale of theworld's end, and of the shipsthat ran before the flames. The vessels were the very peak of our
empir €'s craft, and they borethe best of our learning and the finest of our citizens.

" So begins the Deciad," said the guide, looking up from the slim, leather-bound volume.

"Theauthor, Quintus Flavius, was an educated stonemason. He was quite familiar with the Aeneid of Virgil, that epic
describing the escape of Troy's last nobles after their city fell to the Greeks. He saw thisvoyage as a similar epic
journey. Perhaps he hoped that his chronicle of the flight from the fall of ancient Rome would become as famous as
Virgil's Aeneid itself.

"1 think you will agreethat thereisnobody better qualified to tell the story of this great voyage than Quintus himself,
so | shall read some mor e passages from the Deciad to set the scene. After that there will be a tour of the chambers

and tunnelsthat he eventually built. The mor e adventur ous among you will also have the option of going for an
excursion on the beach outside.”

There was a shuffling restlessnessin the tour group, mainly from some classics students. Their faces stood out, alert and
eager; they were awestruck. They were actually here at last, at the very site of the famous Deciad epic. Vitellan shared
their eager restlessnessto get on with the tour. The guide began to read again.

At that time of death and pillage the very gods of Rome her self assembled the best remaining scholars and craftsmen at
thefishing port of Larengi, together with five warships and a small body of marines. We saw little of the fighting while



in that small port. Our days were peaceful and strange, with the marines|earning the use of the tools of masonry while
the scholarsand craftsmen learned to fight with sword, spear, and bow. Sometimes wounded wer e brought in from the
fighting around Rome, and thisreminded usthat the Visigoths were abroad. At that time none of us knew why we were
there, except that we wereto help with some mighty undertaking.

Valerius, a skilled blacksmith, said that the revoltsin Africa and Britain proved that the gods wer e abandoning Rometo
decay and ruin. With that we all agreed, being good guildsmen. Our ceremonies and secrets had been suspected of being
pagan by the Christian authorities asthey closed the temples of the rightful gods and persecuted their followers. Many
of our ceremonies wereindeed pagan, and quiterightly so. The gods of Rome and the walls of her masons had kept her
inviolate for eight hundred years. Who were these cultist Christian upstartsto tamper with the very foundations of our
world?

On the morning of the forty-first day after my arrival in Larengi we were roused long before dawn by the sounds of
galloping hor ses and men shouting. Torches and bonfiresflared up asweran into the street, buckling on our swords and
rubbing the sleep from our eyes. Publius, the officer in charge of our training, led usto the docks. There we saw an
exhausted hor sg, its

sweat turning to steam asit stood shivering in the cold night air. Itsrider was slumped against a wall, a goblet in one
hand. He was being questioned by Epictetus, the captain of one of the war ships, and by Decius, who was commander over
usall.

"You are surethat they come?" Decius asked urgently.

" Commander, all | know isthat several ridersleft as| did, and that | wasordered toride ahead and say 'Nemesis protect
the Gods of Romulus when | arrived."

"It isquite fantastic," exclaimed Epictetus. " Rome will stand forever. Thisis some mistake."

" No mistake, sir,” gasped the messenger. " | wasthere. Visigoth freedmen within Rome'swalls betrayed the city to
Alaric'smen."

"Thisistheend, then," Commander Decius said quietly, before he turned to address us all. " Soldiers, craftsmen,
scholars of Rome: prepareto sail at once. Officers of the guard, station your men around the boats. Everyone else, stand
by the boatsto load and row."

Very soon moreridersstreamed into the port and made for the beach, where we waited. All wererobed and cloaked, but
by the bonfires glarel could tell that many were women. Most weretall and fair to behold, though their eyes were bright
with fear. There wereno children. Close behind them wer e pursuing horsemen, and as we struggled to launch the boats
the enemy smashed into our thin line of marines.

The fighting was savage and desper ate, but the stout marines of Rome held the pursuersback. Arrows poured down on us
aswe pushed the boats through the shallows. | fell, struck in the leg.

" Save Quintus, the mason!" shouted the commander. " We need him more than a dozen centurions.”

In theruddy light of the bonfires| saw Valerius wading back for me. Hetook meup in hisgreat armsand with a heave
threw me bodily into a boat.

" Rome fallen, Romans fighting Romans. What times are these," the blacksmith growled as he climbed in after me.
"But it's Visigoths that pursueus,” | replied.

" The hor semen wore Roman armor, and thearrow in your leg is Roman, Quintus. Perhaps Rome would have her gods
fall with her in this night of blood."

At about a quarter mile offshore the warshipslay at anchor. Four were dromons, solid and stately, each with two rows of
oars, and armed with spidery catapults. The other was a trireme, the Tenebrae, sleek and proud, her weapons under cover.
Oneand all, the boats made for the Tenebrae, and | could hear therattle of anchor gear being drawn up as| was hoisted
aboard.

"Why flee?" cried a sailor who was staring back at the shore. " If Romeis gonetheworld's heart is cut out.”

"1f Rome has had its Trojan horse, then Rome can haveits Aeneas, too!" said Valerius, shaking him roughly.

None of us knew thisto be our purpose, but all carried hopesthat it might be so. At that moment, cold, wet, and in



terrible pain, | resolved to chronicle our voyage.

Theguide led the group out of the auditorium to an antehall where two quarter-scale models of oared war ships sat on
aquamarine polymer waves within glass cases. She pointed to the ship on the left.

"Thisvessel isa dromon, a heavy, slow war ship of the late Roman Empire. Rather than ramming the enemy ships, it
fought from a distance with catapults and flamethr owers."

" Flamethrowers?" said atourist with a veteran's pin on hiscap. "I didn't know they had gasoline back then."

"They used a mixture of pitch and sulphur called Greek fire," said one of the students. " It had much the same effect as
twentieth-century napalm."

‘Thisother ship isatrireme,”" said the guide hastily, anxious not to lose control of her tour to the students. " It had three
banks of oars, was very fast, and was designed for ramming. It fell out of general use about a century beforethe Deciad
was written.

" Quintus mentions several timesthat thetrireme Tene-

brae seemed new, and it is possible that the ship was built especially for this mission. Asyou will hear, it was armed with
very advanced catapults and was probably the fastest ship on the M editerranean Sea at that time."

Vitellan smiled at the irony of his own fascination. He was a citizen of the Roman Empire lear ning about the Empire's
future asancient history.

Several days after the morning of our flight we drew closeto the Straits of Gibraltar. Though hardly able to walk, and
burning with fever, | still had to work with one of the catapult teams. Thiswas because so many of our marines had been
left fighting on the beach to cover our escape.

Very latein the evening our lookout called a warning, and we beheld a great fleet of warshipsin our path. At oncethe
commander ordered the sails furled and the masts lowered on all ships. All those not sailing the ship or manning the
catapultswere ordered to the rowing benches. Even the Gods of Romulus strode from their quartersand took up positions
at the oar s beside the craftsmen, scholars, and surviving marines. Shivering sometimes, burning sometimes, | sat by a
forward catapult. Valerius, too, was on thisteam, his great strength needed for the winding ratchet.

Thedrumbeat began and our shipsformed up, two dromons ahead of usand one on either side. The oarswere soon in
time, and we made straight for the waiting fleet, attempting no evasion. The catapults were drawn and aligned. These
weapons wer e really half catapult and half ballista, with an iron frame. They shot fused clay pots of Greek fire with
prodigiousrange and accuracy.

| sat ready to light the pots' fuseswhile Valerius worked at the winding handle. The enemy ships conver ged on the place
where we would meet, and we cried out in amazement to see so many Roman dromons scattered among the barbarian
vessels. Our dromons began to fling their fire pots, and many war ships halted, drenched in smoky flames. We passed

among crippled shipsin safety, but many more were speeding to block our path.

Our drummer raised the speed, first to maximum, then to ramming, and the Tenebrae easily pulled away from the
escorts. The enemy captains had not known that any ship could move so fast, and were not able to close with us or block
our path. Our catapultsthudded at closer and closer range, and soon the stones and Greek fire of the enemy began to
crash down on our own deck. Arrows struck the barricades around us, and we could hear screams from men aboard the
burning ships. Our steersman fell with an arrow through his neck, and Decius stood up and seized the steering oar,
shouting orders all the while.

Then wewerein the clear with the open ocean befor e us, and though therear catapults still shot at the swiftest of our
pursuers, we wer e safe. The marines cheered and embraced each other beforeleaving their stationsto put out thefires.
At about twelve stadia from the battle we shipped oars and raised the mast again. It wasdark by now, and as Valerius
helped meto my feet | looked back to the horizon where our trapped escorts fought and burned among the enemy ships.

" Such afierce batde, yet only a glow now," | said.

" A glow where brave Romansdie," replied Valerius. " First the marines give their livesfor us, now entire ships doom
themselves so that we may flee. We should have stayed to fight."

"They burn that we may escape, my friend. Our mission isworth those lives."



"No mission isworth dishonor," said Valeriusgrimly. " Better to have no New Rome than to found it in cowar dice,
betrayal, and flight."

| told myself that Aeneas might have felt thus when heleft Dido to her funeral pyre and sailed away to Italy, but the
words cut deep. Were Roman virtue and honor too high a priceto pay to found a new city?

Theguideled the group to a map of Africajust beyond the model ships. It reached halfway to the ceiling, and was la-

beled in Latin and English. A heavy red lineran from Italy through the western M editerranean, then down the west coast
of Africa.

"Theislandsreferred toin the next passage arethe Cape Verde lslands," she explained, pointing to their position on
the map with a spotbeam. " The remains of a small Roman garrison have been found there, and the best dating
techniques available suggest that it wasrazed by fire early in thefifth century a.d. Several dozen graves were also
found.”

Thiswas all a curious mixture of the future Rome and the Rome of the distant past, Vitellan noted yet again. There was
also something odd about the guide—she seemed strangely dynamic, larger than life.

" Quintus wrote most of the Deciad while the expedition was staying there. The base had been set up by Deciusduring an
earlier expedition asa place for rest and provisioning. He also had three cor nships waiting there. These were much
better suited to the voyage ahead than the trireme, and some naval historians have said that if Columbusor Cook had
been given a Roman cor nship to use on their own expeditions, they would have done just as well.

"The next passage dealswith part of the voyage to the Cape Verde Islands on thetrireme. They were sailing south along
the African coast, and had just entered the tropics."

Delirious, near death, | lay obliviousto all around me as we sailed many hundreds of miles. Asthe fever brokeand |
revived | noticed how warm and humid the air had become. At first | could see only the blurred outlines of the cabin, and
feel the pitch and roll asthe. war ship crashed clumsily through the waves. Then | heard voices behind me. Commander
Decius was speaking with a woman.

"Thefever hasbroken, Decius," she said with a low, gentle voice. " He will live to build our chambers, perhaps even to
grow old."

" Good, Helica. Very good," hereplied in a voice moretender than | had ever heard him use. " Onelesstroublefor us."

" Doesthe crew still mutter about being near the

edge of theworld, or that the sun will drop from the sky and destroy us?" /

"They do. They arefrightened to seeit so high overhead."

" Such foolishness, my love, but then they are not like us. Did you reassure them?"

"Yes, many times. They know | have sailed much farther than here already, yet they still talk. Captain Epictetusignores
them and saysthat sailors understand only wine, buggery, and the cat, but now thewinerunslow, and there are few
marinesto beat obedience into them. Asfor the other, there arethirty beautiful women aboard this ship, and thisisthe
longest voyage that the crew has ever madg."

" Attack us, the Gods of Romulus?" Helica gasped. " They would not dare. They must know better."

| could hear Decius begin to pace slowly, and the creak of the boar ds beneath his feet.

"What special powers have we?" he said with a sigh. " Our usual lifespan is several timeslonger than that of most
mortals, but that means only that we accumulate mor e learning and experience. These sailorsthink that we arejust rich
nobles, they do not know that our kind guided and gover ned the Roman Empirefor eight hundred years."

" Several lifetimes of training make deadly fighters of we Temporians," replied Helica ominously.

"Indeed, we could kill many in a mutiny, but we need a live crew to sail the ship. In away it isgood that the trireme sails
so badly in these rough seas. The caulking of seams and bailing of leaks takes mor e time with each day that passes.”

The commander ceased his pacing, and there was along silence. | waswondering if they had left when Helica spoke
again.



"My love, it pleases me very much to sail with you thistime. It pleases me beyond telling.”

"Helica, Helica. For years| cursed the waves, wind, and creaking timbersthat took me from you, and the
thousands of miles between us. Even now | must remind myself not to be lonely as| look out over the water."
"We shall even be together on that greatest of all voyages,” she said with a strange eagernessin her voice.

" First we must build the greatest of ships,” he said with alaugh. 'Tend Quintus well, now. Without his skillsthere will
be no ship, and no escape from this savage world and our enemies."

"And no hope of children for us," sheadded in avery small voice.

Many dayslater | wasableto sit up, and to speak. | confessed to Helicathat | had heard her wordsto Decius, and | told
her that | was very confused.

"My lady, | heard that a great ship isto bebuilt,” | said. " | am amason. | know only walls, arches, and the cutting and
fitting of stone."

" So? Did not Rome stand behind walls of stone for many hundreds of years?" Her eyes were wide, sparkling, pulsating,
growing.

" All the other artisans, the scholars, even the sailors, talk about founding a new city, just asthe Trojans built Rome
after their city was betrayed.”

"Not a city, Quintus, yet not really a ship asyou think of it. You shall design itsroomsand corridors, and we Gods of
Romulus shall certainly travel in it."

Asher eyesgrew | no longer felt the motion of the ship. | seemed to fall for a very long time.

"1'm going to skip arather large part of thetext now," said the guide. Vitellan noted that several of the studentswere
looking particularly impatient. " If you want to read the Deciad for your self there are some good translations availablein
the museum bookshop."

There were sneers, but no interjections. The students probably disagreed with the guide'stranslation, yet they were
quiet.

"The Tenebrae reached their garrison in the Cape Verde Islandsin spite of thetrouble with the crew, and they stayed
therefor several months. There Quintus completed the

drawings and estimates for the chambersthat the expedition built, the chambersthat we are standing above now. He also
wrote about two thirds of the Deciad there. Yes? You have a question?”

" 1've always wonder ed why the'Gods of Romulus' had torun for it in thefirst place," said a middle-aged woman with a
New York accent. " If they'd been controlling the Roman Empirefor so long and they had such advanced technology,
surely it would be easier to stay and rally their folk against the Visigoths."

There weretittersfrom the students at her question.

"That'salmost as big an issue asthe fall of Romeitself,” the guide replied, and now there wer e frowns of impatience
from those who were hearing the story for the first time and wanted to know how it ended. " Quintusimaginesthat some
malevolent goddess was responsible and he states several timesthat Juno was attacking the expedition, just as she
harassed the Trojansin Virgil's Aeneid.

" Recent resear ch suggests that the 'Gods of Romulus' wer e being defeated by a combination of infertility and attacks
from an early Christian sect. Arabic documents were discovered in a Spanish library late last century that describe a cult
called the Manneleans, a group of "heroes who struck down the last of some unspecified pagan godsjust as Romefell.
Thereisalso strong evidence that the Manneleans wer e led by a renegade from the'Gods of Romulus' themselves. The
eminent authority Professor Storey suggests that Constantine, Theodosius, and even Saint Paul might have been this
same man. At any rate, the'Gods of Romulus' wer e seen as agents of the devil, and a systematic Mannelean campaign of
assassination probably began.

" By itself that may not have been enough, but Quintus mentions a disease similar to gonorrhea that was making many
women infertile around that time. Perhaps the Manneleans singled out those who could still conceive, and both the
'Gods and Rome went into decline. Eventually someone came up with theidea for this voyage to escape the



Manneleans."
" But what was the point, if they were infertile?"
" A few of theremaining thirty women probably could

conceive, but to do so would invite instant attack from their enemies. By targeting only pregnant women and babiesthey
would hit the group at its most vulnerable point. Decius decided to use technology to escape to wher e the Manneleans
could never follow. Asit turned out, the stay at theisland garrison was quite eventful, as some M annelean agents seem
to haveinfiltrated the Tenebrae % crew. There were several murders, and a small battle that took the lives of fifteen men
and two 'Gods." Knowing that his enemies could do great damage if they got asfar asthe ultimate sanctuary, Decius
mustered all those he could trust for yet another secret escape.”

Oneday, a full month before we were due to sail on, the commander ordered all Gods of Romulus and many of the
artisansto board the cornships and inspect our quarters, so that we could make suggestions for the final fittings. At this
time the ships had only skeleton crews aboard, and very littlein the way of stores.

Valerius and myself werethe last to be rowed out, but no sooner were we taken aboard than the anchorswereraised and
the ships began making way under a fair breeze. All at once there was a great shouting on the shore as Juno entered the
hearts of many left behind. Some groups began to battle each other, and some even tried to launch the beached trireme,

but it was still under repair and many planks were missing from the hull.

Thusdid we sail beyond the reach of Juno, long the enemy of Rome and per secutor of both Aeneas and Decius. For all of
that day we sailed, and for the following night. At dawn the commander called ustogether on the flagship, the Nemesis.
Gods and mortalstogether, he addressed us.

" People of Rome: Even at our remoteisland garrison the enemies of the Gods of Romulusreached out their bloodied
handsto say us, but now they aretrapped there. Each mortal among you was or dered aboard yester day because your
loyalty was beyond question. Now we shall sail on to complete our work in safety.”

At thistherewas a great murmur among us, and
Rentian, one of the senior Gods of Romulus, raised his hand and spoke out.
" Commander, we have three shipsto sail, yet hardly the crew and storesfor a single one."

"You areright, but all iswell," said the commander. " Thisvery morning all storesand crew will he brought aboard the
Nemesis, and the empty vessels put to the torch. If the estimates done by Quintus the mason ar e good, thiswill give us
just enough to complete our task."

All at oncel felt very fearful. The fate of this voyage, the lives of many Romans, everything depended on my hasty
calculations. Yet in spite of all my drawings and designs, | knew nothing of our ultimate purpose. There would be a small
labyrinth cut into solid rock, and that was all. No city and no ship.

The next display was a diorama of the island garrison, complete with a battle scene in which tiny figureswerefrozen in
desper ate, struggling groups—a disor derly, spontaneous conflict, lacking any of the discipline for which Roman soldiers
wer e famous.

" Deciusis now acknowledged to be one of the greatest navigatorsin history," the guide said asthe group crowded
around the diorama. The well-trained sense-host of the Paradise Vistastour vid scanned the displays systematically.
Vitellan paused thevid at several itemsthat caught hisinterest, then let it continue. The guide began speaking again.

"It ishard to believe that without the Deciad of Quintuswe would know nothing about Decius. The voyages and feats of
navigation by Columbusor Erik the Red are nothing compared to what Decius did, yet we had to wait sixteen hundred
yearsto learn about him. He must have been a fantastically charismatic leader to have kept his crew behind him on such
long and danger ous voyages.

" From this point on Quintuswas only able to keep arough diary. When you consider what they must have gone through,
it'samazing that he was ableto write at all."

DAY 91: Theskies are almost always gray now, and the smallest of the seas could wash over the very walls of
Rome. Each day thewind is colder and stronger, and we all now wear the fur jacketsand trousers of the northern

barbarians. Thereisno more muttering that the edge of theworld is near, as all of theremaining sailorswere with the
commander when he came here years ago. On the few clear nights| see strange new constellationsthat circle a celestial



polewith no pole star. Among them is a mighty crossthat never sets—surely a sign of the Christian God. I s hisdomain
here? Do the Gods of Romulus come to do battle with him?

DAY 157: Icicles hang from theropes and fittings, and the clothes of the sailors are stiff with frost. Great islands of
floating ice loom all around us so thickly that we must use sweeps to navigate around them. Two steer smen have died of
exposure, and there have been some beatings to keep the discipline.

DAY 170:1 writeon land, but this coast isthe most barren, cold, forsaken place ever beheld by mortal eyes. Day and
night have merged into one, the birdswalk about as men, yet the cattle crawl like worms. Everywhereisice and rock,
with not so much asasingletree, or even a blade of grass. Rentian begged the commander to let usreturn in summer,
but hereplied that this was summer, and that we had better dig out thefirst of the chambers quickly, to have shelter in
thereally bad seasons. Just as Aeneas descended to the Underworld, so have we come here. Stoutest of mortals, Valerius
builds a forge and whistles cheerfully.

" Quintus dating isnot alwaysreliable, but we estimate that this Roman landing in Antarctica took placein February
412 a.d. Two of themen buried at the Cape Verde I slands garrison have fingers and toes missing, probably through
frostbite, and these graves have been dated to around 390 a.d. They were almost certainly from Decius first voyage to
Antarctica."

By now they had moved on to stand before a map of Antarctica, with the site marked by ared arrow. While the tour group
stood staring with indifferent interest, the guide pressed a stud beneath a handrail, and the curtains that cov-

ered one entirewall were drawn aside. There was a collective gasp, even from the students. Beyond the triple glazing was
agray, choppy sea, with light snow blowing past on a strong wind. The shingle beach was bare and lifeless, just asit had
been when the Romans had landed there. Some of the tourists shivered and rubbed their hands, perhapsin sympathy
with Quintus, who had had no more than heavy clothing and a tent for shelter when he wrote those words so long ago.

"1 shall read one last passage,”" the guide announced as she closed the curtainsagain. " In the year that followed, the
expedition dug the chambersthat Quintus had designed. It wasrevealed that they were building a time ship to enable
the'Gods of Romulus' to escapeto the future.

" These strange people may or may not have had the longevity that Quintus attributesto them, but they certainly had
some advanced scientific techniques. They had discovered a method for suspended animation that involved antifreeze
chemicals such as polyhydric alcohols and glycerols. These wer e probably extracted from snow-dwelling insects such as
springtails, midges, and snowflies, and they allowed the human body to be chilled without tissue damage.”

If only you knew who would be agreeing with you, thought Vitellan. He paused thevid, then reran her explanation twice.
Here wasthe secret of hisown time machine, and here were the people responsible for it. He pondered many seemingly
unconnected facts, then keyed the vid to continue.

"Thetime ship had to be in a place that was always freezing, but was also so very remote that neither the Manneleans
nor curious natives could disturb it while the centuries passed. Decius would have found Eskimosin the Arctic lands that
he explored, but Antarctica was so very remote that only the finest Roman ships and navigation techniques would have
allowed the people of histimeto reach it. With Rome fallen to the Visigoths, Antar ctica would be asinaccessible asthe
moon would beto us after some nuclear war"

...and on that final day that saw neither dawn nor dusk, the Gods of Romulus gathered to drink the

golden elixir before sailing away into the agesin their time ship. Like Aeneas, Commander Decius lived thisyear past
in the underworld of thisland, paying homage to the gods, hisvery brothersand sisters.

Even as hewiped thelast drops of the elixir from hislips, though, his gaze did turn to us, the mortal Romans. Crew of
the Nemesis and builder s of the time ship, we could never sail back through theislands of ice without him to navigate.
Sad, wretched, doomed, our plight reached out to his heart.

"These brave, loyal Romans will surely perish without me to guide them back,” he cried to the assembled Gods of
Romulus, dashing his silver goblet to the shingles. " Friends, you have your time ship and may go in safety to some new
age. | wish to stay behind. Too many loyal Romans have died already for us, and it ismy will that these at least should
grow old under awarm sun."

Then Helica spoke, saying " Decius, my lord. Many years have | been apart from you. Nine decades have | waited since
weweremarried, so how could | now give you up forever? If you would stay in this age so that these brave craftsmen and
sailors of Rome might live, then | shall stay too, tending the sick and ever by your side."



Even aswe cheered their noble sacrifice, the godling Rentian raised hisvoicein an angry cry. " Thisis madness! Decius,
Helica, you must come with us. Forsake these wretches. They will lead assassins back hereto destroy usaswe sleep in
the time ship.”

Loud and long wer e his pleadings on that bleak beach, but to no avail. As Decius turned to lead us away, the false
Rentian took a lance and flung it full at his back. Had not Valerius pushed him aside and taken the point between his
own ribs, wewould all have been fated to a cold, lingering death, lost amid stor ms and islands of towering ice. Only then
did Rentian feel remorse, and he ordered choice stores from the time ship itself to be put aboard the Nemes's so that the
noble blacksmith's death would be atoned for. Then we were sped on our way.

That was our parting—the Gods of Romulusinto
rime, and Decius, Helica, and we mortal Romansinto the gray and terrible sea.
The guide closed the book with a snap and declared: " Thereisno more."

Some of thetourists shifted uneasily, puzzled by the abrupt ending. Thiswas obviously her standard, dramatic way to
end the readings from the Deciad. It brought the focus back to her with ajolt.

"Latein the Resources War of 2026," she continued, " an Australian hovertank crew found the half-buried remains of a
raft made from charred timberson a pebble beach while conducting a sensor patrol. The nails and metal bandsin the
timber registered on thetank'sinstruments, and the crew shoveled away the overlying pebblesto reveal theraft.”

Thegroup moved over to an air-conditioned glass case the size of a small room, in which were housed the car efully
restored remains of theraft. Some of the charred beams showed the chisel strokes of the Roman shipwright who had
originally fashioned them.

" Rentian probably planted some sort of timed incendiary device among the storesthat were put aboard the Nemesis. This
detonated when the ship was well out to sea. Incredibly, Decius somehow survived, built araft, and reached the Antarctic
coast again. We presume that Helica died when the Nemesis sank, but no further mention is made of her. The fate of
Quintuswas another matter. The manuscript of the Deciad wasfound in a lead tube strapped to hisbody."

In a separate case was a lead cylinder about the size of a wine bottle. The metal was bright where it had recently been cut
open at one end, and there were letters and symbols scratched in the lead. The guide translated the message:

" Bewar e the time ship and Godlings of Romulus. Mark well the tale of Quintus."
Now there was absolute silence. Here wer e the last written words of the author of the Deciad.

Vitellan reran the seconds where his host's eyes stared at a silk rubbing of the words and symbols from the cylinder.
Could it be possible that nobody else but he had grasped

what Quintuswastrying to tell the future? The letters were slightly smaller and neater than those of Quintusin the
mockup scroll lying open beside it. Vitellan decided that this should remain hisown private secret until he knew more
about this century and hisown placein it. After another half-dozen reruns and pauses Vitellan finally continued on to
wher e the guide was speaking again.

"We shall never know exactly what happened as the Nemesis sank off the coast of Antarctica,” she explained. " Perhaps
Decius managed to drag Quintus aboard his raft, but the mason died, probably of exposure. When hereached the shore
Decius placed hisbody in a depression on the beach and covered it with the raft.

" Nothing of Deciuswas ever found. He evidently set out overland to avenge Helica's death but died before reaching the
time ship. The hovertank BM 895 took both the manuscript and Quintus mummified body to Jones Base, but within
hoursthey were caught in an Espanic attack. The hovertank was destroyed with all handsin the fighting. Quintus' body
was lost when the administration bunker o'f the base received a series of direct hits from Espanic percussion-wave
missiles. The Deciad manuscript survived, and was smuggled out to Australian lines a few dayslater. It contained enough
cluesto allow the time ship to be located. After thefinal treaty to end the war was signed, the Australians sent an
expedition to find the site. As”ou know, the time ship has proved fascinating to tourists, being the greatest archeological
find since the tomb of Tutankhamen. It had to be developed quickly as an international museum."

Leaving the group at the exhibitsfor a moment, the guidereturned her copy of the Deciad to the lectern. The tourists
spent alot moretime with the exhibits, now that the end of the Deciad was fresh in their minds. People wer e nodding
and pointing, and Vitellan could even hear snatches of very strangely pronounced L atin in the conversations. After an
appropriateinterval the guide called for their attention.



"1f you will follow meinto the elevator now, we shall have a tour of the parts of the time ship open to the public.”
The elevator was large and broad, the size of a small room. It descended, then opened into a low-roofed chamber

cut out of therock. Half of it was partitioned off by a double wall of thick glass. Beyond thisatall, well-proportioned man
lay on a couch, naked under the fluorescent lights. Beside the couch was a complicated mechanism connected to several
vats of liquid and the shutters of two ventilation shafts.

"Therearethree other roomslikethis," said the guide. " The peoplein them were to awake first, then revive the others
manually."

"Why have four rooms?" asked the veteran.

"Multiple redundant systems, like the early spacecr aft had. The mechanism in oneroom hasin fact failed because of
slow corrosion, but the other three would have functioned properly."

"When?"
" About twenty yearsfrom now."

Therewas a murmur of astonishment. Vitellan wonder ed what the reaction of the world would have been if thetime
travelershad revived themselves.

"Thetimer works by the liquid properties of cold pitch. Pitch isactually aliquid, but flows very slowly if the temperature
islowered to the point that isneeded for suspended animation. The designer calculated that after a few centuries enough
pitch would drip through a broad funnel to trip a balance arm. That would in turn trigger mechanismsto seal off the cold
air vents and start a chemical reaction to ignite a separate vat of pitch and heat the place. Theice encasing the man on
the couch would melt, and the spring-and-wax clamps that had kept water out of hislungs while he was being frozen
would pop off hisnose and mouth. After a measured period, when the body was warm enough, a series of three hundred
lead ballswould roll down arace. They would strike his chest at about one-second intervals and were meant to start his
heart. A second race with heavier balls was meant to work hislungs."

" And they expected thiswacky contraption to work?" asked thetourist from New York.
" Actually, it probably would. A chemical analogue of the Romans' elixir had already been synthesized from the body

of the Durvastimetraveler, so ateam in Berkeley conducted experiments using monkeysin a scaled-down version of
thistype of mechanism. One out of four were revived by the mechanism alone. The Romans had a fighting chance." " So
what doesthe elixir do?"

"Their bodies are preserved from decay by the cold, but they are not frozen solid—ice formation within individual cells
would damage their bodies' tissues. They used a type of antifreeze derived from snow-dwelling insectsto get around this
problem, so that in theory they could stay frozen forever. In practice, natural radioactivity from their own bodies and the
surrounding rocks would slowly damage the DNA of their cells, and after several thousand years of accumulated damage
the person would die of cancer soon after being revived. At wor st, the symptoms would resemble a massive radiation
overdose. They could not have known about radioactivity, however, and werejust lucky to have chosen a safe period.”

"Hey, wait a minute! That onethere—"
"Rentian."
"Whoever heis, he'snot frozen inice."

"1t's good that you spotted it, a surprising number of people don't. Look closely, everyone. There'sathin film of thermal
pump gel, layered and molded to his skin. First, it makes his body mor e accessible to scientists doing scans and taking
samples; second, it keeps him as stable asice would in the chamber's freezing air; third, it makesit easier for you to see
him than if hewerein a block of ice. Now step thisway and you can seethereal thing."

The group proceeded to the dormitory chamberswhere most of the sleepers were on display but still in blocks of ice.
Over a dozen spaces wer e ominously empty, and the guide said that there was evidence of fighting among thetime
travelers after Decius had left. Very significant, Vitellan thought to himself. Other chambers held clothing, food,
weapons, and instruments. Everything was well preserved and ready for use; therewas even a small prefabricated ship. A
model of the assembled ship stood beforeit. Now the group began to break up, and people wander ed off to examine what
interested them most.



One of the classics studentstried to start up an argument

with the guide about her use of " elixir" instead of " philter” in her translation of the Deciad.

" 'Elixir' isaword associated with alchemy, it has a European medieval origin," heinsisted earnestly.
" English has a European medieval origin aswell," replied the guide.

The veteran spoke next. " | still don't see why we haveto keep them frozen," hesaid. " | mean I've heard all that guff
about them starting cults and causing trouble like Bonhomme did when he was unfrozen, but | can't believe that a bunch
of folk over eighteen hundred yearsold could take over theworld."

"You may beright," said the guide, " but we want to be sure. Therevival timer will click over in about twenty years, and
the Deciad M anagement Trust Committee has decided to postponerevival until then. After all, it conformswith their
original plans. In the meantime we have yet another frozen timetraveler to observe when heisrevived. The city of
Durvasin England hasthat timetraveler claimed to be a Roman who was awake for two yearsin the fourteenth century.
| actually saw his body when it was on display in the British Museum in 2016. He was due to be unfrozen in 2054
according to Durvastradition, but the revival has now been brought forward to later thisyear. Radiocarbon microcore
samples of histissues verify the body's age, so he must be as genuine as Bonhomme or any of these bodies here. If he
turnsout to belesstrouble than Bonhomme, then we shall definitely revive these Romans early as well."

The veteran pointed to the niodel of the ship. " Just imagine if we hadn't found this place. Twenty years from now the
Gods of Romulus might haverevived and sailed that proto-schooner into Sydney harbor by themselves."

"1t's one of my favorite fantasies," the guide replied, cocking her head to one side and folding her arms, " except that
they go to Valparaiso for me."

Thevid tour ended, and alist of creditsscrolled up the wallscreen. To hissurprise Vitellan found that the touristswere
all actors, and only Gina Rossi was what she was portrayed as: atour guide. The entire thing, all the spontaneity,
everything had been a show.

As bedtime entertainment L ucel could not have made a wor se recommendation than the vid. | mages of the Deciad
Museum and readings from the Deciad cascaded through Vitellan's mind all night, and he had questions that nobody in
this century was even capable of asking. Answerswere, of cour se, well beyond hope. Vitellan could not fall asleep, and
eventually he gave up. L ooking for uncomplicated distraction, he accessed the full text of Geoffrey Chaucer's Canterbury
Tales from a datafarm and lay reading from the wallscreen until dawn.

Lucel's hologram-face was neutral as Vitellan spoke to her the next day. She listened to hisimpressions of the vid with
interest, and was able to field his questions with unexpected authority.

" 1've done some resear ch on that first expedition, and | found out that a conscript classics tutor named Max Kerrin was
shown the Deciad manuscript after it was smuggled out of the Jones Base. He even did arough translation to assessits
worth."

" And the crew of the hovertank?" asked Vitellan. " Did they speak to anyone on the base about their find? Did they even
know what they had found?"

" Of course not, none of them knew Latin and they were not ar cheologists. They probably thought that they had found
some moder n Espanic wreckage, and that the manuscript might have been coded intelligence. That'swhy it was
smuggled out after the base fell."

" And isanything known of Quintus body?"

" Nobody survived to tell. The fighting for Jones Base was very heavy, and only a few peoplein the hospital bunker lived
through thefirst attack. Why are you so interested?"

Vitellan leaned forward, a hand resting on one knee and the other gesturing in theair asif he were conducting the
Orchestral hologram tutor.

"Why? They werethefirst Romans|'ve seen for six of my years—or 1,867 of yours, and they made the elixir that allowed
meto travel through time. It'slike an orphan suddenly discovering a book about his parents, except that a lot of the
pages have been torn out."

"Well, don't get too excited. They'reall dead."



Vitellan'sarm flopped to hisside, limp.

"Dead?" heechoed. Therewas something authoritative and final in Lucel'svoice, asif the only possible question were
how.

"The Resources War finished early in 2026, and an Australian expedition was sent to the time ship after a huge fanfare
of media hype. Theoriginal recommendation wasto revive the Romans at once, then to set thetime ship up asa
museum. The Luministes had agentsinfiltrate the staff of the expedition, however. Someone drilled a microshaft into
the brains of each Roman sleeper and inserted a bead of thermix the size of a hair follicle. From the outside the bodies
look normal, but X rays show serious damage. The Australian gover nment was highly embarrassed that such an
archeological sensation in its care had been so terribly damaged, so there was a cover-up while their scientists
investigated. It soon became clear that something could be salvaged.

"Three of the bodies wer e actually still viable. One man and two women wer e quite a lot smaller than Quintus had
rather romantically described them in the Deciad, and the Luministes had drilled too deep to plant their ther mix—all
the way down to the nasal cavity. The bodies wer e secredy replaced with wax mockups and taken away to the Mawson
Institutein Melbour ne. There they were unfrozen for reconstructive surgery, but that took a long time because they
wer e badly messed up. Meanwhile a story was published that the Romans wer e being kept fr ozen because they might all
turn out like Bonhomme, who was still causing a lot of problemsinternationally. The plan was to present the three
survivorsto the World around now, then 'discover' that the Luministes had killed the others."

"1f they are now all dead, then the Luministes must have been ahead of them," said Vitellan doubtfully.

"They were. A spy named Gina Rossi was appointed to the museum staff, and she worked there for months, slowly
getting peopl€e'strust and picking up clues. Some months later sheturned up at the Mawson Institute posing as a
postgraduate student and got right past the outer security before

she started firing finger nailslike the ones | used back in Paris. She offed thirty guards and staff before shereached the
isolation ward, wherethe last Romans from Antar ctica were being kept. There she detonated a copy of the Deciad, a copy
made of laminated covalent lattice. It took out the Romans, the agent, the lab, another twelve guards, and half the west
wall of the Mawson Institute. Now do you see why I'm being so car eful about your security?"

" She—the guidein that tour vid? She suicided to kill them?"

" She did. All Luministe agents have obsession imprinting as part of their training. Suicideisno problem for them."
Vitellan stood up and stalked acrossto the unit and stood faceto face with L ucel's hologr aph.

"And you'retelling me that the public knows nothing about all this?"

" Until this morning that was the case, but the Australians have just released the results of an investigation into the
Luministe attacks. Because there hasjust been a change of gover nment they have published the entire truth, blamed the
previous administration for everything, and screamed bloody murder at the Luministes. The hard-line Luministe nations
areinsisting that they areinnocent, but they applaud the killings and accuse the Temporian Romans of being pagans
and agents of Satan. Australia has broken off diplomatic relations with a dozen gover nmentsthat have condoned the
attacks. Check the news, Vitellan, it'sthe biggest thing since the Japanese landed on Ceres."

Vitellan paced across the room several times, absorbing and assimilating what Lucel had said. Abruptly he sat down and
took a pair of voice-key dataspex from his pocket and plugged them into a console. It took him many minutes to navigate

to a newsboard archivethat Lucel could have found in seconds, but he eventually found what he was looking for.

"FORTY-TWO STAFF DIE IN MAWSON INSTITUTE TRAGEDY. DAMAGE FROM SUSPECTED TERRORIST ATTACK ESTIMATED AT 12 MILLION
AUSTRALIAN DOLLARS."

"1t should be dated November third," said Lucel. " It isNovember fourth."

" Ah yes, the International Dateline. | wasin California doing someillegal training and it was the previous day. Serves
meright for not updating my impressionswith an imprint overlay."

"Illegal training?" said Vitellan wearily, sweeping the dataspex off and dropping them back into his pocket.
"1t wasto do with rescuing you from the hospital in Paris—"

"What!" Vitellan exploded. " That was nearly a fortnight before the Luministes abducted me."



"When | am out of thisthing I'll explain asmuch as| can."
" Explain now! You'reworking for me, | order you to tell me."
"1'll explain nothing until I'm ready."

The holographic head winked out of existence. Vitellan stalked out of theroom, furious. He met Dr. Baker in the
corridor.

"How long will the—will Lucel taketo heal?" he asked, forcing an affable toneinto hisvoice.

"The shock from the threeroundsthat hit her was partly absorbed by woven monomolecular armor in her clothes. Miz
Lucel died in the sense that you would have defined death up to ten year s ago, but she's coming back fast. In three days
she'll be allowed to be conscious for a few minutes, in a couple more she'll be walking. She was lucky. The Luministes

hired serious firepower."

Threeor four days, thought Vitellan. Without the interface to her dataspex and the data networks of the world, she
would have no control over him.

" She wasfinding it distressing to be awake while her body was so helpless,” Vitellan lied. " Would it be possible to have
her, er, unconnected until sheisready to awake?"

"1 guess so. You know, people are funny about biosupport units. Some folk like to be a holovid and look down on
themselves being cut open, othersjust don't want to know. Okay, I'll leave her interface switched off until it'stime for a
physical revival."

Vitellan glowed with the minor triumph. He was lear ning to take control of hisown destiny yet again.

"1'd like to talk to you about having some facilities made available to me," he added casually.

Baker nodded and gestured to a consulting room near by.

Houston, Texas: 10 December 2028, Anno Domini

Vitellan came up to Caleb Hall's sternum, and the tall, gangly man reminded him of some type of powerful djin from an
Eastern folk tale. In a heavy Texan drawl theimprint analyst explained that he had been brought in on contract from a
clinic-cartel run by the more upmarket Houston gangs, and had been briefed about what was happening.

" So you want to talk to somefolk in Britain, then get meto sort out the facts from the bullshit in what they say?"

"You haveit," replied Vitellan. He sat down on the edge of the telepresence couch, hunched over and rubbing his hands
together. " On the voice-facelink just now ... Lord Wallace, the head of the Village Corporate, seemed surprised to hear
from me. | think that he even doubted who | really was."

"Hasheever met you?" asked Hall. " Have you spoken to him before?"

"He has seen me, yes."

"Hey, | getit, you're a British media personality.” "I ... have been seen widely on the media, twelve years ago."

" So who are you, man?"

"1'd rather not say. Why would he be so suspicious?"

" With voice profile synthesizer s you could sound like most anyone you wanted,” Hall explained, sounding surprised that
Vitellan was not aware of it. Vitellan looked to Baker.

" About the results on those whole-body scans, Dr. Baker? Areyou clear about what | want to know?"
"You want an accurate fix on your physiological age,” he said, scratching the back of hishead and looking puzzled.
"Yes. If my telepresence session is not over when theresults comein, interrupt the session.”

"You'retheboss."



The telepresence couch contoured itself to the shape of Vitellan's body as he lay back on it The feeling was oddly
sensual, just asHall had described it. Medical technicians

bonded the thin gauze of the dermal interface suit sensorsto hisskin.
Hall sat watching with amused curiosity.

"1f you had a nerve-line interface like mine you wouldn't have to fool about with this museum piece," he pointed out as
the technicians slowly and methodically configured the unfamiliar unit.

"1'm a museum piece myself, it makes me feel at home," hereplied through the gauze over hislips.
"What do you mean by that, man?"

"Never mind. L ook, enough has been done to my head already, so let'sjust do what keeps me happy."
"Deal. You'rethe boss."

As patches of the suit became active, Vitellan began to lose the sensations from his nerves. The feeling was like floating
in a deep, tepid bath.

Fishbourne, Britain: 11 December 2028, Anno Domini

Thelinkage with a node in the south of England began as fading into a vague, shadow existence. Vitellan'sinner ear
tried to tell him that he was lying flat on his back, yet he was standing on a grassy rise beneath a clear sky in late
afternoon. A cold wind was blustering through the grass and tugging at his overcoat. An overcoat. The software had
dressed him for a cold, windy day outdoors.

Even as he became awar e of his own disorientation, the equipment compensated. The first node was to have been at the
site of hisold villa, but nothing seemed particularly familiar. The land was gently undulating and covered in bushes and
new-growth trees. He had known it as farmland, and somehow thisrevegetation program reminded him of the Dark
Ages. A wedge-shaped SOM Srumbled high overhead on itsramjets, hurtling spacewar d.

Theair to hisleft solidified into a pillar that resolved itself into a tall, imposingly built but elderly man wearing an
over coat like hisand a wide-brimmed hat. The hologram of -Lord Wallace introduced itself.

" So thisiswhere my villa used to stand?" Vitellan asked, the dismay obviousin hisvoice.
"No, thisisjust for usto focus. The excavation isover thisrise. Come, I'll show you."

Theword excavation should have warned Vitellan of what to expect, but the sight of what hisvilla had become still came
asashock. They walked their holograms over the low, grassy rise and came upon a dark, oblong scar in the earth, about
the area of an arena. Thelighter color of regular stone foundations showed an echo of disciplined Roman design that had
survived but not triumphed. A team of ar cheol-ogists was at work with an ultrasonic scanner while robotic excavators
patiently dug, mapped and catalogued fragments of Vitellan's past that had escaped the turmoil that had shattered and
plundered thevilla.

"Weare near modern Fishbourne," said Lord Wallace. " The Village Corporate bought the land as soon asthe ruins
were, ah, discovered. That was two year s ago, but the Resour ces War delayed excavations. Austerity and all that."

Vitellan walked his hologram down an excavated path and stared at the foundations he had never set eyes upon when he
had lived there. Beneath a large plastic weather dome the mosaic of a blue dolphin in green waves was taking shape
under the gentle manipulators of terrier-sized robots on arrays of padded legs.

"1 try to remember what it used to be like, but thisistoo much for me," he admitted. " Seeing one's house in ruinsis bad
enough, but seeing it made as ancient asthisisfar worse."

"Wemay be ableto help there,” said hishost. " Jackson, a full simulation if you please,” Lord Wallace said to the air
before him.

Walls and tiled roofs shimmered into being over the foundations, hedges and car efully manicured bushes grew out of air.
A mathematically level lawn was even being cropped by virtual sheep. Sparrows splashed in the shallow water of a gently
bubbling fountain. The walls wer e gleaming with whitewash, and were all as straight asa lance.

"Would you liketo go inside?" asked Lord Wallace. Vitellan nodded and followed him down the path and through a door.



Apart from being unnaturally clean, Vitellan could not fault the reconstruction.

" The accuracy of the floor plansand floor mosaics| can understand,” said Vitellan as helooked from the dolphin mosaic
to a fresco of Diana the Huntress on a nearby wall, " but the furnishings and frescoes should have been impossible. How
did you get all that.detail right? Even in the ninth century this place was a pile of rubble."

" The science of archeology can deduce a fantastic amount from very little," Lord Wallacereplied. " Fragments of tiles
and stones found in the soil show what the roofing and walls wer e like, and subtle discolor ation of the soil reveals where
bushes and trees once stood in your garden. We have even used chemical tracersto identify odd cornerswhere people
used to piss when caught short.”

Vitellan gave a start, asif he had been caught in the act of doing just that.

"Why go to so much trouble?"

"Why? You'rethe Centurion, our Centurion."

Thiswas meant to explain everything, but although Vitellan did not find it helpful, he wastoo distressed and disoriented
to arguethe point. He had seen thisplacein its prime barely half a decade ago, yet now it was so very old that even its

ghosts had surely faded.

"The Village Corporateisbuilding areplica villa about a mile away," continued L ord Wallace with a brief waveto the
northeast. " We thought that it could be a soothing place for you to live after the shock of being revived in thiscentury.”

Vitellan fought hard to resist thetemptation to run forward and hide from the gaudy tumult of the twenty-first century
in the fantastically realistic image.

"1... 1 must admit thisiswonderful,” he stammered. " | never thought that 1'd ever again see Roman buildings as
anything more than piles of stones. It's been so long, five years—of my life, at least. You say that a solid version of this
illusion is being built?"

"Thework isscheduled to be completed in four months. The garden wasto be given twenty yearsto grow, and we
planned to have peopleliving in thevillafor atimeto give it a used and comfortable feel by 2054."

Comfort! That wasit. A comfortable cage, a museum dis-

play case for a museum exhibit, Vitellan realized abruptly. The thought revolted him, and now hejust wanted to get out.
He shielded the eyes of his hologram from the descending sun as he looked through a door to, the northwest.

"Therewas another villa out acrossthere, as| remember, about three miles away. Do you know of it?"

" Jackson, did you catch that?" Lord Wallace asked the unseen operator, then assimilated thereply for a moment before
turning to Vitellan. " A ruined villa was found therein 2019. It has been mapped by ultrasonics and some preliminary
trenches have been dug, but it seemed to be nothing special so no seriouswork has been done asyet. What can you tell
us about it?"

" Someone lived there, agirl who. .. who meant alot tome™

Lord Wallace examined hisimprint index for a moment. " No written records exist regarding any villathere. Can you
give me a name?"

"No! No, forget that | mentioned it. You wereright, it's nothing special.”

"Would you like to see the Frigidarium now?"

"Moreruins?"

" Oh no, the Frigidarium has never been in ruins."

They faded out of the countryside and wer e reprojected in the grounds of a large Georgian manor with a walled garden of
about ten acres. Thelate afternoon shadows wer e long and deep, and the fashionable free-growth garden plan seemed
mor e like over grown neglect to the Roman’'s mind. The elderly man was still in a long over coat, but hiswide-brimmed
hat was gone. As a hologram Vitellan was nervy and hesitant in hismannerisms, asif the direct lineto his mind made it

harder for him to hide hisreal mood. From the background noise of traffic and solar cell film-clad office blocks looming
beyond thewall, Vitellan deduced that they were within a city now. The stone building that had been built over the



entranceto the Frigidarium in the twelfth century was as he had last seen it in 1358, except for over six centuries of
additional weathering. A thick evergreen vine smothered the north face with leaves.

"Not asgood as it waswhen new in 1155, but we looked after it," declared Lord Wallace with pride.

Vitellan shrugged. " | would not know. It was already two centuries old when | last saw it, in 1358. Even then it had not
been used in decades. They had been keeping mein a cavein Wales, because snow and ice were more readily available
there."

Lord Wallace turned and walked through theiron-bound oak door after gesturing to Vitellan to follow. Vitellan knew
that he could walk wher ever the hologram projector could reach. He walked for the door, hishands before him. There
was slight resistance imposed by the projection softwar e as he passed through, asif he were pushing a heavy curtain.
Hall had said that the effect would be disconcerting for afirst-time user. Beyond the door Lord Wallace was holding the
glowing hologram of a fluorescent lantern.

"Thisplacewasused asa storefor five hundred years,” he explained as heled the way down the familiar stone steps. " It
was aterribleirony that after you were moved to Switzerland, the English climate became cold again, and Durvas was
once again ableto keep the Frigidarium stocked with ice. In 1870 the Village Corporate decided to restoreit to theway it
waswhen you had last used it, in the Middle Ages."

"They did good work. Thisisvery closeto what | remember."

" Oh no, thisisamorerecent restoration, donein 1988. The Victorian effort was sheer butchery and bad taste—
terracotta cherubs, gar goyles, miniature Greek pillars, all that sort of thing. Fortunately the Durvas ar chives wer e not
all sent to France and destroyed during the Great Revolution of the 1790s. A few plans and drawings wer e left, so we had
a good idea of the authentic layout."

Vitellan counted ninety-two stepsto the little stone anteroom, rufus me fecit was still inscribed above the massive
wooden door and therewas a trickle of meltwater running to a collection trough cut into the stone floor. The outer
chamber was stacked with French champagne, Australian chardonnay, and Californian genoeisvine, all on oak racks
with bar codes burned into the wood.

"1'll enter with you thistime," said Vitellan.

They stepped through into freezing" air, and the hologram projector even fabricated the condensation of breath that was
actually leaving Vitellan's nostrils back in Houston. The blocks of ice were now made in arefrigeration unit behind the
main house, and wer e renewed every month instead of seasonally. The stone platform that had been Vitellan's bed for so
long was flanked by ten packing cases. He walked over to look at them.

"Those arethe Century Roasts," explained Lord Wallace. " Every ten year s we unfreeze and roast a century-old sheep,
and put another down in itsplace. It'sa very old custom."”

"I do not remember it."
Lord Wallace smiled approvingly.

"Well, for most of usit'svery old. The practice was established after you weretaken to Switzerland, totry to preserve
the tradition of keeping something frozen in this chamber. Everyonein the Village is entitled to a share."

"With two hundred thousand peoplein Durvas and another fifty thousand working for the Village there can't be much to
go around.”

" Members of the Village Corporate get a couple of mouthfuls, and the rest is mixed into several tons of. mincemeat for
soups and pies. True, it's spread rather thinly by the time everyone who wants to partake has done so, but it'sthe
symbolism that'simportant. It givesus unity."

"When did it begin?"

"1t was started back in the fourteenth century by | cekeeper Guy. The roastswerekept in Wales at first, but then the
climate cooled and the tradition was brought back to Durvas and this Frigidarium. Until a few years ago—when your
body was moved back to Durvas—it was a rustic, eccentric, and, well . . . very English custom that inspired unity among
our employees. People like tradition and certainty, especially when the world around them is changing so fast."

Vitellan's mind wasracing all the while, because he knew that L ord Wallace and his Village Corporate had plansto turn
him into some type of prophet from the century that Christ had lived in. The Luministe attack was certainly due



to fear of arival prophet and leader, but per-hapsrevenge was also part of it. There were many twisted, convoluted
agendasto think about. Durvas had changed a lot since Guy had been | cekeeper—and the villager s had changed a lot too.

" A quarter of amillion Durvas people," Vitellan said as he stared at the frozen meat. " In 1358 Durvas was dying, yet
Guy built it up again, leading to all this. | seem to be always served by people so much better than me."

His host took that asa compliment and gave a litde bow, his hand acr oss his chest.

"Thismust be your only real link with the past,” Lord Wallace said proudly as he held the lantern up to the arch of ice
blocks lining the r oof.

"1 designed it and supervised its building with Rufus and Milos, but from then on | only saw it when | went down to be
frozen. Revivals were always up in some house in the village. It was not practical to haveroaring fires and tubs of water
down here."

Lord Wallace squatted down and pointed to a groovein the stone floor. As a hologram his movements were far more agile
than with hisreal body.

" One point that has bothered usfor centuriesisthe melt-water channel. It allows a little of the warmer air from outside
into theinner chamber. Why not have the collection trough inside?"

"The amount of water in the collection trough measures the rate of melting without anyone having to open the door and
let even morewarm air in."

Lord Wallace ar ched his eyebrows and nodded hisapproval. " Like everything else Roman, it'swonder fully simple and
practical."

" But I've never been afraid of new and improved technology,” Vitellan assured him. " Remember that | consented to
move to a better model of thistime machinein 1358."

Heran hisholographic fingers over therough stone surfaces, noting familiar marks made by a stonemason who had
been a contemporary of Christ. Once, when he pushed too hard, hisfingers sank right into the stone. " If you wereto
freeze me again, how would you do it?" Vitellan asked.

" Ah, we have a synthesized version of the Qil of Frosts,

based on samplestaken from your frozen blood in 2016. Asfor the location, well perhapswe could build an underground
site near one of the lunar poles, with liquid nitrogen storage and arefrigerator powered by a solar collector.”

"Lunar—the moon!" exclaimed Vitellan.

"Why not? It'sthe most sensible place. Oh, and we have identified the toxins present in the Oil of Frosts and separ ated
them from the beneficial components, so your health would not be as badly affected. The Oil has had to be modified for
use with the lower temperaturesthat liquid nitrogen provides, but it is still basically much the same mixture. It would be
advisable to spend a couple of yearson a diet low in radionucleotide traces to reduce the danger from long-term
irradiation from trace radioactivity in the environment, and we would build the components of the new chamber from
materials made of stable isotopes.”

"What sort of period would that allow meto jump across safely?"

"Wedid a study of this some years ago and found it to be thirty thousand years, with an error margin of five thousand
years."

" So twenty-five thousand years, if one was being conservative?"

" Perhaps even more. You could make your next jump say, five hundred years, and use the improvementsin technology
that have been developed by then. A million years may not be out of the question, in spite of damage from cosmic rays
and natural radioactivity. You would haveto be monitored for radiation events by some type of advanced scanner, then
injected with nanotech repair bio-mechstargeted on the damage sites when you wererevived. Current medical
technology would allow you a 140-year lifespan, and assuming that you stay awake for about six months between jumps
... with lucjc y°. could get to over two hundred million years. That's assuming you don't have a fatal accident at any
stage."

The number wastoo big for Vitellan, and hewas silent for some time as he thought about it. He scanned hisimprints for
afew factsto cling to, anything to supply a per spective.



" According to my cyclopedia imprint, two hundred million years ago we wer e triconodont mammals the size of rats,
eating insects and dinosaur eggs. In lessthan six hundred years, while | slept frozen in the Alps, the world has changed
so much that any pleb can wield the sorts of powersthat Roman gods wer e credited with in thetimethat | wasborn.”

" But it would beajourney to end them all," said Lord Wallace, his voice colored by the romance and adventure.
"Would it? Suppose for a moment that some proto-shrew had somehow been preserved in a pocket of ice sincethelate
Triassic, and had then been found and revived. How would it feel about lifein a cage, with no dinosaur eggs or familiar
insectsto eat, and no mate?" He gestured to the door. " It was good to see this place again, but can we go now?"
Outside the Frigidarium they were met by two guards dressed rustically in dungar ee shirts and moleskin trousers, but
carrying quite moder n tumble-shot automatics. They had emerged from a neat square of bricksthat hinged out of the
wall to reveal along, high tunnel lined with red brick archwork and paving.

"Thisisnew," observed Vitellan.

"1t leads back into the manor'scellar,” Lord Wallace explained as they turned down the tunnel.

" So that you can get to the wine when it'sraining?"

"That too, but it was actually built asan air raid shelter during the Second World War."

Vitellan sorted through imprinted databases for a moment. " Bombs dropped from enemy air craft, | see. But would the,
ah, German airmen have attacked a civilian house?"

"Yes. They bombed our citiesto rubble, then we flew over to Germany and bombed their citiesa lot wor se. This place
was not hit, but that was only by luck."

" But what evil had the people of all those cities done to be so terribly punished?"

" Evil had nothing to do with it. It was strategic bombing, . to weaken the enemy overall. They were making munitions
and general suppliesfor thewar effort, so bombing their citiesmade it easier to defeat their armies.”

In spite of histwenty-first-century memory imprints,

Vitellan still had the values of a centurion from the Roman legions. The mass destruction of cities from something as
remote as a flying machine offended him, and there was no escaping the fact.

"The pattern of the bricks and brickwork isfamiliar," Vitellan said asthey walked.

" Oh, it'svery much in the Roman style. We couldn't haveit any other way, that would never do."

Asthey were walking along the tunnel something faint but insistent called to Vitellan from within himself. At first he
thought it an imprint malfunction. They were known to happen, and their effect was described as similar to this. He had
something like an itch to think about a memory.

Herealized that he was awar e of having spoken to Baker, and within the past few seconds. It was a memory without
experience, just likean imprint. He had told him that the results of certain testson histissueswereready. Dr. Baker
had also advised him to return to Houston at once.

"Thehouseitself isthe old headquarters of the Village as a corporation,” Lord Wallace was saying, " but the functional
headquarters of today iswherever the Corporate meets. That's usually at one of the datanode buildings, but thisplaceis
still used for ceremonial occasions. The Corporate has been called to meet herein an hour, and | want to show you over
the placefirst."

Vitellan stopped and deliber ately made to steady himself against thewall. His hand sank in before the orientation
softwar e stopped him and tilted his hologram upright.

"Please, | think I've had enough for now," he said as Lord Wallace turned back. "My real body istired. Could | come
back herelater, just before the meeting with the Corporate?"

"Yes, of course. You arethe Durvas Centurion. You can do whatever you want."

Houston, Texas: 11 December 2028, Anno Domini



Aseasily aswaking from a dream, Vitellan was back in Houston. The webbing of the couch parted like tearing cobwebs
ashe sat up.

"Baker?" he asked the form befor e his unfocused eyes.

"Yeah, that'sme. | sent aflagged imprint directly to your brain, rather than the sensory access point at your holograph.
That way the message could not be monitored unless someone did a blanket scan.”

Vitellan examined the memory of the message that he had neither read nor heard.

"You ...informed methat | am between twenty-four and twenty-six yearsold," said Vitellan in aflat voice, fighting down
hisincredulity.

"That'sright."

Again there was a moment of silence, except for the soft rushing of the air conditioning. " How?"

"It'sasummary of alot of little things, such aswear on your teeth. Just for therecord, the scans of your teeth confirm
some very classy laser dental work was done on your molarsin 2014, 2017, and 2019. There are ceramic fillings with
datable trace radioisotopes mixed in for reference purposes.”

Vitellan'sjaw dropped to say " Impossible!" but he caught himself in time.

"What weretheother tests?"

" Bonejoint condition, skin conductivity, a whole bag of cellular testsfor mutation, telomere erosion, and the buildup of
trace environmental pollutants such asdioxin."

"1 seem to have scars missing from my body. Have | had plastic surgery?"

" Sure, there'sevidence of it. Could you tell uswherethe scarswere?"

"Later." Vitellan put his handstogether and pressed hisfingertips against hislips. He turned to Hall. " Soon | haveto
return to thetelepresence tour of my Villagein Britain. When | get back here from that telepresence session | want a... a
diagnostic scan of my imprintsdone. | sthat theright term?"

"Sureis."

" After that, | want certain locked memories probed directly. | believe that can be done."

"Big bucks," interjected Baker. " You would have to guaranteethe Village to underwrite that sort of work."

"1 can do that. How long would it take you to set up the equipment?"

" Get the credit for a deep scan and we can be doing it within, say, four days," said Hall.

Durvas, Britain: i | December 2028, Anno Domini

Vitellan's historic meeting with the Village Corporate had not been originally planned as a telepr esence event, but while
the Durvas Centurion had demanded that it be held at once, he also refused to leave the safety of Houston until he was
mor e confident about his own staff. His attitude was quite under standable, given all that had happened to him since his
body had been unfrozen.

So thisiswhat it isto be a ghost, he thought as he materialized in the unfamiliar room. It was a high-ceilinged

anteroom decor ated in a vaguely eighteenth-century style, although the furnitureranged from early Georgian tablesto a

chunky art deco lounge suite. Vitellan tried to walk, but it was no mor e effective than treading water.

"Will yourself in the direction you wish to movein, sir," said a softwaretutor's gentle voice. The sound seemed to
enclose him.

Hefloated over to awall, where a gold-leaf strip divided coffee cream painted plaster from red wallpaper. Hetried to
reach out—that same mistake again. Before the tutor came* to hisaid he extended his sense of touch and felt the
texture of thered velvet wallpaper. Looking carefully, he noted that the velvet did not show theimpression of afinger as
hetrailed his senses alongit.



"What will the Village Corporate see?" he asked on the auditory band.
" A hologram of your self dressed asyou arein Houston, sir."

Vitellan drifted acrossto a full-length Victorian mirror in i rosewood frame. A fuzzy green sphere about the size of a
melon hung in midair.

"Then why do | look like a green snowball?"

"That isonly a position-point hologram, sir. It isfor courtesy referencing. Full projection facilities have been installed
in the Corporateroom only."

So, | obtain a body only as| enter theroom, herealized. | enter clumsily, feel a fool, begin the meeting on the back foot.
He moved forward and extended arm-equivalent force to the door handle. A rubbery resistance barred hisway.

'"The Village Corporateisnot yet ready to seeyou, sir," the dissmbodied voice explained with a blend of patience and
regret.

"Inform the Village Corporate that | am to be admitted at once or they can comein here and talk to me asa green
position-point snowball. | am going to count to ten,” he added without elaborating.

Hereached seven. The door opened of itsown accord. Vitellan drifted forward, then found himself abruptly anchored in a
simulation of hisbody. It had weight characteristics and could not be willed to float like a wisp of smoke. He held up a
hand briefly, asif to satisfy himself with the hologram's quality, then walked forward.

The Village Corporate's boardroom was brightly lit, with spot-lights playing down at the space enclosed by a U-shaped
table of varnished oak. Each member's place was encrusted with interface studs and navigation pads. Therewere
seventeen members, and all wore white silk knee-length kimonos over business suits. Although the effect was meant to
be Roman, it came acr oss as a tasteless combination of smoking jacket and laboratory coat. There wer e six women, and
nobody was under forty, Vitellan noted. L ord Wallace was present as a hologram.

The walls were frescoed with art nouveau images of Durvas history. They featured an early Roman occupation idyll,
Alfred of Wessex fighting the Danes, Durvas bowmen in the Hundred YearsWar, thegreat revival in thefifteenth
century, and the Village'srise asan industrial center during the nineteenth century. Vitellan noticed that thetrip
through time ended with a Durvas elder shaking hands with a scruffy-looking little man who wor e an ill-fitting suit and
top hat, and smoked a cigar. An early wide-gauge steam train was belching smokein the background. A display case

full of weapons and ice-compacting equipment covered the remaining space.
"Thewall isabout due for another extension of the mural,” Lord Wallace explained, following Vitellan's gaze.

The Corporate remained standing, stiff and uncertain. Vitellan looked to wherethe usher was beckoning him, a point at
the focus of the U-shaped table. Heignored him and walked toward one of the glass-fronted cabinets.

Upon extending a hand hefelt the image stopped at the glass. He made a fist and punched through the glass. Nothing
shattered, but there was about the sameresistance as a sheet of paper would have offered. Heran hisfinger along a
familiar-looking blade. It was hard and cold to thetouch. The sensorsin the room's projector could apparently scan
through glass.

"1 recognize this Saxon half-sword, the one with the two nicksin the blade," he said, almost asif he weretalking to
himself.

"Afineand prized relic," Lord Wallace explained, breaking rankswith the others and walking over. " It is said to have
belonged to the Centurion himself—well, | mean . . ."

Vitellan turned, frowning as if trying to recall something in the very distant past. " Yes, | remember using it in the
fighting against the Danes.”

That brokethe decorum. Therest of the Village Corpor ate abandoned the table and crowded around to sharein this
magical moment of reunion, this confirmation that they had indeed served the Centurion well.

"Wehad it restored very carefully, Centurion,” the Durvas conservator assured him, " but someone had butchered the
blade by grinding it to a moretapering point."

"Ahyes, it was| who modified it," replied Vitellan. " | preferred the balance of a blade with the long, tapering point of



the Roman gladius."

The conservator seemed to shrink before his eyes. Vitellan withdrew his hand and walked his hologram briskly to the
table. The Corporate membershurried back aswell, but the hologram Vitellan took a short-cut through the table and sat
down in Lord Wallace's chair. The usher came running

up with a spare chair asthe othersstood beside their seats. When Lord Wallace's hologram finally sat down the rest took
their seats. There was a welcome speech for the Centurion, delivered by the Corporate herald from a carved oak lectern.
Thetext read very strangely, having been carefully sculptured and remolded over many centuries by Durvas elderswho
had all wished Vitellan to hear their words—even though they would not be alive to speak them. After that, Lord Wallace
went to the lectern and read from the Chronicles of Lew and Guy, written in the Swissvillage of Marlenk in 1359 and
brought back to Durvas a few yearslater. The reading was from the later pages, and concentrated on the Centurion's
crossing of war-ravaged France and the confrontation with Jacque Bonhomme at Marlenk.

Vitellan frowned during the reading, unsettling those member s of the Cor porate who noticed. Something was amiss; the
Centurion was displeased.

" That was probably written by the Marlenk priest under direction from Lew and Guy," Vitellan commented asL ord
Wallace finished. " They would not have written about theology and such matters so very fluently."

Asthe members of the Corporate realized that the frown was for the long-dead, the mood relaxed as palpably asif a
terrorist had placed his machine pistol on the table and raised his hands.

" But Centurion, isit accurate?" asked the Corporate herald, who was sitting up straight with his hands so tightly
clasped that his nails were digging into the skin.

" Accurate but limited. Father Guillaume, Jacque Bonhomme, whatever you call him, he was not the sniveling, cowering
wretch that this chronicle describes. He was proud, charismatic, cunning, and fairly brave."

"But in thefinal analysis, a medieval priest,” said the chronicler. " How could he possibly run a major religious
movement in the twenty-first century, one based on mass media? The chronicleis so specific, Bonhomme was a coward,
an inept leader—"

"Not so. | met him only weeks ago, but in the fourteenth century. / ought to know."

Thechronicler still seemed unhappy, but he said no more.

Thereality of who Vitellan really was tended to smother his own status as the ultimate authority on the history of
Durvas.

"What else can you tell us, Centurion?" asked the marshal, Anderson.

Jacque Bonhomme and his follower s wer e seldom far from Vitellan's thoughts.

" The Jacques did indeed commit atrocities against the nobles, but not on the scale described by L ew, Guy, or other
contemporary chroniclerssuch as Froissart. Most Jacques just wanted to eat the nobility's food and loot their houses. I f
there werefolk weaker than they to victimize, they would doit. I'll not deny that therewas a lot of torture, rape, and
murder aswell, and none of that was excusable, but most of the Jacques wer e just yokels grasping for riches and
pleasures. The nobility were not entirely innocent either, but then isanyone?"

" So who is Bonhomme?" asked the chronicler.

" Guillaume of Chalon. Hewas a priest, and apparently a respected scholar. As Jacque Bonhomme he was a compelling
orator, aswell as being an exceptional organizer and tactician. He wastheright man at theright time, heled the

Jacques superbly, and nearly brought down a kingdom with that rabble."

"And he'sdoing it again!" exclaimed Lord Wallace with theatrical indignation, asif he regarded Bonhomme's success as
a personal insult.

"No, he'snot."
"What do you mean?"

"The Bonhomme of the Luministesis neither Jacque Bonhomme nor Guillaume of Chalon, Oh, he hastheright face
and body, and some of Guillaume's memories and motivations, but the man who | have seen in the vids giving orations to



prayer meetings and ranting to the media is someone different.”

Vitellan looked up and down the arms of the table. Several faces had lost color, others still sat vacantly attentive.
"1t must beimprints," said the Corporatetreasurer, a woman near the end of the table.

"Undoubtably. He crossed several centuriesin a single step, and now he'sleading hundreds of millions of Lumin-

istesin the twenty-first century. He could never do that without heavy imprinting. I've had terrible trouble adjusting so
far, and yet I'm an old hand at ~waking in new centuries. Thiswasthefirst timefor Bonhomme."

The.chronicler picked up the unintended pun and visibly suppressed a laugh. Lord Wallace looked puzzled. Anderson
raised hishand.

" A lot of the therapy used in Bonhomme'srevival is public knowledge," the marshal explained. " First he had an imprint
to help him with modern French, then they gave him an adaptive overlay to help him adjust to our culture and
technology. These have been repeated every few daysfor six years, so they are part of him now. His charisma showed
through very early, and people wereimpressed, but they probably credited him with greater powersthan hereally had. In
a sense what he can doisunimportant, it'sjust that people have a reason for following him. He's from the past, so he's as
special asif he had stepped out of a UFO. Someone probably realized it the moment that he was successfully revived.
There'salot of evidencethat a very carefully crafted campaign was staged to promote him by a worldwide alliance of
militant Christian groupsthat saw hisvalue asarallying point."

There were murmurs of assent.

"That explainsthe attemptsto kill the Centurion," Lord Wallace added. " Anyone equally special would draw worldwide
media attention away from Bonhomme. The Luministesfeared him asarival.”

Lord Wallace nodded to the chronicler, who began a holovid documentary projection describing how a L umin-iste survey
team had discover ed some fourteenth-century gold coins at the foot of a Swiss glacier in 2022. An artificially shaped
boulder was visible within theice.

Theentire operation had been recorded on holovid. The hollowed-out boulder was dug out of theice by the Lumin-iste
ar cheologists. Bonhomme's body was discover ed inside, and it was quickly realized that he had been treated with an
antifreeze compound.

Pie boulder was sliced apart with abrasion jets, and the core of ice carefully melted back to the body. Bonhomme

was dressed in hispriest'srobes, and both body tissue and cloth wer e carbon dated as fourteenth century. The body
temperaturewasraised to a few degrees above freezing while doctor s deter mined that all the tissueswere at a uniform
temperature. Ultrasound profiling revealed extensive ulceration and perforation in his stomach, and trauma
stabilization gelswere applied by microsurgical flexors. His body was warmed further, and his blood replaced by
oxygenated synthetic plasma. The body on the contoured bench gradually took on the color of aliving human. Brain
function, heart, and respiration were all restored before he was given a transfusion of real blood and actually revived.

There was much speculation by both the scientific experts and the media about the shock effect of being revived in a
state-of-the-art twenty-fir st-century hospital. Thusa medieval bedchamber was constructed and furnished with car eful
attention to detail. The sleeping priest was brought in, still wearing the cranial webcap that was maintaining a
controlled coma. Staff who had been given imprintsfor Latin and medieval French were dressed in fourteenth-century
costumes, then the webcap was removed.

Hidden holocamerasrecorded the awakening asif it were part of a great holovid epic. Bonhomme's eyelids flickered,
then he was awake, looking about him in alarm.

"Who areyou?"

Thefirst words were a wheezing croak. Histhroat was inflamed from drinking the Oil of Frosts without accustoming
rtimself to it slowly. A nurse bent over hisbed. She had been selected for having an especially good manner with parents.

"You have been frozen for morethan six centuries. Weire scholars and physicians. Werevived you."
Bonhomme remained suspicious. " Do you know who | im?"

"No, you will haveto tell usthat.”



He closed his eyesfor a moment. " | am a simple scholar md priest. | did not expect to be asleep so long. Tell meibout
your kingsand popes. Let me. .. let meread your :hronicles. . ."

Helapsed into sleep again, already exhausted and over -

whelmed by no morethan a minute in the distant future. The holovid was stopped. Wallace leaned forward over the
table.

"Helater said hewasa Christian prophet who was escaping per secution by the medieval nobility. When asked where he
had got the Oil of Frosts he said that he was a Roman who had met Christ. Christ had given him the Qil of Frosts, then
told him to travel through timeto preach the True Word, and make sure that His original message was not corrupted.”

"Plausible, but alie," Vitellan commented.
" He also gave his own version of the 1358 peasant rebellion.”
"1 can guess what he said about that. How fast did herise to power ?"

" Almost as soon as Bonhomme was revived he found himself at the head of the Luministes, a militant Christian
revivalist movement. They knew hisvalue as a figurehead, and they promoted him very, very skillfully. He played a very
minor part in the building of hisown legend at first. Hisulcerated stomach had to bereplaced and he had to be brought
up-to-date with the twenty-first century first, Imprint technology was more primitive back then, so it took several
months.

" Thetrouble began soon enough, though," the chronicler added. " He had immediate appeal for the French, who had
been humiliated by three major invasions over the past century and a half."

"1 don't follow," said Vitellan.

"It'savery French thing. Oncethe French attitude used to be 'Monsieur, | am avery civilized man, and if you step over
my borders| shall slap your face." After World War Two it became'Monsieur, | am a very danger ous psychopath, and if
you step over my borders| shall blow your head off and nuke your homeland.' The latter attitude has proved itself for the
past eighty-two years, and Bonhomme fitted in with it perfectly. He certainly is a danger ous psycho. There were also
warsin Africa, Asia, and South America fought in his name, nasty little warsthat the Christian sides always won.
Bonhomme began to take a more active part in political life. The major religious leaders might not

haveliked him, but they recognized that he had given Christianity a boost in popularity on a scale not seen sincethe
great missionary expansions of the nineteenth century. It's six years since hisrevival now, and a quarter of theworld's
population isinfluenced by him to some degree.”

"1 do not remember him asagood Christian,” said Vitellan. " He hated authority and he hated Christianity when | knew
him in 1358. He also feared divineretribution for what he had done at the head of the Jacques mob. He even stole my
new Frigidarium to escape hellfire."

"Now that is consistent," said the marshal. " Luministe nations have put a huge amount of money and effort into medical
resear ch disguised as philanthr opy—even the Village does a lot of contract work for them. He may want to be refr ozen
eventually, to escape an appointment with his creator.”

"But he'shardly a Christian saint, anyone can seethat," said Vitellan with ill-disguised contempt.

" But he isatype of crusader," countered Lord Wallace. " You lay frozen during the Crusades, you never saw how easily
people can beled by scoundrels.

"1 didn't have to witness the Crusadesto see that.”

"Well then, you should understand Bonhomme's position. He only had to declare himself a Christian to get some
Christians following him—he has charisma, after all, and he has a flair for organization and tactics. He nearly destroyed
the French nobility at the head of an untrained and badly armed mob in 1358. Now he knows that you are still alive, and
you could easily become arival prophet: you're a man whose father met Christ, it saysso in our chronicles. You also
know who really led the revolt of the Jacques, so you are both arival and a threat. He wants you dead, and he has access
to resources and firepower that could have wiped out the Roman Empire hundreds of times over. The Village can protect
you from him, but you must return to us."

"You were not much help last time he sent his people after me," said Vitellan doubtfully. " | was kidnapped from the
Village'sown research park in Durvas."



"Wewereinfiltrated and caught off-guard," said Lord Wallace defensively. " That will not happen again. It's war

between the Luministes and the Village now. Bonhomme must be stopped. When will you come back to the safety of
Durvas?"

"When | am satisfied about the safety of Durvas. Meantime | want a line of credit opened up to my nodein theclinicin
Houston. When | have checked certain matters, | shall consult you about when it is safeto return.”

"How much credit do you want?" asked L ord Wallace suspicioudly.

"That isnone of your business. My bill? will not break your annual budget, but | want them paid instantly. Do you have
any objections?"

"No, Centurion," replied Lord Wallace, but he was clearly unhappy.

Houston, Texas: 15 December 2028, Anno Domini

Vitellan had secretly been fairly confident about the security arrangementsin Durvas. Thereal problem wasthat the
Village Corporate had wanted him to come back to Durvas physically and be their leader, but he had no intention of
doing that. Vitellan knew that he was at his best leading groups of a few dozen, but Durvas was now huge, power ful, and
daunting. He knew that he had no hope of being more than a figurehead, just as Bonhomme was to the Luministes. A
centurion could not run an empire. In Houston, in the SkyPlaz Clinic, he had at least a scrap of real authority, even if it
had been bought with the money of the reluctant Village Cor por ate. Security was, however, not an implausible reason
for staying where he was after all that had happened to him. The Cor porate agreed to wait for Vitellan, and the
Corporate agreed to pay whatever bills he saw fit to incur. Baker and Hall's billswere large, but Vitellan felt less uneasy
with them than with anyone else that he knew: he was paying the two specialists, and that seemed like control.

Four days after the telepresence meeting with the Village Corporate, Hall and Baker had their equipment collected and
calibrated. Asthey strapped, bonded, interfaced, and tuned Vitellan in to the quantum-effect scanning gear hefelt

that it was all strangely familiar, asif he were entering a new type of Frigidarium. Oxygenated blood was fed directly
into hiscirculatory system so that his breathing reflex could be suppressed. He was held totally rigid, it was like being
frozen in warm ice and remaining conscious.

Vitellan'simpression was of complete darkness, then spears of light touched memories, memoriesthat were all hisown.
The bloody head of a Dane dangled by the woman who had just been raped by him, the bonfiresin front of the gates of
M eaux, the creak of ropes aboard a ship approaching Ostia, the chill wind of the northern garrisons... everything was
confident and clear, it all meshed together.

"That wasthe voluntary gates," the Texan drawl echoed somewherein the distance. " How did it look?"

"1 did all that," Vitellan thought within the imprisoning blackness, and his words echoed from a distant speaker.
"You did? Even that costume stuff | saw on the monitor screen?"

"Yes

"Weird. New gates coming up now. Thiswon't be asnice."

Thefeeling jerked him like a spear through a fish, a per spective he had never seen/felt/believed. It was being not-him.
An alien certainty was skewering hisvery existence.

"Vitellan, how'reyou doin' there?"
" That wasbad."
"Bad asin hurts?"

" Bad asin—bad because it wasn't me. Something picked me up and walked with me for a moment. Not. . .
comprehensible. | tried to fight back, but | could not hit anything."

" Oh, you hit it okay, son. Killed it too. That particular gateisall you now—what was left of the guy underneath just lost
a big chunk of hisremaining brain function to your imprint."

"That can't beright. It waslike being swept along in ariptide."



“1'll light him up again. Get in, look around quickly. If | keep the gate open too long your imprintswill moveinto a
bigger area. We'rekilling him alittle by even doing this."

Ruins. The host brain had been taken by for ce, whatever

camein wasthevictor. Vitellan touched memories. Blue sky, green waves, unfamiliar seagulls on a foreshore lawn.
They dissolved like ashes as he examined them, only his per spective of the memories remaining.

Dry summer evening heat, driving through a large town or acity. His host wastired, he had been at the wheel of the car
for sometime. There was also something wrong with the landscape, Vitellan quickly realized. Things wer e missing that
should have been there. Heturned into aroad that ran beside a beach, the blazing red disk of the sun on the horizon, the
roar of an internal combustion engine under the bonnet of a sportscar. Austin Healey Sprite, Mark 3A, he was awar e of
what it was. Therewas a metal plaque bolted to the dashboard with thewords" Vintage Restorations' and dated 2014. He
felt the weight of a hand on hisleg as he drove, but hishost did not turn to look directly at his passenger. He knew the
make of the car, but not his passenger's name! You will remember fragments, bitswill be missing but don't Fight it, Hall
had said. There seemed to be three or four images superimposed, all a fraction of a second apart, and the last wasthe
strongest. A right-hand-drive car, aviation yellow, slowing, parking, arow of dowdy terrace cottages, lurid green patches
of lawn. The girl who got out of the car with him was svelte, wearing a green, leaf-pattern cotton dress. She was sweating
in the heat. His host found that very alluring.

Vitellan pulled back afraction, observing rather than being. The girl unlocked the door to a cottage, sunlight streamed
down the corridor. They went to the kitchen, sat down and drank rum and Coke with ice. He had two, the girl four, she
was proud, yet unhappy too. His body was aroused, this was a seduction. There were Christmas decor ations strung from
the picturerails, and a tiny tree surrounded by presentsin one corner of the breakfast bar. At its summit was a kangar oo
wearing ared coat and white whiskers.

After some small talk about their drivein the countryside they walked to the front bedroom hand in hand. He helped her
undress, and he was so eager that his hands were shaking. They rolled on the bed naked for a few seconds, then he

was astride her, he pushed in hard, almost the length of his shaft in thefirst thrust. She gasped but did not scream or
complain. He g aculated after a few seconds.

No style, no affection, Vitellan thought to himself. This man could afford to be asinconsider ate as he wished, he had
power or privilege—or both. He did not care what people thought about him, least of all hislovers.

" Repeatin' son, if you hear my voice, movetoward it. You been down therethree hours, fifty-eight minutes. Not safe to
stay much longer. Can you hear me? If you hear—"

"I'm back."

"Hey there, just you hold it. Let meget afix." "What do| do?"

"Just sit tight. How doesthat feel ?"

"Bad. | can feel the clamp again."

"You'reback. Okay, lights coming on now, clamps off."

Vitellan sat up—and passed out. He was lying on a bed wearing a green clinic gown when he awoke. Herelated the
visions and sensationsto Hall and Baker, who had been watching them on a monitor screen. They were pleased with the
results.

"Four hours," said Vitellan. " | would have said one."

" The pickup was badly attenuated, we had to do a lot of regenerative sweeps."

Vitellan ran hisfingersthrough hishair. " All that meant nothing to me. The memories were not mine, | never drovea
car likethat, | never got into bed with that woman. Even the city was—all wrong."

"You wereon thewest coast of some city that has Christmasin summer, and in a country with right-hand-drive cars.
That was an Austin Healey Sprite, a 1964 model that was running gasoline, but all the other carsthat | noticed were
2020 modelsor earlier. | saw abillboard ad for SOMS Honeymoon, and that wasreleased early in 2022."

2022. Memories of 2022. The host body's owner had been leading a normal lifein 2022. Six yearswere required to fully
stabilize a total overlay of another personality, and thiswas 2028. Theimplication wasthat Vitellan'sreal body had been



revived and interfaced with whoever this person might be for six years.

"Sowho am |1?" Vitellan blurted out before he could stop himself. 'Thisisnot the body that | was born with."
"Hey there, thereal agenda!" exclaimed Baker.

"1 want thisbody identified, and | want to know what has been done to—to make me what | have become."
Hall held up a sheaf of hard copy covered in symbolic imprint delineators.

" No attempt was. made to disguise or hide theimprints and gatesinside your head," Hall explained. " You really area
thick layer of imprintson a host brain. I've never seen anything likeit, you must have spent billions and taken yearsto
get that done. Anyhow, it's all illegal aswell. There's some countries where folk could be tied to a post and shot for doing
that sort of work on a human brain. In most othersthey'd belocked up for more yearsthan you'reliableto live. How can
| say in downspeak—say, you got a cyclopedia tag for the Apollo project?"

"Thefirst human landings on the moon, 1969 to 1972."

"That'sit. A quarter-million folk involved, twenty-six billion dollarsin old-time money, nearly every switch and wire
leading edge. Now imagine that going to the moon isillegal, a capital crime, but someone still managesto pull off a
Project Apollo. That'swhat | just saw inside your head: classy work and fully stabilized, really wonderful stuff. Why |
never thought 1'd liveto see that sort of thing done, you know?"

Vitellan had hisanswer, but it was of no help at all. Onething at a time, he told the maelstrom of questionsin his mind.

" Can | find out whose memory fragments are below that overlay of imprintsthat are me? | want to know whose
experiences| just relived.”

"We have a bunch of images on disk, so let'sfind out,", said Baker.

Baker used Durvas fundsto engage a datavend who wanted to be known as Seishi. He was a slight, self-effacing little
ex-Yakuza who had survived to middle age by living hislife asa valued tool. He worked for a sieve company in the
Christmas|sland databoard node. After viewing Vitellan's

memories of the sportscar and seduction, he sent out a help notice from a bogus client wanting data on Austin Healey
Spritesin countrieswith right-hand drive: Britain, Australia, and New Zealand. The sunset over the water had alr eady
narrowed the sear ch down to Melbourne, Adelaide, and Perth—the kangar oo-Santa also suggested Australia. M elbour ne
seemed to be a good contender at first, being built around a wide bay and having rows of older houses looking out over
the water to the west.

Christmas|sland returned real estate beachfront property guides, and Vitellan identified a line of single-story terrace
housesin South Fremantle, near Perth. Thisreduced the number of eligible carsto four. Seishi probed further, and
noted that one car had belonged to Mark Stannel, an English undergraduate at the University of Western Australia. He
had returned to Britain without graduating. A privacy bar cut in there, and he vanished from therecords. The other three
owners of similar carswere quickly identified and cleared. Seishi checked the university archive database, which was
scanned from hard copy and of limited use, but it yielded the subjectsthat Stannel had studied. These led to student
publications that were only in hard copy and not scanned, but Seishi hired an investigator from Ozcover Servicesto go to
the University Library. Within twelve hours an annotated photograph taken at a faculty ball in 2021 appeared on the
wallscreen before Vitellan.

The man behind the memories stared from the photograph into Vitellan's face. Thejawline was familiar, as was the way
he tilted his head back slightly.

"Hereminds me of Lord Wallace of Durvas," said Vitellan. " Check if he hasa son."”

Now it became easy for the datavend, for Robert Wallace wasthe only son of Lord Wallace. He had been sent to Oxford
University but he had made himself a bad name. When helost control of a car and killed a pedestrian therewasa lot of
bad publicity that even the Village could not blank out unless. . . Bribeswere paid and favorscalled in. Robert Wallace
was given a bond, then he was sent to Perth incognito to get a university degree and blow off steam out of sight.

"Thegirl that you saw him with was Emeline Dorcas,” the datavend reported in a cluneal tone. " She was another
student at the university, studying economics. She worksfor a stockbroking firm in Singapore at present. Her parents
lived at that house on the beachfront when she was at the university, but they must have been away when she brought
you home."



" Not me, they wereimprint memories,” muttered Vitellan. " Asyou say, sir, so shall it be," agreed Seishi, hisface
blank.

Baker sent Seishi out of the room. Vitellan looked at his hands, then regarded himself in amirror.
" Just who am | supposed to be?"

"Your body, especially your face, has had extensive cosmetic work," said Baker, scanning thereport on his dataspex,
" but you know that already."

" Someone has altered my host's face to resemble the Centurion of Durvas, but why and who?"
" Someone with accessto a lot of money and clinic tech, that's who."
"It hasto beLord Wallace. He has access to big capital ."

Baker closed his eyes and snapped hisfingers. " Thereyou go, man!" he exclaimed. " You've got a big futurein PI if you
want it, Mr V." Heleaned over to a voice node. " Seishi, get back in here."

Seishi scanned the datafarmsfor Robert Wallace, who had been born latein hisfather'sthird marriage, in 2002. He gave
arunning commentary as he probed.

" Robert Wallace features extensively on paparazzi data-boardsthat carry alot of, ah, soiled news about the rich and
famous. In 2022, soon after hereturned to Durvas, he dated a young Italian girl and took her to aresort in Portugal for a
holiday. She decided that he was not her type on thefirst night, so he performed date-rape upon her. He also left her to
find her own way home. Her father was old M afia, and a week later a half-kilo of covalent lattice collapsed under
Robert's car on the estate of a man named McLaren, near Durvas. He was rushed straight into the Durvas clinic by
McLaren, but six yearslater heis apparently still there."

"Isany of that what you want to know?" Baker asked.

Vitellan slowly sifted through real and imprinted memories, wishing that he could share some of the complexity with
Hall and Baker, but not daring to confidein them fully asyet.

"McL aren wasa member of the Village Corporate and leek—well, he died recently. Lord Wallaceis a ruthlessman, or
so Lucel hastold me. Perhaps some very illegal experimentsin whole-mind overlay were done." He spread his hands
wide ashe sat there. "Here'sthe son's body, and overlaid on the brain is me—yet can that be possible? | wastold that
imprintsfadeif not renewed."

Vitellan already knew the answer, but in this environment of lies and half-truths, his only weapon was cr oss-checks.
"Hell son, ordinary memoriesfadetoo," said Hall, who had been quietly observing the debate. " It'sjust that they fade a
whole lot slower. Imprints can be'fixed' by intensive reinforcement sessions, but that's expensive work for something the
size of the human mind. Thetag for the computing power needed would cost out at hundreds of millions, maybe

billions."

Vitellan sat up, but the room seemed to break loose from reality and tumble about an oblique axis. He flopped forward
with his elbows on his knees and hisfacein his hands.

"1 need to have another talk with Lord Wallace," he said into his hands. " Get the telepresence gear ready, if you please,
and give me a dose of something for thisnausea.”

Durvas, Britain: 17 December 2028, Anno Domini

The hologram of Lord Wallace lost color in sympathy with his distant body. It gave Vitellan's hologram a curiously blank
stare.

"Yes, your body isthat of my son," hesaid simply, then turned and beckoned Vitellan to follow him. They walked down
acorridor in silence, stopping at a heavy steel door. Lord Wallace extended a hand which slid smoothly into the
electronic lock. It opened with a dull clunk.

"1 thought holograms could not move things," said Vitellan.

"There'san internal optical scanner inside," Lord Wallace explained.



In the room beyond was a small electronicslaboratory, yet it was somehow too neat, and the equipment was chunkier
than Vitellan was used to seeing in this century. Thistoo was a museum.

"Wecan talk here,” Lord Wallace said, and he switched on alink for Vitellan's node.

"Whereismy real body?"

"In an intensive care clinic, about a quarter of a mile straight down."

Under the pretense of consulting his cyclopedia imprint, Vitellan took some seconds to assimilate thisrevelation.
"1 would like an explanation, Lord Wallace."

"l can—"

"And | would ask you to remember that | have accessto my own sources, and |'ve not told you all that | know. Be truthful
and don't waste our time. Why have | been kept revived but unconscious since 2022? Why was your son interfaced with
me while he was being grown and grafted back together after that car bomb shredded him on | cekeeper McLaren's
driveway?"

Wallace's composure gracked a little, possibly on cue.

" Centurion, you know what happened after Bonhomme'srevival. Massive upheavals, a new crusade for Christianity to
put Islam in its place, and vendettas against the rich and powerful. M eantime, we had the problem of what to do about
you. Would you be the same as Bonhomme? We would have had to do some psychological tests eventually. Our Village
charter statesthat we must revive you in 2054, and it's the cor nerstone of everything that we do. Wejust wanted a
preview of what you werelike, using a host that we could control."

Lord Wallace's holograph looked down and frowned, as if he was pained by the topic. Even as Vitellan was tempted to feel
sympathy, Hall's war ning echoed through his mind: if he'simprinted with Fujitsu Shakespearean 6.2 he will be a
brilliant actor.

"Let'snot mincewords," said Lord Wallace, squaring his shouldersand drawing himself up straight, seeming to steel
himself to approach an unpleasant subject. "My son Robert had been an embarrassment for several years. That'sa cruel

thing for a father to say, but one should not let tragedy gloss over thetruth. You know that hereceived terribleinjuries
from that car bomb, but did you know that his mind went into shock-induced catatonia?"

Vitellan checked hisimprintsfor the unfamiliar term, annoyed at the delay needed for theretrieval routinesand the
compr ehension algorithmsto work. He was obviously a novice with the words and ideas, it was all so humiliating that he
wanted to give up and just trust his people. Still, he knew that there was no real alternative to this slow-maotion fight
with afast-forward opponent.

"No, most of the gates behind my imprints have not been explored asyet," hereplied. It was a smooth, convincing lie.
Vitellan had been imprinted with Fujitsu Shakespearean 6.2 that very morning.

"Just aswell, thereal Robert's mind was ... hopeless. We thought it—well, we imprinted some of my own memories and
attitudes on Robert to try to provide a level of stability for him. It was highly illegal, you under stand, but the boy was
beyond hope, so my conscience was clear. Only | cekeeper McLaren and | knew the truth. My son was gone, just a
vegetable. . . but maybe not forever. It took nearly a year to transfer temporary imprintsto test hisbrain function.”

" A year, you say?"

"Yes, and the Resources War was not far off by then. It became hard to scrounge up supercomputer time, and we needed
alot of processing power to do the transfersand imprint fixing. It was so slow because we wer e doing illegal work, so we
had to do almost everything by our selves—we even invented some new technologies."

"Two men, working alone?" said Vitellan skeptically. "I find that unlikely.”

"You aretheliving proof. For example, we had a problem with heat dispersal in Robert's brain, because there was so
much neural rewiring going on. We had to cool the arterial blood supply while boosting the oxygenated red cell level."

" All this so that you could check out my emotional stability? Y ou could have donethat by just reviving me and having a
chat. It would have saved you billions.”



Lord Wallace hung his head, obviously disappointed that Vitellan seemed neither to believe him nor share his
enthusiasm for the work.

"The Resources War alone cost the wor ld hundreds of times what we spent on your imprinting.”

"Thisisstill not credible," Vitellan insisted, rubbing his eyes. " Someone in the Village must have noticed that a lot of
investment capital was out of circulation, and that a lot of work was going on that involved my body."

Lord Wallace sighed and shook hishead. " No wonder thereis such alegend surrounding you, Centurion. You really are
fantastically capable and adaptable. Yes, you'reright, there was a secret within a secret. Your body also needed medical
treatment and extensive surgical procedures. Theice and rocks where you were last frozen had a slightly higher level of
background radiation than in most other parts of the Alps—there was a radioactive mineral deposit near by, pitchblende
or something. Over the centuriesyour frozen cells accumulated tissue damage, and when you wer e unfrozen you
developed tumors and leukemia. The medical work to save you disguised the, the other procedures. All right then, it was
not just McL aren and me, but all the other peopleinvolved only had a small part of the picture. We disguised it in the
general research budget, and oddly enough it paid off. We developed technologies and patents that made Durvas a world
leader in imprinting while working on you. The whole exercise may turn in a profit by as early as 2035, according to the
Durvas Councillor of Treasury."

Vitellan considered thiswith care, painstakingly drawing facts out of hisimprinted lear ning, matching them up with
other facts, then placing them in a bigger picture. He was oddly annoyed when for ced to concede that L ord Wallace was
telling a plausible story.

"And if I'd passed thetests, if | was not another Jacque Bonhomme? What then?"

"Thereal you would have been revived."

" And themein this body?"

" Centurion, that imprint isnot stable, it will fade suddenly after a few weeks. Our idea was to put Robert's body

into a comatose state and let the test-imprint of you fade without you regaining consciousness. Thereal Centurion
would not have your memories, but that would not matter."

Vitellan considered this car efully, but did not take long to make up hismind.

"We have aproblem, Lord Wallace. | have been awake and active for a month, and now | do not want to lose my
experiences from that time. It would belike having an alternate 'me' die. Besides, | have had experiences and collected
insightsthat | would have been shielded from as a two thousand-year-old celebrity. You say | passed your testsfor ...
whatever you wanted to know."

" Oh yes, better than our wildest hopes."

"But if | failed you'd hardly tell me."

" Centurion—"

" Can you transfer my memories of the past month to my real body?"

"1t would be possible to get some of your experiences across and permanently fixed, but the longer you leave it the more
you will lose when your overlay in Robert's brain beginsto fade. You mugt return to Durvas."

The explanation was convincing, but a long-dead Roman teacher'swordsreturned to Vitellan yet again. Never be
completely satisfied with any report, always probe for cracks.

" Durvas security still worriesme," he responded doubtfully. " Why was your security so lax for a project worth billions?
How did the Luministes get into your resear ch clinic so easily and abduct this body?"

Lord Wallace waved hishandsin exasperation and seemed to lose his composure. " Pah, hindsight, the wisdom of fools!"
he snapped. " Whoever briefed you did a very one-sided job. Check your imprint cyclopedia for Challenger, January 26th,
1986. A billion-dollar American spacecr aft and its crew was blown out of the sky for the sake of a couple of rubber rings.
History isfull of that sort of thing, and people never learn. Back in 1969 a huge Soviet moon rocket exploded because
someidiot left a spanner in the fuel system and it fell into a pump. Sheer importance and cost does not proof a project
against stupidity.”



Vitellan thought back to the Battle of Poitiersand could not help but agree. " Well then, what did happen?" he asked.

" Durvas security was good, but we trusted the L uministes mor e than we probably should have. We had a lot in common,
after all, and had a good business relationship with them. We even did some cooper ative work on cryogenic resear ch.
Some of their scientists on secondment with us must have been spying. Initially your brain and my son's wer e connected
by along and expensive data bus, but | cekeeper McL aren began to complain about access delays and data bottlenecks.
The Village Corpor ate eventually gave permission for your body to be brought up to the surface clinic so that a shorter,
higher-capacity link could be used. Theimprinting arrays weretoo bulky to take down to the Deep Frigidarium. Maybe
it was all a Luministe plot to make you more vulnerable. If so, it worked only too well."

Yet again, Lord Wallace's story continued to be plausible. When the Luministes had attacked and taken the wrong body,
they had not been far away from the original. The Roman had not been in the vault, a quarter of a mile below theclinic,
he had been on the surfaceinside the clinic itself. They had detonated a lattice bomb to act asa diversion. The
interlocked-slab clinic had partly collapsed, and the wrong body had been taken in the confusion.

"Would you like to see yourself?" Lord Wallace asked, now genial again.

"How difficult would it be?"

"Not hard at all. Merely a switch of your hologram reference point to down into what we call the Deep Frigidarium.”

It took Lord Wallace some minutes to arrange a switch to the other projector node. " | happen to be down there with some
medical staff just now. Allow me a moment to detach from the telepresence transponder and brief them, then you will be
switched down."

Vitellan waited, and after no morethan a minute his hologram was switched to a brightly lit chamber with alow ceiling.
Thereal Lord Wallace met him and gestured to the door in a partition. He was more slow on hisfeet than his

holographic projection.

The Roman centurion contemplated his own body lying on a padded bench. Familiar old scars wer e there, white weals
amid new, thin, red and whitelines.

"What arethose new scars?" Vitellan demanded.

" Ah—oh, those are for various operations. To repair damage done by the antifreeze il to your stomach, for example.
Theform that you had been drinking was full of toxins and they wer e slowly killing you. Other work wasto remove
tumors, cysts, and part of an arrowhead, and to repair minor injuriesfrom the Luministe attack."

The chest wasrising and falling with regular breath, and a monitor followed its pulse.

"Don't be alarmed by what you are about to see," warned Anderson, whom Vitellan recognized from the Village
Corporate meeting. " An operator is controlling the movementsfrom a VR board in the next room."

Thebody's eyes opened, then it raised itself slowly on chalky white arms. A flaccid amber cable trailed from beneath its
left ear, aslimp asa dead worm. It swung itslegs over the edge, but did not attempt to step down to thefloor.

"Vocalsplease," said Anderson.

"Thisisasensory test," the body said with the Welsh accent of an unseen operator. " | can hear your wordsclearly, and
can seeyou standing together. Mr. Anderson has hisarmsfolded. Lord Wallace is also there, and the hologram of an
unidentified visitor is present. The hologram needs boosting, it is attenuated enough to seethrough. Thevisitor's
hologram has his hands behind his back."

Vitellan peered intentiy at the automation that his body had become. It was not readily familiar. There had been few
good mirrorsin his pre-twenty-first-century life, and he was not used to seeing himself so clearly. The eyes and head
werealert, but they only paralleled the operator's movements.

"What isin the head?" Vitellan asked.

"Your brain, in bypass mode," replied Anderson. " Thereal Centurion Vitellan will remember nothing of this."

"But | want thereal Centurion to remember this, and the month past aswell. Lord Wallace tellsmethat | am running

out of time. Can atransfer be done before | fade from thishost?"



"1 say yes," said Anderson. " A restoration could take aslong as six months of live body time, but there are leading-edge
methods that might work faster. We could imprint selections of your memories onto a dozen volunteer s—not enough to
hurt them, we would just use redundant capacity in their brains. Each of those would in turn beimprinted and fixed in
your real body's brain, and you would be brought to a full revival with your present memoriesin, say, August next year.
I'd stake my career on it."

"That'sall very comforting, but I'm staking my identity,” replied Vitellan. " I'll haveto think about what you propose.”
Houston, Texas: 17 December 2028, Anno Domini

Thetelepresence meeting left Vitellan drained mentally, yet physically fresh. He wander ed about aimlessly in the
SkyPlaz clinic for an hour, unable to make much of what he had just been through. Finally he called Baker and Hall,
and asked them to meet him in an executive ward that had been converted to a lounge.

As he had done many timesin the ninth and fourteenth centuries, Vitellan told the story of who and what he was. For
twenty minutestheir side of the conver sation was little mor e than whistles, " In-credible!” and "Hey man!" yet Vitellan
thought that they assimilated the wonder of what he wasremarkably well. It was a century of wonders, however, so
perhapstheir attitudeto yet another wonder should not have been so very surprising. Hall had also lost alot of his
spontaneity: Vitellan could tell when people were being guarded; he had spent too much time with kings and nobles not
to have learned that.

When he had finished recounting what Lord Wallace had just revealed they became more animated.

"What hetold you isdownspeak, but it's accurate asfar asit goes' was Hall's verdict.

"Areyou sure? You said it would take me six yearsto be made into a stableimprint on another brain."

" Oh yeah, that tech's all well known and under stood, but from what my scans show, the imprinting has not been going
on for six years. You began the overlay treatment in around 2025, so that'sonly three years. Imprint experiments with
capuchin monkeys back in 2020 showed rapid fading to be a problem with big overlays that have not been boosted enough
timesto bed down."

"Sothemein hereisfading,” Vitellan said, tapping the side of his head.

"Well, yeah, but very slowly right now. The end will be one big rush, then nothing."

Vitellan shook hishead and stared at the. rose-patter ned carpet. " It'slike the barbarians moving into the old Roman
Empire. They just kept enslaving Roman officialsto herd sheep, and pulling down Roman buildingsto make their

fortresses until Rome'sidentity died."

Baker blinked, then nodded vigorously. " Sure, that'sjust likeit. Mr. V., the Wallace guy, isright, you have no real
choice. You either trust him or you fade anyway."

Vitellan did not answer.

"What plans have they got for you?" asked Hall once the silence had stretched uncomfortably long.

"Oh, I'm to betheir figurehead leader and provide a focus to take the spotlight away from Bonhomme for a few years.
People are vulnerable to novelty, they always have been. That's what makes Bonhomme dangerously special, and that's
why | have value as a counter against him."

" And if you want to time-travel again, what then?" asked Baker.

"1'll beinjected with glycenal-AT4, that's the new name for Oil of Frosts."

"Yeah, | know. My father was on the team that did the analysis," said Baker. " They won the Hotchkins Award for that."
"Your—yet you work in a black market gang clinic?"

" Pop still drivesa 2007* Toyota and livesin arented apartment in Durvas. He even became a British citizen to stay on
that research team. He'scrazy. | liveawholelot better. Now then, after they freeze you it's off to bed in a vat of

radioac-tively stable liquid nitrogen, right?"

"yes"



"And that'sin the Deep Frigidarium?"

"Temporarily. The Villageis planning a new Frigidarium about a mile beneath—well, somewhere hard to reach. It's all
very secret for now, but they plan to market it as a high-security body store in decades to come. One-way timetravel has
potential as big business, or so Wallace told me during one of our talks. Thousands of people have been injected with
glycenal-AT4 and had themselves frozen, either to wait for a curefor illness or just see what the next century islike. I'll
just be another one of them."

Vitellan stood up and walked to the wall-window. He stood with his hands behind his back, staring out over the flat,
green cityscape of Houston for a while.

" Could you stabilize my imprint overlay in here?" Vitellan asked without turning.

"Weneed bigiron, and bigiron like that is only available to thelikes of you in Durvas. SQUID arrays with thousands of
elements, that sort of thing."

" Couldn't you even try?" Vitellan asked.

"Hey there, | can help with what'sknown and not strictly legal, but real bleeding edge games are not my bag. Durvasis
the only place wher e they can do what you want."

" Could you at least tell me how much time | have until the fading starts?"

"Yeah, no problem. You should notice dropoutsin aweek. Little things, like, well, the overlay will not be able to
reference the cyclopedia imprint properly, even though we give your cyclopedia a boost every day. It can't stick with
nothing to stick to. Where was the cyclopedia work done?"

" M oscow."

" Oh yeah? In that case, you could have big dropoutsin a day or two. You will be you until the middle of February, but
after that—hey there, | can't really say what it will feel like, a human's never had a total overlay until now."

Vitellan turned to see Baker glanceto Hall, who was nodding.

"1 need to think things through while I'm still me," said Vitellan, stroking his chin and still savoring the novelty of
being so incredibly close-shaven.

"You don't have much time, man," said Hall.

"That'smy business. In the meantime, Lucel is due out of the medical unit today, and she'sgoing to be angry. | was
supposed to give her alineoutside, but | didn't."

" Ahhh—but that's cool,” said Baker. " Don't you trust her?"

"No. | want her out of here as soon as she can walk. How many weeks until she can do that?"

"Weeks? Morelike hours. She can get out and get dressed as soon as the cover israised on her unit."

"Hours!" exclaimed Vitellan. " Impossible. Scarslike she has take weeks to heal or they'll tear open."

" Not so. Collagen bonds and braces are holding her muscles and internal organstogether, and her skin isbonded with
Dermal Clear over the scars. She'll have to get the internal scaffolding stripped out in a couple of weeks, and sheisn't
going to bewinning any races for a while, but she will be walking today."

Vitellan sighed with relief that he hoped came acr oss as amazement.

" Before she revives could you put atracker implant in her and have her movements monitored?" he asked Baker.
"You'repayin' thebills, Mr V. Do'you want Durvastold she's still alive?"

"Ah ... no. They don't know who sheisanyway, and neither do|."

"Mr V., you surelearned about not trusting peoplein a hurry."

Faster than you realize, Vitellan thought to himself. Everyone had been lying to him. Hall had been smoothly



contradicting what he had let dlip several daysago, Vitellan was sure of it. It had been just after Hall had been probing
the memories beneath Vitellan'simprint overlay, and he had been exclaiming in amazement at what he had seen. Classy
work and fully stabilized. Hall had said.

Houston, Texas: 17 December 2028, Anno Domini

" After all thefuck |'ve donefor you and you had to do that to me!" snapped Lucel furiously as she flung her green hos-
pital gown to the floor and snatched a black sportsbra from the couch where Vitellan was sitting.

"You did not trust me" Vitellan retorted. " | asked you for thetruth and all you did was hide it from me!"

"1 didn't know thetruth!" she screamed back. " | had a few clues and theories, | would havetold you what | knew once |
knew more myself."

"Would have, would have. Words are cheap."

She dressed stiffly, unsteady on her feet as she pulled on her jeans. Vitellan's eyes kept drifting back to thetracery of
scars at her midriff beneath the strips of Dermal Clear.

"Would you mind fucking off, I'm trying to get dressed,” she suddenly snarled. Vitellan stood up.
" All right, but you will not see me again. | leave for Durvastomorrow. | havealot of imprint therapy to be done there."

"Really? So, after all we've been through, it'sbye,” She held out her hand. " Just one last warning," she said asthey
shook hands.

"Yes?"

Her fingerssnaked forward and stabbed into a pressure point in hiswrist. Pain came as a blue bombflash behind
Vitellan's eyes and he dropped to hiskneesin shock.

"Trust nobody," said Lucel as she pulled a T-shirt emblazoned with LIBENSVOLENSPOTENS over her head.

Lucel discharged herself from the clinic within the half hour. Sheleft through the front entrance, and security cameras
followed her as she walked from the foyer carrying a shoulder bag with the few personal thingsthat camewith her. A
gunmetal-blue, roach-profile suncab glided into thefield of view, summoned by her call to Transit Southeast. It raised a
wing of solar panels and she stepped into the reclining seat. A moment later she was sealed out of sight.

"Thejob isto Eastwood, not the airport,” the security regulator reported to Baker from his screen.
"Not surprised,” replied Baker's hologram head from beside him. " How are her implants?"
"Loud and clear."

" Good. Now | want you to post their code profileto thisnetboard address."

The. regulator sat back in surprise at the letter s suspended befor e hisface. " Foxhound? That's not a clean shop, that's
the under coat gangs."

"Just doit.”
" Okay, okay. Can | patch through to you when the police holoswalk in here asking questions?" " That won't happen.”

Lucel left the suncab at the Eastwood Mall, a Latino marketplace. The gangs had taken over thedistrict early in the
century, but by 2025 their structureshad evolved into warlord-style district councilsthat provided services and protection,
and even attracted business with their economic stability. The crowds were mor e exotically dressed than in the condo and
civil areas of town, and there were more weapons being carried openly, yet the incidence of violence was lower than
outsidersrealized. A system of truces and alliances kept feuds under control, and what had once been protection money
now amounted to something like municipal rates.

The buildings wer e poorly maintained although the roads wer e well swept by the pickers, who also collected the gar bage.
The area was like the gangs themselves, surviving on the by-products of society, a remora that neither harmed nor
hindered itshost city. Graffiti was|eft in place, a symbolist newspaper and roadmap on the very buildings themselves. It
was not a culture of polish and shine, although exquisite little gardens and courtyards could be glimpsed occasionally



through half-open gates.

Most of the peoplethat Lucel passed smelled stale, and the carswerefilthy: some external authority wasrestricting the
water supply until a new contract could be agreed to. States within states. There was no mediating body for state/gang
disputes and transactions, so they were settled by barter and embargo like medieval fiefdoms. The world had unified
internationally only to fragment locally.

Lucel passed the headquarters of the area, which was a squat bunker of concrete blocks streaked with oxides. The blocks
wer e angled upward to deflect the blast of any car

bomb, and ther e were drop-moats and gardensfilled with blocksto prevent any vehicle from reaching the walls. The
windows wer e narrow and featured heavy blast shutters. At one end was a stained, pitted area the size of a tennis court,
evidence that the bomb-proofing had doneitsjob. Gang-gang confrontations seldom resulted in outright war, but
terrorism was a common method of diplomatic pressure.

The crowds swirled around Lucel, people who wer e fawning yet assertive, respectful yet intrusive. Some begged for spare
change while otherstried to sell credit and goods. Some of the kids waved and pointed their guns at passer shy, but both
Lucel and the locals knew better than to flinch or reach for their own weapons: it was only bravado. L ucel was doubly
safe, because nobody tried anything with someone wearing dataspex. Y ou never knew wher e the images wer e being
transmitted, or who was storing them.

A beacon at the focus of her dataspex map guided Lucel until she cameto a shop front overhung by rust-caked steel
shutters and pulsing electronic warnings to any dataspex sensor within range. Her key interlocked with one of the
transceivers and executed an encryption match, then her visor glowed green with an acceptance. She walked through the
hologram of a door without breaking stride. Nobody greeted her inside; there were only two rows of booths on either side
of astrip of aqua carpet. The color clashed disconcertingly with the flaming red of the booths and the yellow walls and
roof. Shanty decor was always ruled by the use of what was at hand.

Shimmering electric inversion fields warned of which booths wer e occupied as L ucel made a selection and spoke a code
from memory. The booth sealed itself into a bank-level security mode, then the connection was made. She noted the
lightspeed delay of a satellite link.

"Bonhomme nodal," declared a blank-faced holographic bust that materialized before her.

"FreeView Latin," Lucel replied. " Patch meto Crusader TYO03 on my entry code key."

Moments later the holographic face assumed detail. Eager, anxious detail.

"FreeView! It'sbeen avery long time between reports.”

" So? Areyou giving me aredundancy deal ?"

"You weretold to report back weekly."

"Lift my cover for the sake of Luministe bureaucracy? That'sthe best joke I've heard in months."

The hologram froze for moments which extended into more than a minute.

"Very well, giveusyour report."

" Please?"

" Ptease."

"You screwed it. The body that you abducted from Durvas was a moder n with the Roman'stotal overlay."

"Total? That would take years, cost millions plus.”

"Whatever. Thereal Roman isback at Durvas and well out of harm'sway, as|'d reckon."

"Sothere'satotal overlay of the Roman walking about with some expendable modern's body."

"ThemodernisLord Wallace's son. Theword isthat the overlayed modern is being flown back to Durvason a private
scram.”



The hologram froze again, thistime for three minutes. Lucel leaned back and began cycling through muscle-tensing
patterns. By the time the hologram of the Luministe came back to life there was a sheen of perspiration on her skin.

"Most of what you speculateisin theory feasible but technically front of edge. My advisory pool has done atotal project
cost estimate at up to ten billion pounds, mostly on processing and data storage: whole brain image transfer and
stabilization isnot cheap. Why did they do it?"

" Paranoia? Who knows? Durvas has that sort of money, and a lot of the development work isreturning profits.”

"Ten billion pounds for one Roman's life? The Japanese manned landing on Ceres had a smaller budget.”

"Vitellan ismorethan just alife. He's been a focus, symbol, idol, god, and military savior for the Village for nearly as
long asthe Christian church hasexisted. Their dedication has nothing to do with reason or economics."

"What about those closest to the overlay Roman? The white coatsin the clinic? Arethey vulnerable?”

"Yesand no. They do what he says, but it'sonly because he has a line of credit from Durvas."

"You'resureof this?" " Can you do better ?"

Areas not controlled by gangs, condos, or civils wereto be avoided. The civil police wer e as concer ned with avoiding
lawsuits as with keeping order, and without stable infrastructure the flow of informa-tion ceased. As Lucel walked into
the Blacklight border area the short-range, low-power Village implantsin her body groped for bandspace on
ill-maintained, overloaded, and vandalized transponders, then werelost to the Foxhound monitors. They went into a
holding pattern while they waited for her to emergeinto amorereliable part of the city, but she stayed out of contact for
two hours. Every fifteen secondstheimplants polled for atransponder while drawing power from her body sugars.

"Got her!" the operative contracted from Foxhound by the Village exclaimed as L ucel'simplantsresponded to a poll.

His supervisor was sitting just acr oss the room, lounging in black denim shortsand a T-shirt with the Foxhound logo on
the front. Instead of getting up he materialized a holographic head with red skin, horns, and a goatee beard.

"Two hours,” heobserved. " They could have done anything to the 'plantsin two hours."

"None look sick. Going in to suck datafiles, and ... it looks good. Full audio record."

"Hell 'n shit, how did her friends missthem when she was scanned?" asked the devil-head, its brow furrowing. " Maybe
they're some new tech with evasion cyclesto fool the field detectors. Maybe they didn't scan her at all—nan, that's shit.
What type of 'plant are they—same as before?"

"1 can't tell their brand. Signalslook the same whether the hardwareisjunk or gold stamp."”

" How about encryption checksums?"

"Ah ... same. That'sa hard oneto fake at short notice.”

The devil-head added a pair of shouldersand shrugged.

" Okay then, I'll bite. Prepare a presentation for the client. I'll pull back and raise him now."

Vitellan's holograph solidified in what he saw as a featur eless room. The Foxhound supervisor appear ed, having

dressed hishologram in a dark blue combat coverall and holstered rail pistol, trimmed twenty pounds from the waistline,
straightened its hair, and dissolved the stubble from its face.

"Whereisshe?" Vitellan asked.
"In afive-acre compound on.Waugh Drive. It'sthe Yakuza embassy to thelocal gang cells." " And what is she doing?"

"Just staying in the grounds. She'slying about in the gardens near the pool, and we're recording a blood sugar boost
right now so she'sjust had a meal. No alcohol, though."

"That would beright, shedoesn't drink. Pipe the sound effects from earlier in here."

The Roman's holograph sat in midair with hisarmsfolded. While Lucel had been in the shielded booth, the implants had



stored a half hour of speech. Asher conversation with the L uministe contact was played back his frown became deeper.

" She betrayed me and now she's settled down for a holiday, courtesy of the enemy," said Vitellan. " Hey mon, that's
women for you."

Vitellan suggested that Baker and he have masks of each other's faces made up for when they went to the airport. They
would walk into the chartered scramjet together, then a man with Vitellan's face would leave. A net messageto Durvas
would be that Baker was flying acr ossto verify that the medical facilities wereready and that his body was unharmed.
Durvasagreed, and so did Baker.

"1 want privacy on theflight, | want to be by myself,” Vitellan insisted asthey were driven to theairport in alimo-length
suncar. " No movies, no meals."

"That's cool, but why?" asked Baker.
"1 need to be with my memorieswhilel still have them. You couldn't understand.”
"No, | guessnot."

At theairport the SkyPlaz security guardswent asfar asthe access gate. Theinterior of the scramjet was furnished as
first class, and there were only ten seats. Baker gestured to the back of the cabin asthey entered. " There'sa bar and

pantry,” he began. Vitellan turned, slowly and casually, then drove hisfist straight up into Baker's jaw. Baker collapsed.

Vitellan hurriedly changed clothes with the doctor, then dragged him to a seat and strapped him in. Hetook three of the
trank dartsthat had been removed from his own skin at the clinic and pressed them into the flesh of Baker'sforearm.

"Five hoursto sleep, or so thelady said," he muttered to himself as he peeled the Baker-mask from his own face.

Theman with Vitellan's face sat in a window seat, head against the bulkhead, apparently asleep. The slight rupturing of
mask dermalic under the chin was not visible. Vitellan stuffed the remains of his own mask into an airsick bag and
dropped it into a dispenser, then heleft the scramjet. He told the ground crew to seal the door and stood watching until
the scramjet was moving away from the terminal.

Thetwo security guards were waiting at the gate. They expected to see Baker with Vitellan's face, and so wer e not
alarmed to see Vitellan without a mask. Baker's gloves had been too small for the Roman, so he kept hiswhite hands
firmly inside histrouser pockets asthey started back for the limo.

" Need a Coke, meet you there,” said Vitellan just asa flight call blared out from speakersdirectly above them. His
accent was nothing like that of Baker, but the terminal was noisy and chaoctic. The SkyPlaz guar ds nodded and walked
on.

Vitellan took out Baker'swallet and bought a cap, sunshades, and a brownout jacket. He stepped into the washr ooms.
Another quick change had him transformed again, but as he emerged he could see that the SkyPlaz guards were alr eady
back and peering about nervously. As hewalked briskly from theterminal he heard the rumble asthe chartered
scramj et was boosted into the sky on itsway to Britain.

Vitellan made for arank of cabs. Hire scabs, fire caps, he thought, groping for termsin hisimprint. Words were missing,
otherswere confused. Facts were scrambled in some places. First moon landing: Juri Gargarin, British astronaut in
1996, reported theimprint, yet Vitellan had real world memories of accessing it as Neil Armstrong, American as-

tronaut, 1969. A terrifying qualm washed over Vitellan and he panicked. Most of his English vocabulary had vanished,
and much of what was left came from histimein the fourteenth century. He would sound like Chaucer's Wife of Bath
telling her taleif he spoke to a cab's autonic, and he doubted that the machines would cope with that. He continued on
past therank of cabsin the bright sunshine. Was hisimprint really fading, were they all telling the truth after all?
Vitellan groped for the fourteenth century, spent vivid seconds at the siege of M eaux, then languid secondsin the arms
of the Countess of Hussontal. Imperial Rome was just as clear: the scent of bread baking and olive oil spilled from a
broken amphora as he walked past with hisfather. The symptoms were consistent with what Hall had told him, but ... the
clinic had supposedly been giving him boosters every night to fix the commercial imprintsthat Lucel had arranged for
him. Maybe they had stopped the booster s after selling out to Durvas—or the Luministes. Hisimprint would be stable,
but the commer cial imprints would be fading!

He walked out to the public carpark, with no idea of where he was going. How long to fade an imprint less than a month
old? In my imprints, maybe, he cursed to himself. Make melook like I'm fading, trick to frighten me. He explored



further, found many areas still intact. Memories of real experienceswere as clear asever, everything from the 6th of
December stood out as starkly as his memories of Vesuvius erupting. A tall, bearded roadspikein an old-style impact
jacket approached him.

"Wheelsto your car, mon?" hedrawled.
Theremains of the Streetwise imprint flashed a warning to Vitellan: mugger; activate personal beacon and move
back in a confident manner; suspect offersrideto car in large carpark then demands wallet.

"Lost... car," Vitellan managed to fight past histongue. The roadspike blinked deliberately. " You lose a car or you
needin' acab?" "Lost. Nofly."

" Hey, you missed your flight. Isthat it?" If any security monitor isrecording this| can't afford to sound like just
stepped out of the fourteenth century, Vitel-

lan had decided. Only one man in the entire world would talk to a potential mugger in Old English, and the Luministes
would be onto histrail at once. Maybe if he slipped in some L atin words he might sound asif he was a modern Italian,
Vitellan speculated. " L osting anger est, profecto.”

"LosAngeles! LA, you missed aflight to LA. Isthat it?"

Vitellan glanced back to the terminal building. Have to get away, anything. L os Angeles was obviously a place some
distance away.

"Los Angeles. You take?"
Theroadspike whistled and put his handson hiships. " You real or what? That's, say, sixteen hundred miles or more."

Vitellan took out Baker'swallet. The clinic preferred to be paid in untraceable currency, so the wallet bulged with
banknotes and unsecured smartcards. The roadspike's eyes widened beneath his black shades.

"Ticket!" said Vitellan firmly.

"Hey mon, you got aticket with me, no problems," he said, taking Vitellan by the arm and waving at a chrome and
solar-gunmetal Harley layback with a gasoline engine. " This here'sthe wheels."

Fifteen miles away the Doberman carrying Lucel'simplants glanced up briefly as a little scramjet streaked acrossthe
sky, noisily laboring to gain height.

The North Atlantic: 17 December 2028, Anno Domini

Vitellan's chartered scramjet climbed and went transonic over the Gulf of Mexico, flew west, then turned north for
Britain asit reached the Atlantic. Asit passed the Newfoundland coast it was at ninety thousand feet and Mach 6, riding
itsown Shockwave. The orbital air traffic control center was having hardware problems at the time, and all atmospheric
traffic had been ordered to fit into mor e gener ous safety profiles than usual.

Far below, a Boeing Surface Effect Transport the size of a ship waslumbering, along at 400 mph, just above the water. A
small wedge dropped from its underside and flew clear,

hugging the waves at subsonic speeds until it waslost amid the general Atlantic traffic. At two milesdistance from the
Canadian Navy patrol SET Janus, the wedge suddenly' dropped itsturbinesand lanced into the over cast sky on a
hydrogen-fluorine rocket. The Janus detected the weapon at once and went intored alert automatically. TheELTY
targeting control computer reported that the missile had locked on to a small scramjet within three seconds of
acquisition by the Janus, even before the operator had deter mined that the threat was not to the Navy SET. At the sixth
second she had opened a channel to the scramjet.

" Scramijet, transponder Kappa Delta 174, thisis Canadian patrol skimmer Janus. You have an intercept locked on.
Unknown origin and accelerating. Switch to your AT jammer and evasion override."

"Wha—nhell and shit! Incoming confirmed!" replied the alarmed voice of the pilot. " Evasionslocked in, jammerslive."
The chartered scramjet's computerstook millisecondsto calculate the options for escape, then it banked left and went

into a shallow dive, dumping fuel into the denser air and raising its Mach number by one. Theinterceptor continued to
close, but now more slowly. The Navy patrol'stracking radar locked on to it and coordinated with an orbital laser



platform of the UN Anti-Terrorist Authority.

The scramjet was weaving randomly at hyper sonic speeds, leaving twisted contrails asthelaser struck theinterceptor.
The shell disintegrated but the core blasted out with afar higher acceleration, flying blinded by the ionization of its own
passage. It shot past tlie scramjet, missing by lessthan a hundred feet.

" Clear miss, and—yeah, it'sflamed out Kappa Delta, you're safe. Kappa Delta? Hey ELTY, the scramjet'sdownlink is
out."

'"Tracking debris," the ELTY targeting computer'svoicereported. " ATA platform reporting a second hit."

The operator stared into a hologram scenario, numbly watching two clouds of debris and the free-falling warhead. The
war head suddenly self-destructed, to bereplaced by athird red cloud-icon.

"ELTY, report and record theintercept status of the Kappa Delta,” she said, afraid of her own words, hugging her arms
tightly against her breasts.

"The ATA platform destroyed Kappa Delta 174 with a direct hit from their laser cannon array."

The operator shivered. Therewasa metallic tastein her mouth, and her body felt numb and clammy.
"ELTY, wheredid thetargeting priority on Kappa Delta originate?"

" Point of origin wasthe ATA platform."

Theoperator collapsed with relief acrossthe hologram desk, her head amid the miniaturized symbols of the scenario
display, her uniform coverall drenched in her own perspiration. The targeting that had destroyed the scramjet had not
originated from the Janus—but who had ordered the orbital to fire?

Back in Houston Lucel listened to the audio news as she unpacked in a luxury hotel. A scramjet on charter from United
to Wurzel Electrobionics h4d been destroyed during what appeared to beaterrorist incident. I nitial reports were unclear
asto whether it had been destroyed by a missile or by the ATA orbital platform in a targeting error. The names of the
two pilots and an executive aboard meant nothing to her.

Rural Texas, 18 December 2028, Anno Domini

Theroadspiketook Vitellan almost due west to Austin, then up onto the Edwards Plateau. They had been riding for
several hourswhen the roadspike called " Shortcut!" over hisshoulder, then turned off along adirt road. It led to an
abandoned quarry cut into the side of a hill. The Harley dlithered in gravel, then came to a stop. The roadspike lowered
the kickstand, then stepped off.

"Los Angeles?" asked Vitellan, stiffly climbing off the seat.

"No mon, but it'sthe end of the road for you. Savvy?"

A blade snicked clear of its handle, gleaming bright and silver in the sunlight.
"Ah, humiliores," said Vitellan, raising a finger and pointing at the roadspike.

Theroadspike had wanted a quiet kill; one never knew who might hear a gunshot. He advanced on Vitellan, who backed
away slowly. Astheroadspike rushed him Vitellan did a spin-dodge and slapped aside the knife-arm that sought him like
some chimera of unicorn and cobra. Theroadspike stumbled past, then whirled in the dusty gravel, in timeto see his
victim pick up alength of wood from a smashed pallet. It was about the length of a gladius, and Vitellan hefted it for
balancein a disturbingly professional manner.

In a sudden panic theroadspike flung his knife to his other hand and groped in hisjacket for his Ruger 9mm, but
Vitellan was already closing. A moment later the last centurion of the Roman Empire stood over the body of hiswould-be
murderer. Blood trickled from one of the roadspike's ears, and there was a distinct dent in the skull.

" Fuckwit est," Vitellan said as he looked at the hair and blood on hislength of timber, then he dropped it to the gravel
and began stripping off his clothes.

>0Once hewas dressed in the roadspike's gear, Vitellan dragged the body over to the quarry wall and triggered a small
rockslideto cover it. He stared at the Harley, trying to relateit to the van and hisdriving lesson on hisfirst day in
Houston. Lucel'swords were still in his' memory: "brake" " clutch,” "throttle," and " gears" fell into place ashe



tinkered and experimented. The sawn-off, pump-action shotgun in the bike's carrier made him pause for a moment, as
did the sealpacks of amphetamines and bloodsand taped under thetank. At last hetook a deep breath, offered a prayer to
the God of Christians, and began trying to start the engine.

Two hourslater the bike was dented and covered in dust and Vitellan'sjeans and jacket weretorn and bloodied... but he
could ride a motorcycle! Leaving the floor of the quarry scoured with skidmarks, he rode triumphantly out onto the dirt
road, waving to a fresh rockslide by thewall and calling " Vale, et grates.”

Vitellan had little trouble on the highway, as fragments of memories gated in from what was left of Robert Wallace
included road codes. His appear ance was intimidating. Cov-

ered in dust, blood, and scratches and riding a filthy bike, he was given a very wide berth by the few otherson theroad.
At Fort Stockton he decided that the bike needed fuel and that he needed a map and food. The roadspike had alr eady
stopped for gasoline, so Vitellan knew something of the procedure.

Rosamaria Conception very nearly fainted when she saw what had just ridden in from the east and stopped before the
pumps. She was alone at the gas station, just minding the place and studying for the next semester's cour sework.
Imprints had not yet managed to displace old-fashioned study, even in 2028, as students wererequired to come up with
original conclusions about what they studied. She watched as theroadspike fumbled with the pump, struggled with the
fuel cap, splashed gasoline over himself and the bike, and finally managed to get someinto the tank. He's out on
bloodsand, thought Rosamaria as she watched the gasoline overflow and billow in clouds off the hot engine. Her foot
caressed the security button. The specter limped acrossto the office and through the automatic doors.

" Feed bike! Gas!" Vitellan declared, opening hiswallet and displaying the contentsto Rosamaria. She glanced at the
reading on the display.

"That will be $35.80 sir," she said with as much calm as she could manage.

Vitellan offered her athousand-dollar banknote. Rosamaria swallowed.

"Sir, do you have anything a little smaller please?"

" Small pease? Pease pudding?" asked Vitellan. desperately, knowing that he was missing the point completely.

She shook her head. " No, smaller bills. A hundred or something. | don't have enough hard-c change, but if you give me
one of those unsec smartcards that would befine."

Most of the words washed past Vitellan. He knew English, but it was two years of English from the fourteenth century.
He had picked up a few modern wordsin general speech, but hisbasic infrastructure for modern English had faded with
hisimprint. He could have bought gasoline from Chaucer, but not from this Texan girl of the twenty-first " century. He
rubbed a grimy hand over hisface.

"Isthere nobody on this entire continent who can understand a civilized language?" he sighed to himself in Latin.

"Latin!" exclaimed Rosamaria. " You speak Latin?"

"Why yes, indeed | do," replied Vitellan in Latin, almost collapsing with relief and immediately switching his manner to
fourteenth-century courtly charm. " But how do you come to speak such an old language so very beautifully, good lady?"

"Me? Oh, I'm a college student on a break from Flagstaff," shereplied, thinking weirder and weirder all the while.

" Ah, a student. One should always study and better oneself, it isa very noble pursuit. Now then, how much do | owe for
the, ah, gasoline asyou call it?"

"Thirty-five dollars eighty."

"Yes, yes, now | see. | thought you were saying thirty-five dollars and eighty dollars.”

Vitellan glanced around the shop, noting the range of goods with interest.

"Would you be so good as to help me with some other purchases?" he asked.

"That iswhat | am paid to do,” Rosamaria replied, half suspecting that she had fallen into a dream.

Vitellan bought her personal low-speed portableimprint unit, a roadmap, and the imprint disksfor Selective American



Vernacular, Rough Tours of the West Coast, and Know Your Rights. Rosamaria gave him a canvas backpack that
someone had abandoned there months ago, and he added several bottles of soda and cans of meatballsin sauceto his
purchases.

It was a quiet day, so shetalked to him about English usage and street talk, and answered his questions about survival on
the road while he hosed down his bike, washed, and bandaged his cuts.

"That bleeding star on your jacket must be removed if you want to cross gang turf,” she advised. " Giveit here, | shall
pick the threads and put a T on your back with gray tape. T meansyou are a transient.”

"What isatransient?" asked Vitellan as he shrugged out of the heavy impact jacket.
" Transient means you have been booted out of your gang,

and aremoving to new territory. Most gangs leave you alone, but if you meet up with psycho-cells..." Shenoticed the
Ruger in theinner pocket of the jacket. " Well, you will need to use this per suader.”

"Ah yes, | have been meaning to ask you about that. Could you instruct mein its usage?"

"You must bejoking! You do not know guns, yet you pack a Ruger and a pump-action. You ridein on roadspike wheels,
but you speak Latin like... like.... an alien out of a UFO."

" Aliensand UFOs. My acquaintancestell methat they areliterary and mythical."

" Believe me mister, you are mythical. You turn up out of nowhere looking like you tried to punch out a bear, but then
you start speaking flawless L atin. That's as strange as any UFO story. | hear alot of UFO storieswhen | come out herein
semester breaks, folk make up wild storiesto cut through the boredom. You are different. You do not have a story, yet
you talk like you stepped straight out of..." She reached behind the counter and held up her copy of the Deciad. " Out of
this."

"You flatter me," Vitellan replied quietly, raising a bandaged hand to his face and bowing slightly.

Rosamaria took Vitellan through the basics of cleaning, loading, and firing his guns befor e he handed her five thousand
dollars of Baker's money.

"Thisistoo much!" she exclaimed. " Five K for my old imprint deck and some roadgear ?"

"You gave freely of what could not be purchased,” replied Vitellan, zipping up the jacket. "My regret isthat | could not
givemore."

Rosamaria dashed back into the office as he swung a leg over the Harley and gunned the engineinto life. Shereturned
with her trade paperback edition of the Deciad and thrust it at him with a heavily chewed pen. Vitellan stared at the
book, then looked to Rosamaria.

"My lady, | am not Decius,” said Vitellan after thinking for a moment and deducing her probable thoughts.

" But you could not say anything else .. . Please writein it, anything. It is something that you can give that cannot be
purchased."

Vitellan took the point and killed the engine. Hewrotein Latin to rosamaria, the friend who came to my aid opposite the
title page and returned the book to her, then hetook her hand and brushed it with hislips. The spell was shattered as
the Harley's engine hammered back into life, and with a final wave Vitellan engaged the gears—then lurched forward,
stalled, and nearly overbalanced. Sheepishly he started the engine again, and thistime released the clutch more
smoothly. He pulled out onto the highway, ventured another wave, swerved wildly, regained control, then opened the
throttle and accelerated away. Rosamaria stood hugging the Deciad to her breasts and staring down the road after
Vitellan long after his bike was out of sight. It was like the wildest, most indulgent of wish-fulfillments, asif she had
stepped into alegend just long enough to save the hero and avert tragedy. As she watched the newscasts in the months
that followed, however, she could never entirely escape the notion that her fantasy might have actually been real.
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Houston, Texas: 18 December 2028, Anno Domini



Hall was based in Northward Civic, but commuted to the SkyPlaz clinic along F59 and S288 every day. The SkyPlaz
clinic was on neutral ground between Hermann Park and the Brays Bayou; it was an interface between two economies
and legal systems. Some of its floor s wer e legitimate medical suites, otherswere leased by the gangwar ds. There was
much interchange between floors. Patients, drugs, and equipment moved freely, with no questions asked, and a
sophisticated database launder ed the accounts to protect both the guilty and guiltier. In SkyPlaz work could be done at
other than the prescribed rates, in fact work could be donethat could otherwise not be done at all. It was an embassy and
marketplace all in one, with excellent secu-

rity and discretion included. Hall was one of the resour ces available through SkyPlaz, an MIT graduate whose
reputation was inter national—if not mainstream international. He was part of that " best" that SkyPlaz provided, and as
such hewas highly valued. Thiswas not always well under stood by those outside.

"No word of Baker yet?" Hall asked the hologram of Roar ch, the head of his security node. The holographic face
suspended above his desk looked tired and worried.

"Hewaslast seen entering the scramjet,” Roarch replied.

" Someone came out wearing the right mask, our guys confirmed that under deep scan. We got a security monitor record
of the dude with the same mask talking to some roadspike working carpark E. Herode off with him."

" Smellslike shit on a shoe. Which spikes was he with?"

"Hellrunners. We got calls out but they'retraditionals. They spend alot of time on civilian turf and they got no comms.
It could be tomorrow beforewe get real words."

Hall glanced to a wallscreen, where a newscast showed shattered debris being skimmed from choppy gray waves by
Canadian sailors.

" He could have been aboard the scramjet,” said Hall as he turned back to face Roar ch's hologram.

"Yeah, but airpost security saysonly three boarded. Anyhow, why go to that sort of troubleto trash a medical? Jindash
would have donethejob for fifty K's."

Hall flung a stylus down on hisdesk and folded hisarms. " Give me a break! Jinslash would have had its ass kicked from
heretolow orbit by the Ward Lords. They're stupid but not that stupid.”

" So we'releft with the big who, and | don't likethat." A hand appear ed beside the holographic face and Roarch chewed a
thumbnail. " Like you said, Dr. Hall, there's shit to smell but not to see. Get back here, my man, now. Get all the cards
and disks on that Vitellan dude and bring 'em with you. Everything! Do a mask on and take a car—and make sure you
got muscle with automatics.”

An armored sedan pulled out of SkyPlaz from the outpatient ramp an hour later. Hall had been wearing a mask and his
head had been swathed in bandages, but L ucel had other

criteriato watch for. Hall's stature, the armed guards, and the fact that a patient in bandages was well enough to carry a
heavy tote bag. She pulled her Sundart convertible out into the light traffic and followed the sedan, keeping quite close
behind.

Within two blocks the sedan's driver realized that some-, one was following. He gunned the peroxide engine and engaged
the computer-enhanced evasion option to weave through the traffic. Lucel cursed quietly, but her car had all the same
pursuit and evasion options and the gap barely widened. They entered a feeder for S288, going north, weaving through
thetraffic in formation. From the sedan's side window a guard fired a laser at the Sundart'swindshield, but the bursts
wer e absor bed by polarity bafflesand Lucel was annoyed rather than dazzled. The guard changed to a Ruger GP-100, but
Lucel's own dazzle-laser was locked on to him by now. Shielding his eyes, he aimed Jow, and hit her front right tire.

Lucel's Sundart lurched as she fought for control. Almost at once autoseal polymer repaired the rents and a gas reservoir
began to pump the wheel back to operational pressure, but now the sedan was two hundred yards ahead. UniWard wasto
theright of the freeway.

" Bad turf, anything goes,” muttered Lucel as she hunched forward slightly.
Asif to agree with her the Sundart's onboard radar blazed a warning of an attack vector from theright: airborne and

comingin low. It was a big profile, the size of atiltfan. An over pass shielded the aircraft's approach as L ucel gained on
the sedan. Shereached down for a heavy tubetrailing flaccid cablesthat plugged into her radar. Holding it up over the



windshield shefired blindly at a space beyond the over pass wherethe tiltfan would have to fly. The Taipan inter ceptor
swamped the sportscar in exhaust asit streaked to whereitstarget was headed—but someone in thetiltfan had already
fired an identical Taipan at the sedan.

The sedan detonated in afiery teardrop that smeared along S288's bitumen and dispersed into burning shards. The
tiltfan's passenger shouted " Hit!" triumphantly just asthe horrified pilot cried " Incoming!"

Lucel's Taipan struck amidships, and the covalent lattice in the warhead collapsed right between therear engine bay and
the cabin. Thetiltfan sprayed flesh, flames, and composite debristo either side, but it flew on, hanging on the two front
fans and slowly descending befor e hitting a construction sitein Broad Acres and exploding. Lucel paused, standing up in
her Sundart and confirming that everyonein the sedan was dead. She set her dataspex to scan for a suite of profiles, and
within seconds a flashing wir eframe centered on a blackened, battered composite case that had been inside Hall's tote
bag. She jumped from the car and snatched up the casein atowel.

Another car had stopped by now, and a man had got out.
"Hey, look at that, she'spart of a heist,” hecalled. " Stop—"

Lucel shot him in theleg. He collapsed but held on to the driver's-side door, shouting in surprise and pain. His passenger
scrabbled in the car'sdoor pannier for agun asLucel heaved the caseinto her Sundart and tumbled in after it.

" Evasive!" shouted Lucel, lying across the seats as shots whined past her. The Sundart added the smoke from itstiresto
that curling up from the roadway asit steered for the feeder into the matrix of streetsthat was Eastward.

Twenty minutes later the smoke had dispersed from the Houston sky. Across the city, where the Buffalo Bayou marked
the border of Eastward, a hawk floated on the air, flying in the random, soaring curves of a scavenging pattern. Therewas
no suggestion of an attack vector until it wasright over a walled compound on Waugh Drive, then the wings folded and it
fell like a stone. The explosion was sharp and hollow, showering soil, grass, and shreds of flesh into a nearby swimming
pool.

Theattack generated a report that was transmitted to the other side of the Atlantic:

Seeker bion targeted on implantsin Luministe agent Lucel Hunter. Successful impact took place at 3.17 pm Houston
time in the Nin-gyo compound, Waugh Drive, Houston. Microcamera images from the seeker indicate that the implant
carrier was an adult Doberman bitch, and subsequent datafarm sifting indicated that it
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was part of the compound's security pack, and was designated by the name T-rexette.

Lord Wallace crumpled the hard copy and flung it acrossthe Deep Frigidarium. For a second time the Luministe agent
had cheated death and evaded him.

Within three minutes of leaving the freeway L ucel had exchanged her Sundart for alaundered Toyota Earthway electric
sedan and sealed Hall's case inside Faraday cage mesh to smother any surviving beacons. By the time her former
implants had attracted the seeker bion, shewasin a shielded workshop in Eastward, watching a framescreen wherea
military surplus bomb disposal unit wasdrilling into Hall's charred metal case.

" Checkin' theair," said the Creole technician as a probe replaced the drill. " Nitrogen, ninety-nine parts, one part
argon. Someone's paranoid.”

"1 want the contents, nothing else," said Lucel.
"Hell lady, you'd sure be a kook if you just wanted the case. Sending in the camera.”

A silver cable with a surface like fine scalesreplaced the gas sensor probe, and an image of the inside of the casefilled
the framescreen. It was ajumble of paper notes, insulated sample phials and datacards, all stirred together by the
explosion that had killed Hall. The back of the lock cameinto view. Therewas ared plastic lozenge bonded to the
surface.

" Now that's a gas-magnetic Shalis. North Ward got a batch in from Switzerland two years ago. A magnetic key shutsit
down, otherwise it flames the goods if someone forcesthelock and letsin oxygen. It's not a problem, a coat of polymer
will makeit think everything's dandy."



" Or you could cut the case open in a nitrogen atmosphere.”

" Sure could, but poly ischeaper ... hey now, lookey here. Another one on the back hinge. It's white, and, and shit, |
never seen that type."

"Likeyou said, someone's paranoid,” Lucel reminded him. " You'd better hurry."
"Think I'll go for poly and the N-two flood beforel cut.”
"Listen tome!" snapped Lucel. " Just use nitrogen, and work fast." "I'd rather—" " Doit!"

Once the chamber was flooded with nitrogen the tech made a narrow dlit in the case and removed the cards and paper
noteswith a suction grapple. The phials needed a wider hole, but it took only fourteen minutes from the first drillhole to
empty the insulated case.

" No beacons, no sleepers, it'sall yours," he said as hetook atray from the chamber'sairlock. " If you—holy shit!"

Flame and fumes belched from theincisionsin the top of the case, quickly filling the chamber with yellowish-brown
smoke.

" So the white onewason atimer," said Lucel as she emptied thetray into her Faraday-cage bag.
" Someone'sreal seriously paranoid," agreethetech, staring into the opaque smoke.

The River Oaks checkpoint on Westheimer Road was all soft-contour white moldings and lattice-weave barrier pickets,
but it had the strength and firepower to stop an old-style tank. To the east of it the suburbswerelike a huge, exclusive,
high-security condo and the checkpoint was as much to say your ratesat work to those within as keep out to unauthorized
drivers.

Lucel'sID wasfor a wealthy British tourist driving a sensibly downmarket car while outside the exclusive Greenpark
independent municipalities. The security guardswaved her through with no more than routine facial profile scans. She
droveto the hotel where she was staying, which was part of the Greater Galleria Center. The zone where she parked the
Toyota was legal, but it would vanish within the hour with no questions asked and no alarm raised.

Lucel scanned her hotel room very car efully befor e opening the Far aday-cage bag. With her dataspex plugged into a
reader she examined the cardsin turn. They were mostly scan data on Vitellan, thorough and meticulous scan data.
Some of Hall's notes and impressions wer e there as well,

under an encryption that took an hour of commer cial processor timeto break.

Lucel had began to download data from softwar e agents that she had left to monitor certain network lines. While
working for the Luministesin Paris and Durvas, she had also been working for herself, and to an agenda that nobody
could have suspected. The software agents cleared their data buffersand reset their addressregistersto a number of
industrial espionage agencies once they had downloaded, giving both Durvas and Luministe systems security staff
something to discover and purge before they had supposedly done any damage—and Lucel had plenty of other agents
hidden in positions of trust. Both Durvas and L uministe Security would report an intrusion foiled before any data had
been collected, so it was a win-win situation for all concerned. The encrypted messages that L ucel assembled had been
further disguised by seeming outwardly innocent and unconnected, but once gathered together they interlocked to tell a
very different story. That story was now negotiable currency in certain circles.

Lucel approached the SpanTurf blockhouse the following evening. It was a calm, overcast dusk, and thereek from a
breakdown in the sewage works just over the Buffalo Bayou was heavy and cloying on the cold air. The streets had a thin
sprinkling of carsand pedestrians, about what one might expect for a chilly Houston evening. Stopping beforethe
blockhouse entrance, she spoke to a comm beneath her wrist, then folded her arms and waited. A cell of five youths
approached in awide curve, guns out but held casually. They wor e no tag-patches, she noted. Ronin-G kids, out to build
reputations, out to get patronage.

"You don't know whereyou be, slut."

"Yeah, you don't know."

"You got stop here, you stop herealot."

"You know, stop alot, you know."



Most of them wanted their say, and they wereloud and brash. One had glazed eyes and did not speak at all, hejust held
his M exican copy of a Makarovato Lucel's head. The others pushed and pummeled her, but made no attempt to

force her to go with them. They were posturing for the monitor camerasin front of the headquartersbuilding. The
leader spat in her face. Spittledripped from thelens of her dataspex.

"1 spit you, dirty bitch, but you not worth spittin' on. Y ou owe me a favor, you know? How you gonna pay me back?"
The one with the glazed eyes continued to point the gun at her head.

They know |I'm here, they're just watching the show on their screensin there, Lucel decided. They probably even sent
these kidsto pump the muscle. Sorry boys, nothing personal.

Her head snapped about, deflecting the gun as her elbow came up into the boy's chin, and she was drawing her own gun
as she spun and lashed the toe of her boot into the leader'steeth. Guns crackled, Lucel staggered as her armor stopped a
bullet high on her chest, then shefired at the neck in an open shirt and the sternum beneath ared T-shirt. Suddenly
everything froze, Lucel and the last youth pointing their guns at each other.

"1f you so much as move a muscle I'll kill you whereyou stand," Lucel said firmly." You're pointing at my titsbut I've
got armor ./ have a bead on your head. Drop the gun.”

He dropped the gun. The doors of the blockhouse slid open and two security guards dashed out into the street. Both
carried Mossenber g slide-action combat shotguns. Urine suddenly stained dark at the crotch of the youth'sciti-gray
slacks as one of the M ossbergs drifted over to take a bead on him. Thetwo other surviving Ronin-Gs got to their feet,
dribbling blood and spitting teeth.

Lucel turned to the youth who had been holding a gun to her head. The tumble-shot was steady in her hand.

"You with the eyes," she said coldly. " If some scumbag holds a gun to my head | liketo think that he's paying attention.
| don't think you were paying attention just then. Are you paying attention now?"

"Yesma'am, 'deed | am ma'am, I'm sorry ma'am!"
"Well, | don't believeyou, | think you need a reminder."

Shefired into hisleft knee. He doubled over, howling, then toppled to the sidewalk. Lucel put a boot on histhroat and
jammed the barrel into his open mouth.

" Areyou paying attention?" Hisshriekstransmuted into whimpers. "Wow you're going to pay attention with every step
you ever take. Say thank you, ma'am."

Lucel removed the gun from his mouth, but it took him some momentsto articulate the words. She turned to the other
two.

"You may be thinking payback for your Ronin-G dead, but forget it kiddies. If | ever see any of your faces anywhere I'm
going to make sure you take a week to die. You just touched something so fucking big that you wouldn't believeit." She
played a burst about their feet and they jumped, then sheturned to the guards. " You'relate!" she snapped at the blank
blastmasks. " All this shit isyour fault."

" Lady, we had orders—"

" Shut up and take mein there! Now!"

Lucel would not see Roar ch before she was allowed to wash her face. He was scowling at an image on hiswallscreen as
she entered his office.

" Did you have to mess up those kids so bad?" he asked as the scene replayed on the wall beside him.

"1t was a lesson in manners. Good manners ar e the gateway to the upper classes."

" That's shit."

She shrugged. " Theright to spit in my face and point a gun in my ear comeswith a very high price tag. Besides, you

made it happen by leaving your fucking door shut so long. You wanted me taught what a mean fucker you are, but you
went to school instead."



Roar ch switched to realtime on the wallscreen. Theliving youths wer e gone, leaving smears of blood, piss, and vomit.
Thedead still lay wherethey had fallen.

"You got a nerve and then some, lady," he said as he power ed off the screen. " At least I'll talk to you—none of the Ward
Lordswanna hear any sound from you but splat after you torched their doctor."

"Not me. | do know who bought the pipesthat hit Hall and Baker, though.”
In spite of having a Shakespear ean imprint, Roar ch forgot himself and blinked in surprise. He recovered quickly.

"Wealready got all what we want on how Hall and Baker died, ungrateful bitch. They patched" you back together, then
you pointed your Luministe iceheads straight at them."

" Not so. | have proof.”

"That's shit, | donealot of scans and filters. Thetiltfan was hired through their LA temple. The Go-Buckswereridin'
the contract, and right now they'rein so much pain they wish their folks had never screwed."

" So why did | shoot out thetiltfan?"
Roarch hesitated. " Uh, coverin' | guess.”

"Now who'stalking shit, Roarch? | wastrying to get thereal hit squad beforethey locked on to the car. Get afact! |
chased that damn car for two mileswithout firing a shot, didn't 1? | was trying to protect Halll"

Roarch snorted, then turned away from her and paced beside his desk. Lucel folded her arms and remained standing.
"The Go-Buckswere paid in clean, mixed bills," she said when it became clear that Roar ch was not going to say any
more." " | mean shit, the Pope himself could have handed over that stack of bills, but if he said hewasa Luministe they
would have still believed him."

"How'd you know they were paid in bills?"

"The Yakuza were very helpful after | tipped them about a hit on their datavend, Seishi. They own the franchise that the
Go-Buckswork. They also want to taste blood from whoever dropped a half-pound of covalent into their Waugh Drive

embassy."
"1 heard about that. Shredded the bodytats off a couple of grandsans by the pool. They're sore.”

"1've got something else you might like to know about," she admitted, her eyesnarrowing. "I can finger who did the
World Three Mall attack, and provide an audit trail."

Roarch swallowed. World Three Mall had been a showpiece market for gang commer ce, cooper ation, and responsibility,
and the attack by the unidentified crew of the stolen policetiltfan had annihilated more than the lives of 270 people.
Years of public relationswork and millions of dollarsin

potential business had been blasted out of existence, so whichever Ward Lord tracked down the culpritsat thetop of that
contract would gain alot of status.

" Okay, okay, that's an offer too good to refuse,” said Roar ch, sitting on the edge of his desk and spreading hisarmswide.
"Who then?"

"Durvas."
" Durvas? Asin the Village? Now hold on. Durvas was picking up the billsfor that Vitellan icehead.”

" Durvas had no choice, he was under SkyPlaz security. Check the clinic'srecords: the contract was to keep Vitellan
isolated from everyone, Durvasincluded. | should know, | wroteit."

Roar ch pressed his hands against his head, wanting to believe, yet still unwilling.

"This sounds like so much shit," he muttered, feeling the blood vessels pump against his palms, his mind devoid of a
better reply.

" Okay then, | didn't know you take lumps quietly."



"Hey now, | get one, | giveten," shouted Roarch, striding over and waving aringer at her asif he could shoot it. " What's
for usto see?"

"1 have a set of encrypted strings from the Luministe headquartersin Paris. They contain instructionstothe LA
Luministe Temple of Pure Light to buy the contractswith old bills."

"You just said they didn't do it."

" Uh, uh. The Luministesdid the legwork, but the orders came from Durvas. | had a pattern filter on the Durvasresearch
node, and an algorithm which compar esthat with outgoing traffic from the Luministe headquartersin Paris—even with
encryption. | got a match dating back before Hall wastorched, but it took a lot of time and CPU credit to break the
message. By then it was late—too late, asit happened. | can tell you about an old man and a dead man, both a long way
underground. Security, layouts, equipment, all that sort of thing. Send a payback team, I'll be project leader if you
like—"

"Hold it, just hold it!" shouted Roarch, holding his hands over his earsand squeezing his eyes shut. " What do you get
out of this?"

"The same asyou: payback. |'m a mean bitch and I'm into revenge. Play back the monitor of what just happened on your
doorstep if you don't believe me."

Roar ch was beginning to feel comfortable with Lucel, and he suspected that she would let him have all the credit for the
payback aslong as he provided the resour ces. He sat down and put hisfeet on his desk, pressing his fingertips together.

"You'reincommin' on a deal, mean bitch," hesaid . smoothly, " but I'm curiousto know what Durvas did to get your
gripesso sharp.”

"Uh, uh. That's on a need-to-know basis, and there's only one man alive who needsto know."

Durvas, Britain: 25 January 2029, Anno Domini

Anderson stumbled, then seized arailing to steady himself as he cut through the gar dens of Durvas University on the
way to the shafthead of the Deep Frigidarium. What are the war ning signs of a hidden imprint? Blank spots, vertigo,
atypical memories. He walked on, thinking car efully about his morning routine. He remember ed breakfast in his
bathrobe, showering under needles of hot water and being shaved by his new GE grooming unit. After that... nothing was
missing. He arrived at the shafthead building after what should have been a nine-minute walk. He glanced at hiswatch.
Eight minutes, ten seconds. No unaccounted timein hisroutine. Perhaps he really was working too hard.

At the shafthead he had the security crew check him with particular care. He stripped completely, then thought the
better of hismorning routine and had a voluntary enema and stomach pump. Half an hour later Lord Wallace called him

as he sat eating a second breakfast of thoroughly scanned food and wearing a security uniform from stores.

"The duty officer saysyou are putting yourself through Core A-plus-plus security, old boy," said a hologram of Lord
Wallace's head hovering just above hisplate. " Anything | should know about?"

"1 had a dizzy spell on the way over," Anderson replied defensively. He was the Durvas mar shal, the head of the se-
curity system. Theidea of admitting that he might be a security risk did not come easily.

The hologram bent forward and peered at him carefully. " Anything else? Time unaccounted for, lightheadedness,
unfamiliar clothing, odd smells on your breath?"

" Nothing, and the scans are all clear. No implants, no overlay, no obviousimprints, although the microimprint of a
trigger would take hoursto find."

"What about VCA?"
"Viral Culture Analysis shows nothing out of the catalogue.”
" And nanowar e?"

"That needs a full blood exchange to do properly, especially if we'relooking for a multiphase biological mimic on a
random switch cycle. I'd be two hoursin the unit, and another to get the results. Still, | could doit."

Thelittle hologram of Lord Wallace brought hisfingertipstogether at the point of hischin. His eyebrows conver ged



slightly with the hint of a frown.

"1 need to speak to you soon."

" So? You'redoing it now."

"1t must be off-comm," the holographic Lord Wallace insisted.

"We've got encryption.” " Encryption's not good enough.”

"That serious? All right then, three hours more, that'swhen | get the all-clear."

" And if they find some harmless anomaly? We might wait days, and | don't have days. We don't have days.”
"1'd prefer the screening to befinished," said Anderson reluctantly. " It'sthe proper procedure.”

"I wrote the procedur e, and this can't wait. L ook, meet mein the screen room of the Deep Frigidarium. That hastotal
privacy and is as secure as anywhere on earth.”

Ander son pushed his plate away and sat back, armsfolded and defiant. " Lord Wallace, the last time we bent our own
rules some screwy L uministe faction blasted their way in and—"

"1 know what they did, better than anyone. Y ou will be behind an armored, blast-proof partition, it will be quite safe.”
"You hope. What could be so damn important that we haveto takerisksagain?" "It istimefor Black Prince."

Anderson sat up and put both hands on thetable, staring intently at the hologram.

" Black Prince? Areyou absolutely sure?"

"There'sno other way, Bonhomme'stimer isalready counting.”

The quarter-miledrop to the chamber where Vitellan's body was being kept took lessthan a minute. Lord Wallace had a
suite of offices and living space down there, far beyond thereach of any macro-attack from terrorists. The screen room
was nothing more than a narrow cubicle with two chairs separated by a laminate film partition—a deeply inset partition
that would not blow out should there be an explosion on one side. Ander son was still wearing the spare security uniform
as heentered and sat down. Again he was scanned, but thistime it was only ultrasonic resonance, a newly developed
check for covalent lattice explosive disguised as bone or muscles. Lord Wallace entered the other side of the cubicle,
carrying a holoboard. His face wastight with fury. The gaslift chair depressed slightly as he sat down, Ander son noted.

He was no hologram.

"Thisisall that we have to show theworld in 2054," Lord Wallace said, coming straight to the point as he thumbed the
hologram board into life.

Vitellan's body materialized in the space between them, bisected down the middle by the laminate partition. It was not
healthy looking, even to the casual glance. The skin was a murky, soiled white with a chaotic tracery of red hairline
scars. His head was hairless, even his eyebrows and lashes wer e gone.

"Yes, that'show hisrealwarelooks," said Anderson. " Not a pretty bear, is he?"

"He'sall that we have now," replied Lord Wallace. " | want a complete cosmetic job on him, electrostim workoutson his
muscles, and enough sunlamp to get his skin back to the way it was when he came out of theice."

" But he'sa vegetable."

"Asl said, he'sall we have, and Black Prince must be put

into operation now if we are to get the credit. Bonhomme's timerswill soon fireunless| stop them, and | have no
intention of doing that. We can leak data that the Master wasrevived, ran Black Prince covertly, then wasinjured and
had to be refrozen."

" Good enough for Abe Lincoln, good enough for us," agreed Anderson.

"The Village Corporate and several guards have seen the overlay Master and even spoken with him, so he was known to
berevived. The overlay isnow at the bottom of the Atlantic, so the body down hereis once again the one and only



Vitellan. After Black Princel shall be frozen with him, traveling as his escort, and we shall both be revived in 2054."
Lord Wallace held up a datacard, slowly and reverently, asif it were a power ful magic talisman.

"1 have medical advice that fetal brain tissue transplants can restore enough function to the Master's body for him to
open hiseyesand say a few preprogrammed wordslike'l die happy, two thousand yearsold. | name Lord Wallace, who
stood beside me against Jacque Bonhomme, as my successor in the Frigidarium of Durvas.' | shall then name you as my
escort through time, William, and we shall both become immortal.”

" A berth in acommercial cryochamber would be simpler,” sighed Anderson, weighed down by years of subterfuge and
plotting. Hislimbsfelt heavy, hisjoints stiff.

"Bah, do that and you arrivein the future asa nobody with an investment account: no contacts, no friends, and a whole
industry dedicated to fleecing yokel timetravelers of their capital. If we travel to the futurein the Master's place, we
havetheentireinfrastructure of Durvas behind us. We'll arrive in the future as legends, people who fought beside the
Master himself."

Therewasno singletrigger within Anderson's microim-print. The faces of Vitellan and Lord Wallace; " 2054" spoken
with Wallace's vocal profile; the greater air pressure deep in the shaft; even the periodic EMP pulses and ultrasonic
resonance sweeps focused on the marshal to destroy any Trojan builder-implants. It was a whole-environment trigger,
designed to ensurethat L ord Wallace was close by

when it activated. Anderson hooked his feet behind the struts of hischair and gripped the edge of the seat as he leaned
forward, asif tolisten.

The marshal tried to let go, but nothing happened. My bones, they've changed my bonesinto destabilized covalent
lattice, he thought, no longer even in charge of hisown breathing. How did the scans missit? I'm dead, but they've failed.
When | explode the laminate will hold, the back of the cubicle will be blown out instead. Lord Wallace is safe ... William
Anderson died, still sitting with a calm, attentive expression on his face.

Multiphase biological nano-mimicsin hisblood, in an undetectable form when he had been scanned earlier, transformed
his blood sugarsinto energy cells. At the same time they also transmuted his nervous system into organic conductors and
semiconductorswired into a tuned circuit and oscillator. The periodic, circuit-destroying EM P pulse from the security
unit actually brought it all to life.

Theblast of microwave radiation from what had been Ander son was unimpeded by the laminate partition. Lord Wallace
felt a sudden flush, but did not recognize what was happening as an attack. By the time he thought of escape, alarms
wer e already whooping. He lurched for the door and hammered hisfist against the release button, then collapsed.
Anderson's body was bent to focus on Lord Wallace's seat, but it also pointed to the floor near the door, exactly where
Lord Wallace now lay. A security team high above at ground level activated a mobile handler, which arrived within a few
seconds.

"Don't move him, we need a medic at the controls!"

Thewords sealed Lord Wallace'sfate. Hisbody lay there for another fifteen seconds while the husk of Anderson poured
microwave radiation into it, then burned out. The medic assessed Lord Wallace through the handler's sensors, then lifted
hisbody and took it to the very intensive car e unit that had treated Vitellan's body just after hisskull had been crushed.
It was soon apparent that Lord Wallace was beyond the help of even the most advanced ther apies of 2029.

Anderson'sbody had all but dried out, and steam from

histissuesfilled the cubicle. He was a curved husk, charred black but still gripping the chair and hissing softly. Like all
high-tech assassination techniques, thiswould beitsonly use. Microwave shielding would be added to laminate screens
all around theworld by the end of the week as agencies learned of thetrick.

Thetwo most senior surviving members of the Village Cor porate hurried across the university and into the Durvas
Technology Park to amock art deco building that was the wellhead of the Deep Frigidarium. Asthey walked, a gaggle of
assistants and technicians fluttered around them with oxygen tanks, masks, and items of protective clothing. Guards
moved aside, already awar e that Durvas had suffered yet another catastrophic intrusion.

"1t was a very sophisticated attack," Icekeeper Gulden reported to Lord Wallace's ashen-faced deputy, Dellar. " The
mar shal was probably abducted during the night and dosed with multiphase nanowar e programmed to rebuild parts of
him in a second or two on some key or key combination."



" But hiswife noticed nothing. Anderson said as much himself, | heard him say that on the monitor tapes when he had a
link to Lord Wallace from the shafthead."

" A team from the Durvasclinic isat her house at this very minute with a mobile lab. Initial scans suggest that she was
imprinted too, according to what is coming in on my dataspex. Of cour se she noticed nothing! She couldn't!"

" So the assassins might have been calling in every night for weeks to nanoform him into a pop-mold human death-ray."
"Very likely, Sir Peter."

Likethe authorized successor to any absolute dictator, Sir Peter Dellar had little real experience with the exer cise of
authority and all itsrealities. At that moment he also had a very real sense of his mortality aswell. Burgess, the new
mar shal, met them at the entrance to the wellhead, already in protective clothing and carrying his helmet. His hair was
soaked with sweat, and he smelled faintly of charred flesh.

"1 wasjust coming to get you," he began breathlessly.

"Well I'm here, brief me aswe descend!" snapped Dellar,

angry and exasper ated with the continual failures of Durvas security. " Gulden said that they turned the marshal into a
human microwave dish and murdered Lord Wallace. How did our scanners missthetrigger imprintsand implants?"

" Given afew hourswe would have found thetriggers, but they'retough toisolate and Lord Wallace was impatient to see
him. Something about a black prince, it's on a monitor tape, but—"

"Black Princeisacodenamefor a campaign Lord Wallace was planning with the Centurion against the L uministes,
that'sall I know about it."

"The Centurion! That's the other—"

"What can you tell me about the microwave weapon?"*

"It'snot very hard with the right nanotech. The human body is already close to being a chemical power plant driving an
electronic network. Rewireit a bit, then key it off at theright time and you have a one-shot microwave cannon. The

Centurion—"

" Forget the Centurion, he's safein Houston, safe from the Luministes and safe from your incompetence!" Dellar
shouted.

"The Centurion isdown therein an intensive care unit!" Burgess shouted back, stabbing his gloved finger downward.
"1f you don't know that asthe deputy head of the Village Corporate then you have no right to flounce about tossing rocks
at mewhen I'm up to my earlobesin sewage. Do | make myself clear?"

The security OIC at the elevator doorswould let nobody through without their protective gear being checked and sealed.
Dellar was annoyed at the delay, but had become mor e subdued after the deputy mar shal's outburst. Nobody wasin a
mood to flaunt security and safety regulations after what had just happened.

"How the hell did they know when he'd be staring at Lord Wallace?" Dellar muttered as technicians sealed the seams of
his suit.

"1'll writeareport when I'm good and ready!" snapped Bur gess.

| cekeeper Gulden cameto Dellar'srescue.

" For astart, go down a quarter mileto the Deep Frigidar-

ium and theair pressureisgreater. That probably keyed the process off and primed other triggers. The screen of the
interview chamber down thereistransparent to radiofre-quency radiation to allow hologram dialogues, and that isthe
key weakness. On the other hand I'd be surprised if there werelessthan athousand other trigger scenariosin the

imprint that Anderson was given."

Dellar turned to Burgess. " Deputy Marshal, why didn't your people bring down the shutters as soon as the temperature
rise was detected?" he asked with as much diplomacy as he could put into his voice.

Chinless wonder, Burgess thought to himself with detached resignation. " With respect, Sir Peter, the procedureisthat



Lord Wallace had first right of cutoff. The monitor record showsthat Anderson seemed to be just sitting there, listening
attentively. L ord Wallace suspected nothing until he began to cook."

At last they were cleared to enter the elevator and descend to the Deep Frigidarium. They dropped the quarter milein
uneasy silence. The air wasrated safe as they stepped out of the elevator, but a reek of charred flesh met them as soon as
they removed their helmets. Dellar dropped his helmet, seized arailing and retched.

Vitellan's body was lying in a biosupport maintenance unit in the actual vault of the Deep Frigidarium. The unit was
running on battery power, and could remain totally isolated for up to a month. There was no master code to open the
vault, however: that was shared between Lord Wallace and Anderson. The vault'slock triggered a variety of trapsand
alarms, including a hydraulic system that flooded the chamber with nerve gas. A team of security techniciansand a
contract bomb disposal squad were hard at work breaking through the security systems. The engineerswho had designed
the systems wer e there too, as telepresence holograms, offering helpful advice.

" Deputy Marshal, it will be danger ous down here when the locks are finally drawn back,” the OI C of the team reported
to Burgess. " There might be any number of trap devicesthat we missed. The marshal may have added extra systemsthat
the original designersdon't know about."

"Then we'll seal off our protective gear and stand ready," Burgessreplied. " | don't want anyone else but Sir Peter, the
| cekeeper, and meto go near the Master's bio unit."

Thevault finally yielded itstreasure early in the afternoon. The three executive member s of the Village Cor porate
entered the vault alone and examined it carefully. There was a frozen cadaver in a cryogenic store with a dermal mask
and scars applied to makeit resemble Vitellan. That surprised them, but it was hardly surprising that a decoy mockup of
the Centurion would be kept to fool potential assassins. They unbolted thereal Vitellan's biosupport unit from its base
and dlid it onto atrolley. It was brought to the surface under a shoot-to-kill alert and hurried over totheintensive care
facilities of the technology park'sresearch clinic. There Gulden began thefirst of a series of ultrasonic scans, prior to
bringing the body up through a full-consciousness revival. He stopped almost as soon as he had begun.

"Thecranium!" heexclaimed. " Nearly half of the cranium isempty!"

It took some time to deduce the truth about the condition of Vitellan's body. It had been skillfully reconstructed after
someterrible accident, but it was not until records were brought up from the Deep Frigidarium that the details were
filled in. Forty minutes after the explosion a skygrap-ple had been brought to the scene and lifted the slab, but the body
had been unfrozen and biologically active at thetime it was crushed. The slab had descended, smashing his head to a
bloody mush of brainsand broken bone barely three inchesthick. Three quartersof an hour after the explosion the body
wasin a cryogenic chamber and being chilled, but it was a desperate and futile act.

Dellar noticed that the director of surgery's name wason thereport, and he sent Burgessto fetch Cassion at once.
Burgess reported back that Dr. Cassion had vanished, and that all of hisrecords had been removed or destroyed.

"1 want security checks done on the entire Village Cor porate,” said Dellar between clenched teeth. " Every single
member, all seventeen of us."

M
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"I initiated just that from Dr. Cassion's consulting rooms," reported Burgess, " starting with you"

Vitellan would have stood a better chance of surviving a bullet through the brain. A battery of ultrasonic scanners slowly
assessed the body's damage. Quite apart from his head injuries, both feet, one arm, hisliver, hisright lung, and all the
ribson hisright side had been crushed so badly that Cassion had been forced to do experiments with anesthetized pigsto
develop new techniques for rebuilding severely crushed bones and tissues. While the surrogate Vitellan was watching
Lucel being rebuilt in a biosupport unit in Houston, the Roman's real body had been in a similar unit thousands of miles
away across the Atlantic. Cassion had managed to work miracles, and using calcium bone matrix grown at theinjury
sitesthe skeleton was slowly rebuilt. The soft tissue damage was easy to repair by comparison, and required only a series
of graftsand transplants.

Vitellan's head was an order of magnitude more difficult to even begin work upon. Rebuilding the skull was

compar atively straightforward, and the upper spinal cord, pituitary, cerebellum, midbrain, and thalamus wer e not badly
traumatized, being deep within the brain. Unfortunately the buffer that had saved them had been the cerebral cortex,
which had ruptured and flowed like cream cheese underfoot in places.

It was early in the morning as Gulden concluded his briefing to Dellar and Burgess, and it had mor e of the sound of a
coroner'sreport than the assessment of a critically ill patient.
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"Much of the braincase contains sterile gel encased in a membrane grown from the body's tissues on a vat template,”
Gulden concluded. " The other brain tissueisin a number of low-temperature storage vatsin the Deep Frigidarium."

Thetimewas 4:30 a.m., and the mar shal and | cekeeper wer e looking haggard.

"Where wasthe main damage to hisbrain?"

‘The cerebrum isforty-seven percent rebuilt, and that portion has been returned to his skull.”

"Isthat enough for him to be, ah, viable?"

"Yesand no," said Gulden, almost playfully. " Thereis

some control from the brain over body function. The main problem isthat even if the skull had been undamaged, the
tissue shows signs of massive oxygen starvation—about a half-hour'sworth. The previous best was a stockbr oker who was
revived after eleven minutes facedown in the family spa. Heis still alive, and has his self-awar eness and some
memories—" " But?"

"But his1Q isdown one hundred points." " So the Master isdead.”

"Well. . . nothing is quite so certain. What isleft of the cerebrum does show a surprising degree of activity—
considering."

" Dammit, a beard will grow on the face of a corpse, but that doesn't mean that it'salive! 1sanyone homein that body?"
"Thebody isbiologically alive. The brain isfunctionally dead. Isthat sufficiently blunt?"
"Yes. Marshal, do we have any idea at all when and how this happened to the Centurion?"

"The | cekeeper'stests on the body indicate anytime between late October and late December. We saw the Centurion's
realtime holo at that Corporate meeting, so the injuries were probably inflicted in the second half of December."

Dellar clasped his hands behind his back and walked over to thewall of glasslaminate that looked out over thecity
center of Durvas. Distant lightstwinkled serenely, in fact nobody in the small city yet knew about the second attack.
Durvas Security had a charter that allowed it to handle most police functions, but a full report was due to befiled with
London soon, and then all hell would break loose.

"Thiscity, the Village itself worldwide,” Dellar said with his back to them, "it's founded on the life of the Roman time
traveler. Lord Wallace was only one of his servants, just as| am. Now that | am in the supreme chair, | learn that
Vitellan'sbrain ispulp! It'sjust twenty-six year s short of the two thousandth anniversary of his birth, when he'sdueto
berevived beforetheworld. Why me? Am | to preside over the presentation of this corpse? How can | explain why we
can't dowhat alot of filthy, hairy barbarians did successfully back in the ninth century?"

Themarshal turned to Gulden. Frederick Gulden, like Burgess, had been isolated while a deputy, but far from being
intimidated, he came to his new position with fresh ideas and enthusiasm.

"1f you will permit me, Sir Peter," said Gulden after clearing histhroat. Burgess turned away from the Durvas
panorama and glared at him.

"Well, Dr. Gulden, what have you found in the medical database?"

"Many puzzles, sir, but solutions aswell. Much of it was obvious, | can't understand why Dr. McLaren didn't—"

" Solutions?" said Burgess hor «fully. " Asin reviving the Centurion?"

" No, solutionsin terms of massive, massive imprint exchange and new fixation techniques. | cekeeper McL aren was part
of this conspiracy too, and hisresear ch notes show that he was experimenting with a method of imprint buffering that
involved double brain imprinting from massive data buffers. His doctorate wasin imprint systems analysis, as you must
recall, so hewaswell qualified for such work. You had better sit down beforel tell you therest."

Dellar glared at him. " Cheap dramatics are for interactive soap holodramas. Get to the point."

"Lord Wallace was having a lar ge-scale gating and imprint therapy done on his son."

Dellar sneered. " That's well known, he spent a large part of his personal fortune on the work."



Hisreaction disappointed Gulden, who snatched up a vid board and glanced at the next item on hislist.

" Robert Wallace's comatose body is not accounted for."

"Yet. That may just be security arrangements.”

"1'm working on the search,” added Burgess.

" So, are there any other bombshellsto be uncovered?" Dellar asked Gulden.

"Just one," replied Gulden, keying hisvid board to display areport on the wallscreen. It contained scans of a human
body with areas enhanced by knots of false color. " Onefact that | can be sure of isthat the body of the Centurion was not
at all healthy, even before it was mangled.”

Hisvoice was sharp and hiswords clipped. His pride had been stung, and hewas a very proud man.

Dellar blinked. " Few medieval people were ever particularly healthy," he ventured cautiously.

" Quite so, but whatever the cause, that body'simmune system is sever ely depressed. There are strong concentr ations of
cancer -inhibiting drugsand viral carriersin hisbloodstream, and a lot a small tumors. A more thorough scan that | have
planned for tomorrow will probably reveal that he had terminal cancer."

"Terminal cancer?" echoed Dellar, hisvoice drained of intonation.

" | suggest that we send a team to where the Centurion lay from 1358, Gulden continued. " The natural radioactivity in
rocks near where he was frozen may have given him accumulated tissue damage during his six hundred years of
suspended animation. | am an experienced doctor, and | have seen patientsin this sort of condition about four to six
years after massiveradiation exposure. In my professional opinion, Sir Peter, the late | cekeeper McLaren knew that the
Centurion was dying, yet kept him unfrozen and comatose for at least five years, maybe six."

"Why?" asked the marshal, when Dellar did no morethan press hislipstogether and stare at the floor.

"Indeed, why?" replied Gulden, sharply. " It seemsthat | am not the only person on the Corporate with little need to
know whatever isto be known. The key areas of McLaren'srecords are so heavily encrypted that it may take months of
processing to decode them, but my overall impression isthat my predecessor was conducting a massive, massive

imprinting experiment with Lord Wallace, Robert Wallace, and the Centurion."

The lcekeeper'sfinal bombshell did indeed make an impression on Sir Peter Dellar. The muscles of hisface sagged and
he swayed on hisfeet. Dragging hisfeet along the car pet, he walked to a chair and flopped down listlessly.

"What dowe put in thereport to London?" asked Burgess, who was also too weary to think straight by now.

"Lord Wallace and William Anderson can be part of the report, but the Centurion's body has no placethere. It was

not mentioned as a casualty in any attack, and it was not directly involved in yesterday'sintrusion, wasit?"

"Arewe stalling for time, do we have anything to hope for?" asked Dellar desperately.

"Yesand yes," replied Gulden. " | swear it asthe |cekeeper of Durvas."

Atlanta, Georgia: 30 January 2029, Anno Domini

Bonhomme had been in a strangely exhilarated mood for some hours. His handlerswere pleased, asthe great prophet
from the past had just endured a week of black moods of despair and had refused to speak to anyone. Public appear ances
had been canceled, and the media were making their inevitable speculations. Paparazzi were loitering in increasing

numberswith their high-tech camerasand intrusion drones, a sure sign that a scandal was suspected.

"1 shall need a gun today," Bonhomme declared as casually and brightly asif ordering a white shirt. "Have it keyed to
my palmprint so that | may shoot it, and it must shoot bulletsthat annihilate."

The gun was fetched, and Bonhomme fired several test shotsfrom the Lanther tumble-shot into the wall of his hotel
suite. They tore gaping, jagged holesin the plaster and he declared himself satisfied. His startled handlers had
witnessed stranger behavior from him, however, and they thought little of it asa L uministe security team swept them
away to an Atlanta stadium and the massed eyes, holonodes, and camer as waiting there. The gun would be part of some
brilliant lesson in faith, they told each other. They were not wrong.



Acrossthe continent, on a Los Angeles sidewalk, Vitellan sat hunched over hishandheld television. The scratched LED
screen was only inches from his nose and Bon-homme's wor ds wer e a tinny cackle in his ear piece, with no overtones or
bass. He was standing on a wide, white podium of marble, holding a short-recoil Lanther TSin one hand and gesturing
with the other.

"And tomeissaid 'Giveusasign,' just aswas said to Christ in thetimethat | wasborn. | say unto you, have faith! Do
you have faith?"

A vast rumble of voices echoed back, " We havefaith!" " Do you seethelight?" the prophet from the past cried. " We see
thelight" overloaded Vitellan's ear piece. Bonhomme held the gun aloft. The crowd was silent at once.

" Our good lord Jesus Christ did give a sign, asyou will recall from the Gospels. He died, and he rose from the dead after
three days. | will give you just such a sign, in Hisvery name. Do you believe?"

"We believe!"

"Then stay, keep avigil for three dayswith me. Keep my body undisturbed whereit falls, call camerasto stay, for on the
third day from this moment | shall get to my feet and stand befor e you.

"Will you help me witnessto the world?"
"Wewill help you!"

" Do you believe?"

"We believe!”

Bonhomme raised the gun to hisright templein a smooth, sweeping gesture and fired. His head burst, and he collapsed
tothemarble.

Vitellan gasped, then sworein Latin and Old English. The subsequent screams and rioting went on for some minutes,
but the Luministes had good crowd control at their ralliesand Bonhomme's body lay undisturbed where it had fallen.
Thevigil began for the miracle on thethird day.

Durvas, Britain: 2 February 2029, Anno Domini

An emergency sitting of the Village Cor porate of Durvas confirmed Dellar astheir new chief executive, and Burgess as
the new marshal. Burgess was puzzled as he walked back to his office. He had been the deputy mar shal during two
massive security breaches, yet these had apparently been overlooked in the voting.

Aswasto be expected, the dashpad in what was now his office was flashing for attention. He ordered it into display mode
and piped it through to his desk hologram projector. A cartoon billboard materialized in midair and hefiltered the
messages. L ucel's name stood out as he paged through a

scor e of reports. Informants had tentatively placed her everywhere from Antarctica to Finland. He stopped at a display
form that profiled a suspect landing at Gatwick Airport. Shewas a nightmare, Burgess fumed as he worked. With her the
Luministes could hit Durvasat will, the Centurion's city would never be morethan a spear carrier in theworld's
history—he caught himself and straightened, clenched fists sliding along his desk with a loud squeaking. Never give up,
he told himself. Fight back, get out of your office, disguise your movements, be a real agent again.

" Beatrix, comein herefor amoment,” hesaid to the pickup that shimmered at the left-hand corner of his desk. The oak
panel door to hisleft swung open.

"Book me on aflight to the Canary Islandstomorrow, Bea. Spread the word discreetly that | need a holiday—"
" So will Beatrix, when she wakes up.”

Themarshal'shead jerked around, and heinstantly noted both Lucel's mocking smile and arail pistol.

"Just stand up slowly and walk around to one of those giltwood chairs," she ordered.

"1've already pressed the security pedal, the guards are on their way."

"Then | suggest you pissthem off again—if you want to hear about how L ord Wallace was imprinting himself on the
Centurion."



Burgess goggled at her, then looked down at therail pistol again. If she had wanted him dead, he would be dead by now.

" Security! Kill that alert,” he snapped to hisdesk manager, then ordered the desk to switch into dormant mode. He
walked warily around to where Lucel had already seated her self.

"Wereyou behind that attack on the Deep Frigidarium?" he asked, histeeth barely moving.

" Asit happens, not quite. | offered, but wasturned down." ,

"Then who? Wasit the Luministes?" " No."

"Wearerunning out of interested parties, Ms. Hunter." " The Houston Ward L ords and the American branch of

the Yakuza both had a grudge. Two of their best doctors and several hundred other folk of varying rank werekilled
under Durvasorders. Lord Wallace was covering some very suspicioustracks. He was being a little clumsy about it,
though: Americaisnot histurf, and he did not realize how easy it isto antagonize some very dangerous and resour ceful
people.”

"Impossible," said the marshal smugly. " Anything like that would have come through mefirst."

"Wrong. Lord Wallace arranged it himself, merely by applying money. He bought contract hit squadsthrough the
L uministe accounts."

"Impossible," the marshal -sighed again, confident that she waslying.

"1'm a Luministe agent—and traitor,” she admitted. " | wasin a position to know, and | wasableto givetheWard Lords
and the Yakuza a very convincing audit trail."

She suddenly smiled broadly, asif she had just taught a very important lesson to a very slow child. The marshal's calm
had vanished, but he was unableto articulate hisfury.

"They paid meafortune,” Lucel continued, " yet all that | had wanted to do in thefirst place waskill Lord Wallace.
Kooky world, don't you think?"

"Who the hell areyou really working for?" shouted the marshal, standing up and knocking his chair over. " The
Luministes?"

"No. / am working for Vitellan, the Eternal Centurion of Durvas. True, | have made use of the Luministesfor along
time. They're awfully earnest, just like all other religiousfolk that I've met."

The marshal picked up hischair and sat down again. He squeezed his eyes shut and gripped the armrests so tightly that
thejoints creaked.

"Lady, I'm rather strung out and probably in afairly psychotic statejust now. Just stop these fucking riddles and cometo
the point. Why areyou here?"

"Whatever | say, you are not going to believe me," Lucel declared coyly, settling back in her chair and crossing her legs.
"Assoon as|'ve said my pieceit will be splat!" Shefired therail pistol with a sharp clack. It struck a charcoal portrait of
the late Lord Wallace squar ely between the eyes.

"Hey! That'sa Breugon original, it cost a hundred thousand—"

" Compared to what his Lordship did to Vitellan, that's nothing. Dr. Gulden, you can comein now!" she called.

Gulden entered with the missing director of surgery, Cas-sion. The | cekeeper was holding a command remote and
Cassion was wearing a penal control collar.

"Dr. Cassion and | had alittletalk with the | cekeeper last night," Lucel began to explain, but Burgess shouted her
down.

" Gulden! You knew about this, you sat through an entire meeting of the Village Cor por ate without telling me
anything!"

"My loyalty isto the Centurion, not you," said Gulden tersely.



"The point isthat the | cekeeper of Durvasthinksthat | am worth afair hearing," Lucel cut in as Burgess was drawing
breath. " Dr. Cassion, would you say your piece, please?"

Thedirector of surgery seemed uninjured, yet he was pale and haggard. When he spoke the stress was evident in his
voice.

"Marshal, what shesays... istrue," he said slowly. Burgess waited, but Cassion just stood staring blankly, his eyes
slightly crossed.

" Dr. Cassion will be available for further consultations after your interview with Ms. Hunter," Gulden finally added.
" Come on, Doctor, walkies."

The marshal watched asthe | cekeeper escorted Gulden from the room, and Lucel could hear the grinding of histeeth
from wher e she was sitting.

" Don't think too badly of Dr. Gulden," she said as she pocketed her rail pistol. " | approached the I cekeeper first because
he would guarantee me afair hearing if it involved Vitellan's safety. | cekeepersare like that."

"What? I'm marshal, damn you, Vitellan's safety ismy life's work—"

"Marshals are merely vigilant where Vitellan is concerned. | cekeeper s are psychopathic. Now, bear with me for one
moreriddle. Who organized the attack on the Durvas clinic last November ?"

"The Luministes, | suppose, but you're probably going to tell me I'm wrong so do it now."
"Yes, you'rewrong. The Luministesonly did the attacking; | cekeeper McL aren did the organizing.”

Burgess gasped so hard that he breathed some of hisown saliva. He flopped back in his chair coughing, with the heels of
his palms pressed into his eyes. When he spoke again his voice was bar ely a whisper. " Are you going to tell me any
details, or do you want to play more humiliation games? | can have security send in a whip and a leather cat suit if it
makes you happier."

Lucel giggled, then shrugged. " Sounds like fun, but thisis meant to be a business meeting. Asyou know, some of the
Corporate wanted Vitellan kept frozen until the appointed year of 2054, others wanted him revived to help with the crisis
of the Luministes. Six years ago an agreement was reached to revive his bodily functions without consciousness,
primarily for surgical work. Hewas carrying a lot of battleinjuries, and had been drinking a degraded, caustic version of
the Oil of Frostsfor alongtime."

"1 was not on the Corporate then, but | know about that decision. Whenever the Centurion wasto be actually awakened,
it wasto bein perfect health: no pain, no infections, and no parasites. The surgery and healing took a few weeks, then he
wasr efrozen."

Burgess clasped hisfingers beneath his chin, waiting for Lucel to fall into the trap.

"Hewas not refrozen," said Lucel.

"Damn!" hesnarled, looked away from her.

"Sorry?"

" Nothing, go on."

"McLaren refroze a cadaver of identical build with a mask bonded onto hisface and dermal mockup scarsin all theright
places. Lord Wallace, Cassion, Anderson, and McL aren had set up atight littleteam of systems medics and agents from
outside Durvas. Over six years McLaren imprinted L ord Wallace's whole consciousness on the Centurion's brain, leaving
only gate-access memories so that histotal overlay could mimic being the Centurion. If it had not been for the Luministe

raid he would have hisown life

functionsterminated during a final imprinting session, and been awakened asthe Centurion himself. Don't worry about
reviving Vitellan's crushed body, Marshal, it'sonly a stale version of Lord Wallace."

Burgesstreated her horrifying revelations with grudging acceptance. She knew so much about what should have been
secret that thisstory was probably true aswell. He was eager to know more, in spite of himself.

" So what about that Luministeimposter that, he paraded in front of usat the Village Corporate meeting last



December?" he asked.

"1'm coming to that. Lord Wallace had everything sewn up, but therewas only onething that he did not under stand: the
fanatical loyalty of the Durvas | cekeepers. Any of the other ten dozen Durvas | cekeeper s would have shouted the truth
from the manor's chimneypots, but for some reason McL aren kept quiet and helped. | don't know why, but it must have
been something to do with Vitellan's welfare. Can you help here—and please, no tricks."

Air hissed between the marshal'steeth as he drew breath. He took histime, thought carefully, looked to a portrait of
I cekeeper Guy Foxtread for inspiration, then decided that he had no alternative. He had to shareinformation with L ucel
Hunter.

"1 probably need my head read for telling you this, but... the Centurion's body was frozen near rocks of relatively high
natural radiation in 1358. That did a lot of damage to histissues over six centuries, and | cekeeper Gulden tells me that
McLaren and Dr. Cassion probably had quite a battleto keep hisbody alive from 2022 to the first Luministe attack."

Lucel " sat forward eagerly. " Yes, yes! The good | cekeeper.”
" Good | cekeeper ? He was bloody awful, hewasthefirst traitor in 120 appointments—"

"No, just the opposite. McL aren was behind the entire scheme, he probably planned it back in 2016-when he first
realized that Vitellan would die of cancer only a few years after being unfrozen. Lord Wallace was his stooge. While his
Lordship was being imprinted on Vitellan, the same resour ces wer e being used to imprint Vitellan onto Robert

Wallace. McL aren was sending Vitellan to safety, into a young body in near-perfect health. I've done somerough
calculations, and they show that two total overlayswould cost only about five percent morethan one—if done together.
Thedifferenceisnoise. | doubt that our late peer knew the truth about Vitellan's condition until after McLaren died.
What else can you tell me?"

"Theimprinting cost alot. There are vast amounts of credit missing from the Durvas books, billions. We are not
bankrupt, but our economic health will be delicate for at least a decade. The money has been hard to trace, but it appears
to have gone to medical and CPU service wholesalers. Whole-brain imprinting would account for it. How lucky for
McLaren that Robert Wallacewas at hand, and in a comatose state."

"1'd bet anything that McL aren staged the car bombing and had the boy drugged and abducted to the clinic—where he
was sedated and mocked up to look braindead. Recent scans of Raobert's body show only cosmetic surgery. His personality
was murdered to become a host for Vitellan'smind.”

Burgesswhistled. " | cekeeper s are danger ous wher e the Centurion's welfare is concer ned, that's a Durvas tradition, but
thisisthe worst example of it that |'ve ever seen. All the | cekeepers|'ve known have been a bit strange, maybeit'sin the
job outline.”

"Maybe I'd make a good | cekeeper,” Lucel responded. " You male chauvinists have never appointed a woman in two
thousand years. Anyway, by November both overlays were complete, but Vitellan's body was close to death. McLaren
contacted the local Luministe operative—me— and said that if we were quick we could abduct Bon-homme's gr eatest
potential rival. We acted without authority and attacked. | f we'd asked for authority it would have been refused because
Lord Wallace was pulling the Luministe strings all along, but we wer e not to know that—officially."

"l—ah, goon."

"There'safunny thing about that attack. We did not let off the bomb that brought down the building and crushed
Vitellan's body—"

" So that'swhen it happened!"

"Yes, and it must have been McL aren destroying evidence. | do know one thing for afact: McLaren did not intend usto
take Robert'sbody. That wasjust an accident. My group leader was confused, she thought she had abducted the
Centurion. My own rolein thiswas. . . covert. Therewas a lot of confused and secr et dealing with the body of the
Centurion in Durvas, and | found that the best way to keep tabswasto work for the enemy. | wanted Vitellan safe, so |
rescued him from the Luministe hospital in Paris. Knowing all that | did, though,l wasreluctant to return him to
Durvas."

" So, the pieces ar e fitting into place with the exception of you, Ms. Lucel Hunter. Who are you? What isyour interest in
all this?"



" Ah, now that would betelling."

Burgess got up from the chair and walked across to his desk. He waved a recorder into life, then realized that L ucel was
still there and might not approve. Hekilled therecorder with another wave.

" So what now?" he asked.

Lucel stood up and took therail pistol from her jacket, then walked acrossto the portrait of Guy. She loaded another
shot into the magazine while looking up at Vitellan'sold friend and servant, then put the gun away.

"1 had to make surethat your standard of carewas back up to the standard of 1358," shesaid with a gesturetothe
portrait. " The Centurion isalive, asat6tal overlay on a host brain."

" So, the overlay wasthe man | met at a meeting of the Corporate. Nice chap, very charismatic and sensible, | thought.
Nevertheless, | repeat: what now? The Village has failed him, Lord Wallace failed him, | failed him, every stupid bastard
in Durvas employment has failed him. Only I cekeeper McLaren and you haven't failed him, and I'm surprised that you
even bothered to come hereand talk to us. We'reno useto Vitellan."

Lucel leaned against the desk and shook her head. 'Try asking why I'm here again.” -

Burgess exhaled loudly. " If the Centurion isalive. ..

you would probably want the resour ces of the Village to protect him. That'sfairly silly of you, given our track record,
but—"

" Precisely!" cried Lucel, turning and smashing a fist down on hisdesk. " If Vitellan isto come back here, there must be
no petty power struggles and disputes, every single file and database must be opened and decrypted, every account must be
scrutinized. Durvas betrayed Vitellan, now Durvas must makeit up to him."

"Now just a minute, | had no part in any of that!" the marshal exclaimed angrily.

"Maybe not, but the Village Corporate needsto berestructured so that secret plots cannot ever happen again. Thereis
more at stake than just Vitellan."

" Allow meto congratulate you on your nomination to the Village Corporate of Durvas," Burgessresponded.
"1—I'll take that seriously, Mr. Burgess," responded Lucel, caught off-guard.

"1t was meant to be taken seriously, Ms. Hunter."

Los Angeles: 18 February 2029, Anno Domini

Lucel sauntered slowly down the soiled, stained concrete LA sidewalk. A drab bundle of rags held up a grimy foam cup
without raising his head as she passed.

" Spare change lady?" he asked in a servile wheeze.
" Stop waving that filthy thing at me and get to your feet, Vitellan."

Vitellan looked up, suspicious and alert. Hisleft hand slid to a well-maintained Ruger under hisjacket. " You makin'
mistake, lady."

"My dataspex show the IR profile of that gun under your coat. You will notice that my hands are on my hipsand not
anywhere near a weapon. Comeon, | know it'syou."

"How?"
"You'vegot animplant." "Lie Try again."

" Ah, shit. Look, okay, |'m sorry about before. Your camoisgood, | couldn't have picked it, except that you have an
implant.”

"Not so," said Vitellan. " Had scanning. Cost of ninety dollars at Angelo'sEM and Pulse."

" Angelo would not have found mine. | implanted it as a biosleeper on the way to M oscow."



"Where?"

" Remember when | pinched the nervein your wrist, back in the clinicin Houston? It set off an enzyme-clocked timer. It
cycles every few hourswith randomly timed activations and a preset frequency progression. Theimplant formsup into
conductorsand circuits, pumps out a couple of pulses, then closes down and dissolvesits conductors. You could catch it in
a scan shop if you were lucky, but you'd haveto be very lucky. | found you nine days after you made a break at the airport
in Houston—that was clever, | wasimpressed."

By now perhaps two dozen other homeless men and women wer e shambling slowly over, conver ging toward them. Lucel
noticed glints here and there from beneath the drab overcoats and ragged blankets of the sun bears. They stopped, in a
semicir cle of five groups: each group could target L ucel without hitting another sun bear in the background.

" 'Bout time you moved on, lady."

A polite but firm voice, all authority with none of the bravado of the gang cells. The speaker's coat hung open, displaying
aworn but clean MK-760 that was old enough to have seen action in the Vietham War.

Lucel looked back to Vitellan. " Well?"

" She'sokay," he said as he slowly, stiffly got to hisfeet. He nudged a bundle with hisfoot. " Div my gear."
"You sureshe'scool, Vince?" asked the sun bear with the submachine gun.

"If not, be back. You lead, Wes."

Lucel had parked her hirevan around the corner. A sun bear cell lounged nearby, alert but looking at ease. One raised
histhumb to Lucel as she pulsed the wing door s open, and she nodded back. Vitellan laughed softly asthey drove away.

"You hire my sun bearsto guard your car," hesaid without prompting.

"1 just don't believe you, Vitellan. | let you out of my sight for a day or two and you skip town and set up asa street gang
leader in LA."

"Like Cutty Wren gang in Londinium. | had dealings with them. Black market for conversion of booty into sester ces."
" Oh, great. Ancient Rome can even teach L A gangs how to operate better." " Where we going?"

"To get you a shower and some decent clothes, then give you a suite of imprintsto—"

"No. Don't want evasion imprint shit. | liked with sun bears. Was safe. Full story now or stop, go back."

Lucel had stopped at a traffic light. She hunched over the steering wheel, squeezing until her knuckles turned white.

"I'msorry, I'msorry, I'm sorry. The Luministes know that you are still alive, and my cover asa L uministe double agent
isgone. Their agents are still after you."

Thelights changed and L ucel drove off. Vitellan noticed that she kept glancing at a cream and gold box Velcroed to the
carpet in front of the power select. All of its displays glowed a steady green.

"You spoil my cover. Why?"
" Because they wer e close behind. They found a crushed roadspikein the quarry. Your work?" "My work."

"They've switched their search to LA. That isall | know, but they are on to you, make no mistake about that." "1 repeat,
where are going?"

"Whereare we going, don't forget your subjectsand objects. We're going to a motel about fifteen miles from here by
freeway. Did you learn English without an imprinter?"

" Used—I used imprinter minimally. Dangerousto depend.”
" On them."

Vitellan watched the L A streetscape pass, his eyes blank.



" Of everyone, you not lie. Conceal truth, yes, but lie, no. Apologiesrequired.”

" Think nothing of it. Whooo! Y ou have a great whiff going."

" Profession," said Vitellan proudly. " Good sun bear."

"1 thought 1'd lost you when the ramjet took off. | wasall set to get to Luministesto hold the attack when | saw Baker's
security guards dashing about and looking worried. That waswhen | knew you had managed something on your own.
How did you get all the way here? Y ou were spotted leaving the airport carpark with a roadspike.”

"Killed roadspikein quarry. Self-defense.”

" Not guilty on that charge. Go on."

" Stole, ah, hisbike and guns. Hard to talk and ... be mobile. Imprintsyou did faded. SkyPlaz doctor s tamper ed with unit,
maybe. Lord Wallace had bribed them. Perhaps.”

" No perhaps, | saw hisrecords after hedied."

"Hedied?"

"Hedied. It'samessy story, I'll tell you later. He bribed Hall and Baker to give you blank imprint boosters so that you
would think you were experiencing large-scale imprint attenuation symptoms. They weren't bad folk, but they got theirs.
Hall ischar on a Houston roadway and Baker isat the bottom of the North Atlantic food chain right now. How did you
learn toride roadspike wheels?"

" Crashed and fell off until stable. Rodeto L os Angeles. Very hard going.”

"Hard going? I'll say. Sixteen hundred miles plus, and the PsychoSpikes hang out near El Paso. How did you cope with
them?"

"Killed two, lost patience. Or isit lost patience, killed two?"

"No matter, I'm impressed. You say you did it all with your commercial imprintsfaded out?" " Yes. Very exciting—it
was."

At themotel Lucel examined Vitellan's Ruger. It was clean and smelled of oil. The slide moved smoothly and the
magazine held its full fifteen rounds.

"Thisisa P-85 combat pistal, it'sabout forty yearsold," she called to him. " Did you kill the PsychoSpikes with it?"
" Shotgun | used for that. Always dispense—no, discar d weapon after killing."

"1 was about to suggest just that. Would you prefer meto speak in Latin?"

" English, okay. What now?"

Til giveyou imprintsfor better English and the cyclopedia imprint.” " No. Imprints betray me."

"Not so, Vitellan. Your doctors betrayed you, theimprintsarejust atool. You need English, you really do. Every time
you open your mouth you draw attention to your self."

"No! Speak English like Chaucer telling Canterbury Tales if not make deliber ate mistakes. Train myself to make
mistakes. Luministes not dumb. Assassins vector on man with fourteenth-century accent Stand out like balls on dog
unless make mistakes. Work damn hard to speak English badly!"

"Yes, now that | think about it, even after theimprint Norton gave you on the maglev your English was perfect but your
accent was very unusual. A real Old English accent. Fascinating.”

" Get point?"
"Yes, but ... | could arrange an English imprint customized to overlay an American accent." " Accent? You sure?"

" Positive. Most imprintsteach wordsonly. Accents are very expensive, so most people don't bother. How would you like
to sound like a Californian?"



"Maybe ... but no cyclopedia.”

" Deal! You seem to have picked up enough modern living not to need Streetwise or a cyclopedia anymore. I'll disable
your implant and give us both masks, then we'll do Disneyland and Knott's Berry Farm, together, like lovers. I'm using
you for bait, Vitellan. The Luministe assassin behind my own suite of terrorist imprintsisafter you. | want to lure her
here, then force her to becomevisible."

"What loversdoing, ah, ... damnshit, what English for feriatus?"

" 'On vacation' is American usage, 'on holiday' if you're British. You were saying?"

"Never mind, too hard. Takeimprint, talk later."

Vitellan lay down to take the vocabulary and grammar imprint while Lucel ordered a fashionable outfit to fit hissize and
downloaded an accent imprint. Several hourslater

theimprints wer e sufficiently stable for a few days of use, and he stripped off thelast of his sun bear clothing and took a
long, hot shower. He emerged wearing a towel around hiswaist and drying his hair with another. Lucel noticed several
new scars, all roughly stapled but healed.

Lucel was lying acrossthe double bed, propped on one elbow. The expression on her face puzzled Vitellan, it did not fit
hisimage of Lucel Hunter. Thetop three buttons of her blouse were undone, and even though he had seen her naked in
the surgical unit at SkyPlaz, his eyeswere still drawn to the V of burgundy polygloss over white skin. Shewas a
big-boned but lean girl, almost all muscle and no fat. He kept wondering why she disturbed him now. Perhapsit was her
motivation, rather than her appearance.

"1've got afeeling that you're going to make some mor e helpful suggestions about what modern lovers do on vacation,"
he said with a newly imprinted American accent.

"1've been looking forward to being lover s feriatus with you for along time, Vitellan."

For all that they had been through, Vitellan had somehow never suspected that seduction would ever featurein their
relationship. He had seen professional warriors as dedicated as Lucel in past centuries, and they tended to be suspicious
of sex. To them it was a distraction and a vulner ability, to be treated as a mechanical release if indulged in at all. He also
had his own emotional baggageto carry from 1358.

"Mixing business with pleasure. . ." He shook hishead. " It'sdangerous. You are beautiful, Lucel, without doubt. But..."

"But?"

" But dalliance iswhat it would be. I—ah, hurt my heart badly in 1358. | wasforced to leave a loving, beautiful woman
because | would . . . what arethewords? | would bring disgrace upon her."

'The Countess de Hussontal," said Lucel, expressionless.
"Yes. You must haveimprint of Durvas Chronicles, of course."

"No, | studied the Chronicles when | was alittle girl in 2008, before imprinting had been invented and before you had
been "announced.’ | am impressed with you, as always.

You are still being faithful to a woman whose very graveislittle more than a mound of earth and broken marble.”
Vitellan sat on the other side of the bed and put hishand over Lucel's.
"Then you must understand. My lover of 1358 is still aliveto me, | saw her only a few months ago.”

Lucel'sfingerstwisted around and stroked the palm of Vitellan's hand. Thefirst affection she has shown to me, he
thought, but he began to slowly withdraw his hand. She firmly but gently grasped him by the wrist.

"Vitellan, chéri, | have been faithful to you aswell," she said, staring straight into hisunblinking eyes. " | have been
waiting six hundred and seventy yearsto see you again."

The motel suite had been designed for loversin search of privacy, whatever their circumstances. There was no danger, as
Lucel's contract security was on patrol, and she had five other rooms booked in the motel, all with decoy couples passing
the hoursin much the same way as she and Vitellan. They did not emerge as the afternoon became evening, and the



ticketsto Disneyland lay unused in Lucel's pocket.

When they did talk, Lucel told him of how the 1358 Countess of Hussontal had unwittingly started a tradition of love for
her frozen rescuer on her deathbed. Her brother had finally confessed that Vitellan had not been killed in the hunt for
Jacque Bonhomme, but safely frozen in one of Tom Green-helm's earlier experimental ice chambers. Shehad in turn
told her daughter L ouise, whom Vitellan had rescued. For atime both the men and women of the Hussontals had shared
the secret of Vitellan's existence and resting place, but when one of the men had died without passing on the family

secr et to his son, the women decided upon silence henceforth. Jealousy involving the frozen man in the Alps had already
surfaced several times and soured three marriages.

Theoral tradition of Vitellan's story had thus been passed down through the Hussontal family's women in spite of wars,
invasions, revolutions, and changesin society. The family had been genetically predisposed to girls, and there had been
many daughtersto carry the story through the centuries. Women marrying into the family turned out to be just

asenthusiastic for the ancient hero of Meaux and Marlenk. Some had merely passed the story of their ancestors' hero
down to their own daughterswithout feeling any real affection for him, others had cherished him as an exiled lover who
was still alive somewhere. Some even told their husbands, but the tale never seemed to catch the imagination of the
men. The French map to Vitellan's sanctuary was preserved in the family library's archives, but it was burned in the
revolution that burst upon Francein 1789. Through the following seventy years of exile the women of the Hussontal
family preserved their secret story whileliving in Italy, Scotland, and England. They even tried to obtain a copy of the
map held in Durvas, but the | cekeeper of thetime made it clear to the Hussontal exilesthat they had failed as primary
keepers of Vitellan'strust, and that Durvas had now taken back the honor of watching over the Master. The Hus-sontals
had fled the French Revolution with alarge part of their fortune, however, and they invested wisely and prospered during
their decades abroad.

"Thefamily returned to Francein 1858," Lucel whispered asthey lay together in the darkness and the unsleeping
rumble of Los Angeles continued outside. " The women of the time organized themselvesto return separately, as a secret
pilgrimage. A grandmother, mother, and two daughters started off from Durvasin spring, and rodein a carriage to Dover,
then took a steamboat to Calais. They had an early camera, and | have the picturesin a card in my slacks."

"1'd liketo seethem . . . tomorrow,” mumbled Vitellan dreamily.
"They traveled past Paris, followed the River Marnefor a while, and even spent a night in Meaux." "It was burned."

"1t's been rebuilt. They stopped at the site of the Hussontal family castle where two of their menfolk had already
returned to buy back partsof the old estate and the ruins of the castle. In early winter the whole family traveled on to
Marlenk in Switzerland for what was supposedly a holiday."

"Havel really been a party to six centuries of simulated adultery?" asked Vitellan.
Lucel rolled on top of him, pinning hisarms asif to pre-

vent him from escaping. He could not help but notice how similar her mannerisms were to those of hisoriginal Countess
of Hussontal, and he wondered if it was something genetic. With his cyclopedia faded, his knowledge of genetics was
patchy.

"Think of usasthebackup infrastructure of your timeboat," she said gravely. " Asit turned out, you needed a backup.”
"Your personal dedication to me beginsto make sense now."

"1t nearly didn't happen. My mother was a dedicated feminist and never breathed a word of your story to me. Shetold my
grandmother that she did not want meto be a slave to some sexist tradition of emotional enslavement and that | should
be free to choose my own destiny. My grandmother decided that freedom to choose my destiny included the story of a
frozen man in the Swiss mountains, and a couple of days after 1 got my first Internet account—for. my seventh birthday
as| recall—Grandmama sent me nearly half a megabyte of unsolicited family history that she had typed with her... what
did they call them, word processor | think. Of course | was an unreconstructed romantic even at that tender age, so the
tradition survived yet another generation. | wasjust a teenager when you wer e dug out of the Swissice and moved back
to England, and ah, but | wasthrilled and devastated, all at once. | filed past when your body was on display for a week in
the British museum before being returned to Durvas. You werejust a blur in theice, but it was you. | kept buying tickets
and going past with the crowds, | took vids of you time and again. | knew that | might even meet you if | lived to 2054, but
| would bein my sixties by then and probably not very alluring. Perhaps my own daughter might come to love you, but
then my own daughter might turn out like my mother and not give a hoot. | considered not having children, trying to
charm you myself in 2054, yet there would bethirty years between us. Would you want me? Ah, it tore me apart, | wasa
very, very romantic young girl.



"When the Luministe cult started | was one of thefirst tojoin. You weretheonly sleeper that they could possibly be

talking about in all that preaching about a prophet from the past, and if | was an important Luministe | would be
important to you when you woke in 2054. Then Bonhomme was discover ed, and the Luministes embraced him as their
prophet. | knew the truth about him from the Hussontal traditions, but | was only one voice and nobody would have
listened. Suddenly it dawned on me that you might berevived early to fight yet again with the evil leader of the Jacques.
If that happened you would need a dedicated spy who was trusted completely by the enemy.

"1 volunteered to train as a Luministe assassination agent and spy. | trained hard, and had combat enhancement surgery
and implants, in fact | became so good that the Luministes paid for meto be given two years of stabilized imprints from
the great and notoriousterrorist Vanda L ouise Mattel."

A light began to flash on her dataspex on the bedside table. L ucel checked it, then spoke a few wor ds of code.
"All'swell," shereported.

"What wasthat?"

"1 have two contract cellswatching this place. They don't know about each other, and both groups arereporting that we
are being watched but not threatened."

"Sowearein danger."

"You specifically."

" From other imprint pupils of Mattel ?"

"Therewasonly one other, a girl named Gina Rossi. She led the hit on the Antarctic time ship, and was killed when she
blew up the Mawson Institute. No, the vector incoming is Mattel herself: as cunning, ruthless, and deadly asthe devil on
steroids.”

"1've studied modern terrorist techniques, Lucel: Many groups, including the Luministes, useimprint gating to give
assassins obsessive, blind dedication to their missions. Their assassins simply can't turn traitor. Did they do that to

you?"

"Yes, but therewas a catch: | had already turned traitor. They fixated me on killing all false prophets from the past, but
| did not regard you as a false prophet.” Sherolled off him and lay on her back with her hands clasped behind her head.
"1 knew about imprints, and imprints can be adjusted with certain meditation techniques before they are bedded

down. When the treatment had finished, my first priority wasto keep you safe, but | was also vectored on killing 'false
prophets from the past'—Jacque Bonhomme, asfar as| was concer ned. One day | would have donejust that, but he beat
metoit and did the job himself."

Vitellan sat up in bed and looked at the radio-clock display. It was 4:47 AM.

"You have aplan, and it involves me as bait," hesaid, histhroat dry and hisvoice flat.

"Yes, it involvesyou flying out to Australiain about three hours," replied Lucel, reaching up and rubbing a hand along
hisback. " It's called a filter tactic: draw the enemy to a specific location, then run fast. Their warhead unit reacts fast,
too fast, blows cover and getstargeted by us. You will leave here with a girl from one of my decoy couples, her name's
Jilly Stevenson. You and Jilly will takea SOM Sto Melbourne and play tourist, okay?"

"But—"

"Just doit. No buts. Play the part with her: hold hands, kiss, buy each other little presents, sleep together, and make
surethat you screw her! Okay? | don't want any hotel staff changing the sheets next morning and reporting to some
contract gang cell that the honeymooner s who wer e oh-so-cute in public were not doing it in private. Thisiswar,

Vitellan, and thisis how you haveto fight."

"1f welive through this, my countess, knight, and lover, remind me to explain the symbol on the Deciad scroll to you. It
isso simple, yet behind it is something wonderful."

"Why not now? We have a little moretime.”

" Because one should avoid fighting a war on more than onefront,” he whispered, hisvoicetrailing away asif thevery



wor ds fatigued him.

Jilly and Vitellan set off in an autocab before sunrise, negotiated their way through the airport's baggage check-in and
boar ding security scans, then boarded a SOM S. She was a Utile shorter than Lucel, and quite alot thinner. She said that
she had won several gymnastics competitions while at school, and now taught aer obics when not doing contract work. As
they settled into their seats she activated a portable cloaker.

" Good work, but you're looking too cool," Jilly said,

looking Vitellan in the eyes. " Drop a Latin word, look a bit confused now and then. You're meant to be bait, okay?"
"Yeah, okay," replied Vitellan, unsure of how to react or feel. " 1'm new at this."

"1t shows," replied Jilly. " Maybeit'swhy she chose you."

Melbourne, Australia: 20 February 2029, Anno Domini

They landed in Melbourne's evening, but with their body clocks ready for a morning's sightseeing. After bookinginto a
Southbank hotel they had dinner and strolled besidetheriver in the balmy air of late summer. The waters of theriver
were black and placid, hardly reflecting any highlights from the glittering lights of the city.

Jilly was dressed in cheek-shorts, a scoopneck T-shirt, and jogger sandals. Her nipples stood out beneath the white cloth,
both casting conical shadows. Vitellan's tracksuit was made of the same light airtrack hemp and cotton, and he felt cool
and exposed, as if he were naked. Histhoughtstumbled along in a giddy dance: I'm holding hands with a complete
stranger in a city that should not have existed in my lifetime, and very soon we'll be fornicating in a hotel room as high
asthe clouds. Sheer desire drenched him like warm drizzle, and he noticed that Jilly's finger s wer e kneading against

his.

"What was our hotel?" he asked, even though he had been absorbing every detail of theriverside plaza and could have
returned to the hotel blindfolded.

"The Centenary South,” shereplied at once. Eager ness, Vitellan wondered? " Do you want to go back?"

"Well... we've been out being seen for two hours."

" And you can't wait to provethat we'reinto good, healthy consummation?"

" Now.that you mention it, no, | can't."

"Hey, then let'sdoit, that'swhat we're paid for."

She slid an arm around hiswaist and stepped in front of him, then pressed her lipsagainst his and thrust her tongue
between histeeth. A party boat passed on theriver, and the revelers cheered and shone torches on them asthey stood

rubbing their thighstogether.

"| suppose it was built in 2000, Vitellan said to cover his embarrassment as they entered the hotel foyer. " Yeah, guess
so0." " Big party year."

"1 thought it sucked," Jilly said, her voice suddenly sharp. " My dad's business crashed when the change-of-year prefix
screwed his computer database. By the time he was back in action the competition had moved in on his customers.”

Thedoorlock clacked freeto a wave of the desk card. Jilly reached in and switched on thelight as Vitellan pushed the
door open. The door clunked shut behind them, a firm, secure commitment of what wasto come.

They stared at each other across a few feet of Center-red carpet while the cream quilt of the double bed gleamed in the
recessed halogen lighting.

"Hey, isthishard work or what?" Jilly giggled, then raised each foot in turn and unbuckled her sandals.
Vitellan responded by removing his tracksuit top. Jilly whistled at hisroughly stapled scars.
" Been a bad little boy,” Vitellan explained.

"Héll, I can show you mine," she said as she pulled her top up over her head to reveal taut, conical breastswith large
dark nipples. She put her hands on her waist and thrust a hip at Vitellan. " But mine ain't scars."



Vitellan was still trying to shake his tracksuit pants free of hisfeet asthey coupled across the bed. Jilly was all long
nails, grappling legs, teeth and giggles. She shrieked and laughed at their reflectionsin the ceiling mirror while
Vitellan wondered how Lucel would react to thelurid evidence that he had followed her orderstothevery letter. Jilly
had excellent stamina, and did not tirefor along time. Sheinsisted on staying underneath so that she could watch their
imagesin the mirror.

It was the evening of the next day when Vitellan awoke from a fitful doze, hisbody insisting that it wastime for bed but
with moonlight streaming in through the windows. Jilly was in the shower already, preparing for a night on the town
with him. There were spots of blood on the sheets, all from the cutsthat her false nails had made on Vitellan's back. A

detached nail lay among the sheets. Vitellan grinned ruefully, picked it up and tossed it across to where Jilly's
gossamer -fine UV bodysuit lay across a chair. The fabric stiffened for a moment asthe nail landed, then sagged.

Vitellan blinked. Lucel had clothesthat did that! The fabric was normally flexible, but stiffened like a thin shell of steel
when struck sharply. It was enough to stop a knife or afist, and would take the kick out of most conventional low-velocity
bulletsaswell. His heart thumping, he stood up and took a pen from the commdesk. Holding it like a dagger he stabbed
down, overhand. The gossamer fabric snapped rigid, then relaxed. The point of the pen had made only atiny impression.
He picked up thefalse nail and turned it over. It was heavy, and there werelittle grooves and flanges under neath. A
Luministe weapon, a very, very exclusive Luministe weapon. Jilly was a girl who looked barely out of her teens, yet let
slip that sheremembered the millennium year. Lucel had said that she .wasimprinted with Vanda Mattel's tacticals, so
Vanda Mattel would think like Lucel... or try to outthink her. Successfully. Too successfully.

Jilly/Vanda was in the shower with nine explosive nails on her hands, so attack was out. Vitellan pulled on his track-suit
pants and top, checked for hiswallet, then slipped on hisjogger s and pressed the Velcro straps down. Battle tactics, his
subconscious whispered at him. He picked up the gossamer armor -suit and jogger sandals. Should run with them, but
they might have a beacon built in, he thought, but no dataspex, she probably hasthem in the shower, making contact
about what L ucel was doing. Too bad, no certainties. He opened the door . It would click distinctly when the hydraulics
closed it. He opened it all the way, then let go and ran.

Vitellan took the fire escape. He pounded down, four steps at a time, jumping six to the landings, counting floors. A door
clacked open high above him, then boomed closed again. Was she coming or—express mode in the elevator, she probably
had a key for it. Know the battlefield. First floor has a lounge and balcony overlooking the Southbank plaza. Vitellan
slammed the release bar down on the first-floor fire door and ran for the balcony bar. An alarm began

blaring as he entered, and the doorsto the open-air balcony automatically shut and locked. Vitellan flung Mattel's
bodysuit and sandals aside, swept the glasses from a granitetop table and tried to lift it. The table was bolted down.
Hands seized him.

"What the fuck do you think—"

Vitellan drove his elbow back into the man's nose and wrenched at the tabletop again. Thefiligree alloy base snapped.
Heflung the marble top at a glass panel and it burst in a hailstorm of glass pellets. Vitellan crunched through the debris
out onto the balcony and vaulted the stonerailing. He had expected the twelve-foot drop but not the pedestrian who broke
hisfall. Vitellan limped away past concrete and tile tubs of palms and cycads. Up on the bridge, blueand red lightswere
flashing and people wer e hurrying about. He began limping for the edge of theriver when a passing jogger in adark blue
tracksuit exploded with a sound like a heavy rock dropped into an iced-over pond. Vitellan ran, doveinto the darkened
water, then doubled back and swam along beside the embankment. Somewher e behind him an explosion reverber ated
through the water. He surfaced to breathe then dove again, crossing theriver in the shelter of the arches of Princess
Bridge.

When he emerged from the water on the northeast side of the bridge Vitellan was dripping water but still fully clothed
and wearing hisjoggers. Sweat from a hard run, nobody should notice, he thought hopefully. He climbed the stepsto
Swanston Street. Police lights wer e flashing, people wer e milling to watch whatever was going on and speculating about
the explosions. He walked quickly down to a T-inter section facing a mall. Cars were waiting for thelightsto
change—and at the front was an Australian version of aroadspike on a Harley-Davidson. " No problemo," Vitellan said
under hisbreath ashewalked out acrossthe road and between the cars.

Theroadspike'sjacket had incoming loser s stenciled on the back. Vitellan caught him from behind in a headlock and
used hisweight to twist hisvictim and the bike over to crash to theroadway. With akick to the roadspike's face that he
hoped would be adequate, Vitellan turned and wrenched the

still-idling Harley upright, gunned the engine and engaged the gears. He roar ed off against the red light and a traffic
camer a flashed to record the violation.



" Fucking bastard!" bellowed out behind him, and something heavy and painful struck hisright shoulder.

With little tr affic sense and some confusion about what side of the road Australians drove on, Vitellan made a difficult
and unpredictable quarry for the police as he entered the Swanston Street Mall and weaved his way among the
screaming pedestrians and clanging green tramcars. Policeran to bar hisway, then scattered as he charged them.

L aser-lit fountains, trees hung with fairy lights, buskers, and even a Morris dancing troupe passed in a surreal stream of
light and music.

"Morrisdancing, last saw that in May 1358," he said to himself as he passed the floodlit museum. " Museum; statues of
Saint Joan on a gelding and Saint George on a stallion out front, museum means end of the mall, one mile more and
there'sabig university and | hope that tourist imprint knew what it wastelling me."

Sirens seemed to be everywhere as Vitellan pulled into the grounds of the University of Melbourne and ran the Harley
into a stand of bushes. As he limped away into the maze of buildings and gardens herealized that a short knife was
lodged in his shoulder. With some effort he managed to reach around and pull it out. His shoulder was throbbing more
noticeably now, and it hurt like fire to move hisarm but he hefted the knife gratefully.

" At least I'm armed, and at least |'m left-handed," hetried to reassure himself as he limped acrossalawn. " And she
can't track me—oh shit!"

Herealized that Vanda was sureto have put a beacon on him, if only through blind paranoia. Whereto hide a beacon?
Tracksuit? Shoes? He entered an underground car park, ignoring a challenge from the automated security system. After
three cars he saw an unzipped tote bag with jogging gear visible. The butt of the roadspike's knife shattered the window,
and helimped out into the darkness again with at least five different alarms blaring and shrieking behind him. He
stripped and changed into the stolen gear amid dense

bushes near thelibrary while univer sity security guardsran about with torches. The tracksuit and joggers wer e slightly
big, but still a passable fit. He noticed the lights of the guards were moving away to the east. That was where he had
abandoned his stolen bike; they had probably found it and were waiting for him to try to use it to escape. Vitellan
dropped the bag in the loading bay of a building in the Faculty of Medicine, then broke alaminate plastic slat from a
packing case and crawled back to wait behind a gar bage skip.

L eave bait, stalk the stalker: herepeated the wordsto himself ashetied a strip of cloth to the end of the slat. It had
roughly the weight and dimensions of a pilum, he noticed as he tied the knife to the other end. Vanda Mattel has seven
of those explosive nails left. Two had been expended and one wasin his pocket, in the tracksuit. He hurried back to the
bag and retrieved the false fingernail. Back behind the skip he untied the knife from hisimprovised pilum as he
struggled to recall a demonstration that Lucel had given him asthey rode the maglev to M oscow. Squeeze the sides
together until it clicks, then push down in the middle until it clicks again. That armsit. Push down in the middlea
second timeto disarm. To launch ... to launch? No matter, no launch was required. He cut a groovein the end of the dat,
armed the nail and jammed it in. Now he wasready to fight.

Vitellan waited. The knife wound in his back ached insistently, but had stopped bleeding. The city beyond the university
seemed to be alive with sirens, and police drones whispered overhead several times. The last surviving centurion of
Imperial Rome cower ed beneath flattened car dboard and foamed plastic packing, hisinfrared image smothered from both
thedrones and Mattel's dataspex. Vanda Mattel. Not an hour ago they had been in bed together, he could scar cely believe
it. He fingered the lovebites on his neck. His fingerstouched something soft beneath the skin. A little cyst? A little cyst,
just below one of the lovebites.

With hisheart pounding Vitellan slowly drew the point of the roadspike's knife along the skin of his neck. Blood was
sticky on hisfingersasheignored the pain and probed. A small, soft bead came away, and it had a fine hair protruding.

Had she suspected all along, or did shejust want to be sure of finding her green sidekick if he goofed off? Vitellan
flicked the bead across the loading bay and beneath another garbage skip on high wheels. Nothing happened. He waited.
The skip was close, too close. He wanted to move to somewhere further away, but that wastoo risky. He wondered if
Mattel had already homed in on him, and was alr eady watching—

A shattering blast lifted the skip into the air, and it crashed down again, half across the pile where Vitellan was buried.
Shredded plastic and a snowstor m of foam packing eddied down on the still summer air. Security dogs barked
somewher e and footsteps padded across a gravel walkway. Vitellan's earswereringing, he was buried and blinded by
rubbish. Theimprovised pilum was nowhere at hand, but he still had the knife. Footsteps padded through foamed plastic,
the Luministe agent was inspecting her work, probably puzzled and wary at the lack of Centurion splattered all over the
loading bay. Six of those ballistic finger nails were left to her. Unlike the set that Lucel had used in Paris, all of Mattel's
nails were explosive. A foot came down cautiously beside his concealed arm.



Vitellan swept Mattel off balance, then burst from his cover and sprawled over her, stabbing down into her back with his
knife. The knife bounced back—another coverall of that damned gossamer mesh, herealized. M attel squirmed around,
catching him a glancing blow with her fist. Vitellan closed again. Stay too close for her to use her nails, hisinstinctstold
him. She head-butted, and hereeled back. Her head was covered in a mesh-armor mask which stiffened to protect her
from any sharp blow and felt like solid rock to Vitellan. She put a foot against him and pushed him free, then click,
click, shearmed a thumbnail. Vitellan grasped a length of plastic laminate and flung it as Mattel fired. The nail flew
high and blasted brick rubble from a wall, showering Vitellan with fragments. He fell heavily, losing his knife. M attel
armed the other thumbnail and began to back away to fire. Vitellan staggered after her with another piece of laminate,
thrashing at her hands as shetried to fire the thumbnail, keeping them apart. She seized the end of the laminate strip

in both hands, flicked a foot up into Vitellan'sjaw, then pulled the plastic laminate toward herself as hisgrip slackened.
She pulled too hard. Thefingers of her right hand were curled around the end of the length of laminate asit thudded
into her lower chest. Her armed thumbnail was protruding dightly.

Even theterrorist'sarmor mesh could not withstand the explosion that resulted as the covalent lattice within the
thumbnail collapsed. Mattel was blown in two, but was held together like a burst rag doll by the mesh at her back.
Vitellan was flung back ten feet into a pile of packing and cardboard, and was unconscious when the police arrived. He
was still unconscious when the death of a notoriousterrorist was credited to him on the night's newscasts. Lucel arrived
on thefirst available SOM S flight from L os Angeles. Vitellan did not regain consciousness until the next afternoon.
"You arerecovering well, and you have a visitor."

It was a soft, firm voice in the blackness, and Vitellan suspected that it belonged to a medical software agent.

"Am | seriously hurt?" hereplied in histhoughts.

"Your condition isnot rated as serious, but you can only be allowed to full consciousness as a holographic projection.
Will you accept that option?"

"Who ismy visitor?"
"Lucelene de Hussontal, she said to tell you." " Yes, yes, I'll be a projection.”

He found himself floating out-of-body as a hologr aphic bust above hisintensive care unit. Lucel was sitting at a console
near by, examining newscast images of the scene of Vanda M attel's death.

"Lucel."
Her head jerked around asif she did not expect him to appear so quickly.
"Vitellan!" she exclaimed, jumping to her feet. " How the hell did you kill her—I mean, areyou all right?"

"1 don't know, and probably not, in that order," hereplied. " Am | alive? Death seems so hard to pin down in this
century."

"You have a concussion and very minor brain damage,
but that can be fixed by someimprint therapy and neural gating. In decreasing order of importance you also have a
hairline fracture of the skull, perforated eardrums, knife woundsto the shoulder and throat, nine broken bones, and

eleven lovebitesto the chest and neck."

Vitellan's holographic lips hung open, and histranslucent green jaw wor ked without producing words. Lucel folded her
arms and smiled. She shook her head.

"No hard feelings, Vitellan. Nobody likes competition, but like | said, it waswar. In war, anything goes and by the way,
wewon."

"Was Jilly—I mean, was she your teacher?" he asked, tactfully fishing for another subject.

"Vanda? Yes, shewas, shereally was. She must have thought | was sending you two here as a scheme to check
Melbourne for some showdown. Maybe she thought the Mawson Institute wasinvolved. We'll never know now."

" The Mawson Institute was partly destroyed last November."

"Yes, but they had a disaster contingency site set up somewher e south of the city. The switchup computers of their



network wer e online within fifteen minutes of the blast. The surviving staff took a bit longer to come out of hospital and
trauma counseling, but the place is open for business again."

The hologram head turned about, as Vitellan examined his surroundings.
"How long will | belike this?"

" Another four days, just to be safe. M eantime you can go anywhere by telepresence, you're wired into the network. The
Durvas | cekeeper wantsto speak with you, and the Village Cor por ate can betrusted now. You're safe.”

" Safe? What about the Luministes?"
" Have you been following the newscasts on Bonhomme?"
" Until afew minutesago | wasnot in afit condition to do the news.V

" And before that you wer e otherwise preoccupied— sorry, | couldn't resist that. Bonhomme still lieswhere hefell, and
it'sfive days now. The Luministes are having something of a theological crisis.”

Lucel explained | cekeeper McLaren'srolein the whole complex affair, how he had founded the Luministeswith Lord
Wallace, stolen billionsin research funding, effectively murdered Robert Wallace, and been responsible for countless
other actsof terrorism.

"And all of thisso that he could transfer my mind from a dying body into that of Robert Wallace?" asked Vitellan.

" That was appar ently his sole motive. He was the most brilliant, resour ceful, fanatical, danger ous, and loyal | cekeeper
in the history of Durvas."

"Hewould have got along well with a man named Gentor, but | —I would not have sanctioned any of what he did for me. |
would rather that my | cekeeperswereall like Guy Foxtread."

" The 1358 appointment,” said Lucel automatically. " For what it'sworth, |cekeeper Gulden isthe current appointment,
and he seemsto be as steady and reasonable as you could wish."

The holographic face frowned.
" A steady and reasonable | cekeeper? A pious and holy devil would be more believable.”

Bonhomme had not arisen on thethird day after he had shot himself. Blood congealed and darkened whereit had
splattered and spilled. Nobody approached the cor pse on hisown orders, and the Luministe security guards enfor ced
those orders strictly. Telecameras showed insects moving about on the exposed tissue, and the eyes of the world watched
asthey fed and laid their eggs. Luministe clergy misted insecticide over the corpse, but refused to approach it. After six
daysthere had been no resurrection, and even the media began to loseinterest. After ten daysthe signs of decay were
embarrassingly obvious, and the Luministe Supreme College of Light met to pronounce on what to do. The crowd in the
Atlanta stadium had dwindled, and the substantial police presence was wound down to a token force. The College
proclaimed that Bonhomme may have meant fifty days, that he had mispronounced " fifty" as"three." Thefaithful
maintained their vigil. The mayor, coroner, chief of police, and owners of the stadium disagreed. Oddly enough it wasa

group of armed sportsfansthat finally liberated the stadium in a vigilante action that was probably sanctioned from
within the government. There was a brief but bloody exchange of gunfire around the corpse. When the authoritieswere
finally able to reach the remains of Bonhomme, the decay was fairly advanced—aided by the heat from the powerful
lampstrained down on it. The coroner pronounced him dead by hisown hand.

As Bonhomme was being scraped off the stadium floor, Vitellan was discharged from the Royal Melbourne Hospital. He
was unsteady on hisfeet ashe and Lucel strolled hand in hand along the Southbank complex besidethe Yarra River
some hourslater. It was another hot evening of late summer, and thoughts of how he had strolled therewith JiUy/Vanda
only days earlier scuttled back into hismind asfast as he could crush them. The place where her thumbnail-missile had
blasted thejogger had been scrubbed clean, but the marks stood out and people stopped to point asthey strolled past.
Lucel had booked them into the penthouse suite of the same hotel whose bar window he had escaped through, and kept
suggesting that he must be getting tired all through the evening.

Vitellan had been sharp with medications and enforced rest, however, and even after two hour s of intimacy with Lucel on
the huge circular bed he was still wide awake.

" That wasimportant to me," shesaid as shelay with an arm draped over him in musky dampness beneath the sheets. " |



want to have atimeto remember when you are all mine, even if it'sonly a day or two."

Vitellan pulled her close, and she clung to him gratefully.

"1 don't understand. Why only a day or two?"

"You have a secure Village again, and | cekeeper Gulden can betrusted. You've been exchanging a lot of encrypted traffic
with him, | notice. Do—do you want to return to theice? There are still twenty-six yearsto go before you turn two
thousand yearsold."

" Do you want me asleep and frozen?"

"No. Who do you think | am, an | cekeeper ?"

Vitellan laughed, and Lucel joined him in spite of her mood.

"1 wish to stay awake, perhapsfor many years. | should have stayed with your grandmother of twenty-eight generations
ago, but leaving her seemed to betheright thing to do, for her own sake. | want to stay with you now."

" Because | give her back to you?" whispered Lucel, pressing her head against his.
" Because you give love back to me, Lucel."

"Love. I'm alot to put up with for just love."

" Peace, too, belonging, companionship, a friend, a worthy opponent, a teacher—"
" A lover who doesn't bite?"

"That too. To me, I'm back in the summer of 1358 in France, lying in a castle bedchamber, but thistimethereisno
reason to flee. | really do want to stay with you."

They were up at dawn the next mor ning, but they stayed in the spa bath for an hour before having an early breakfast
sent up to the suite. The current fashion in leisure wear was cutaway designs over tinted UV bodygauze, but they were
both carrying scarsthat would attract stares, so they opted for white aircell tracksuits.

"Welook odd, young heads on old fashions,” Lucel remarked asthey waited for atram beside Princess Bridge.

"1f | worethe appropriate fashion, I'd bein atoga and sandals," Vitellan reminded her.

Melbourne's center was an enor mous pedestrian mall, patched with lawn, fountains, gardens, and sculptures. In a
bizarrereversal of itsformer role, the central business district had become an exclusive residential and tourist area,
from which people commuted or telecommuted to work. People ate out, mor e often than not, and restaurants were
everywhere. Vitellan paused before Deciad Grills, noting that it was open for business, and that the owner's name was
Greek. Inside, it wasfitted out in molded fiberglassto resembletheinterior of the Temporian time ship. The symbol
from the Quintus scroll was above the door and on every menu.

" Have you ever wondered about this?" Vitellan asked ashe and Lucel sat waiting for their coffeeto arrive.

" Symbols from the Deciad cover of Quintus. You mentioned it back in LA."

" An ancient mason's code, you would call it atriangula-tion. One point isthe symbol for mason, another isthe symbol
for tunnel. They are each at the points of a set of dividers."

" Quintus and the Temporian time ship. Only two pointsfor atriangulation?"

"It'sariddle, likethe symbols over the door to my Frigidarium. A grave without a corpse, and a cor pse without a grave.
Rufus, my mason of thefirst century, explained it to me. The Frigidarium isnot a grave nor was my body a corpse. The
riddleisthat | was still alive, although buried.”

"And thereisa'riddle' here, too?"

"Ves"

"Thesides of thetriangle are not defined, only the base," she said, stroking her chin. " What do we have for thethird



point?"

"The hinge of the dividers. Remember, the Temporian time ship had fifteen more cellsfor frozen bodiesthan
occupants.”

"There weredivisions among them, there is evidence of fighting within the chambers," said Lucel, still unconcer ned
rather than puzzled. " Some must have died and been dumped into the sea for the seals and skuasto eat."

"Without the hinge, the dividers are useless. Without Decius, what are the Temporians? The time ship isbuilt likea
fort, it cannot be entered without proper tools. Suppose Decius had returned to find fifteen of his supporters expelled,
huddled outside and slowly freezing to death. They had all drunk the Oil of Frosts, they could all be frozen and revived.
Thereisasmall range of mountains at the hinge-point: some of the ice there may be nonglacial and suitable for
preserving bodies. Decius might have returned to the raft to scratch these symbols on the Quintus scroll's casing, then
led his peopleinland to scrape out—"

" A time ship!" exclaimed Lucel, immediately wide-eyed. " Another Temporian time ship!"

Vitellan put afinger to hislipsasa waiter arrived with their coffees. He was wearing a cotton toga, which was admirably
suited to the Melbourne summer.

"Have you ever been to thetime ship?" Vitellan asked him.

"No, but the owner has. He renamed this place Deciad Grillslast year after he got back from Antarctica." " Nice decor,"
remarked Lucel.

"Yeah, it getsthe crowdsin, but | hope he lets uswear suitsinstead of these bloody togasin winter."
When hewas gone L ucel stabbed at the Deciad symbol urgently and lowered her voice.
"We'll haveto check thisat once, Vitellan," said Lucel urgently. " At least some of those Romans may have survived."

"1 told Durvas some days ago, over the telepresence net. They are planning a joint expedition with the M awson
Institute.”

"You told everyone but me?" exclaimed Lucel. Thewaiter looked around, then hastily returned to folding paper
napkins.

"Lucel, Lucel, please,” said Vitellan soothingly. " | have been looking forward to a few quiet dayswith you for so very
long. Last night we talked about each other and our plansand love for hours. If you had known about the second
Temporian time ship, could you have talked about anything else?"

Lucel drew a deep, sharp breath, then gulped a mouthful of coffee.

"Yes, | see. Sensible." Her words were remote, neutral.

Vitellan put a hand on her cheek, then looked into her eyes and kissed her. The changeisthere, | can seeit, hethought
sadly to himself.

Antarctica: 9 March 2029, Anno Domini

Antarcticawas still arugged place for touriststo visit. Lucel and Vitellan dashed from the SOM Sthrough a snowstorm
to awaiting ice-transit, and from there thejourney to the Hotel Temporian took longer than the suborbital flight from
Australiato Antarctica. They spent the period that was designated night in the hotel, although L ucel wanted to go
straight out to the excavation site.

" Neither of usarearcheologists," said Vitellan wearily as he lay sprawled acrossthe bed, still wearing insulatives.

"1 don't trust the Luministes, you know what they did to the Temporiansin the original time ship,” Lucel said sharply as
she paced the green carpet. "W¢e'll haveto be on guard thistime."

" No bodies have been found asyet, so thereisnothing to guard,” grumbled Vitellan. " When we have something to look
at, then we go there. Agreed?"

They slept badly. Lucel wasrestless, and she kept Vitellan awake for much of the time. By the breakfast call there was
word from the excavation site that promising ultrasound profiles had been detected, but excavation would take at least



five hours more. Vitellan suggested a tour of the Temporian time ship.

"1 don't believeyou, Vitellan!" muttered Lucel, grating her teeth and shredding her napkin. " These people have
traveled sixteen centuries. They're Romanslike you, yet you don't seem to care!”

"I care" said Vitellan with a disarming shrug. "When they arerevived | want to be there, but just now they are frozen
bodies, and that's nothing new for me. I've been one myself for long enough.”

Lucel and Vitellan did not take the official tour of the museum, but went straight down to the caverns of the time ship
itself. There were no others down there as they walked the ancient passages. It was better presented than Vitellan
remembered from hisvirtual tour, but that card had been made many months ago. Asthe designer of another time ship,
Vitellan took a keen interest in the technology. Lucel remained a curious mixture of boredom and nervous energy.
Vitellan paid particular attention to the frozen, murdered bodies.

" The evidence of theintrusion has been cleaned up,” Lucel explained as Vitellan bent over to examinetheicein which
one of the bodieslay. " The holesin theice Gina Rossi drilled have been filled. The damage that she did isall within
their brains."

" Considerate of her to leave them as good museum exhibits," said Vitellan as he straightened.

They took the elevator back up to the museum and went to the coffee shop. A panoramic window looked out over the
frozen sea, and everything was still and crisp.

"Theweather's good, that will help the diggers,” said Lucel asthey sat drinking their coffee.

Vitellan agreed, then looked across at a group photograph on thewall. He noted the date, and that it was of the museum
staff. A case with one of the frozen Temporians was the center piece of the photograph.

"IsGinathere?" asked Vitellan, pointing to thewall. "I think | remember her from thevid, the one near the center."
" Ah, yes, the one standing to the left of the case.”

Vitellan stared at the photograph, then nodded slowly.

" Of course, | have—"

"Just amoment!" exclaimed Lucel, suddenly staring at something on her dataspex. " They've found them! All together,
seventeen Temporians. They're separating and extracting them now!"

Lucel already had a tiltfan fitted out and ready for theflight inland. Vitellan went with her to the hangars and sat
patiently in the observer's seat while she hurried through the preflight check, then began bringing the motorsup to
operational temperature.

"They'renot going to run away,” said Vitellan as sherevved up the fans and the machine lurched into the air.

"1 can't under stand why you're so calm," sheretorted.

Thetiltfan entered the coldlock of the hangar. Double doors slid shut behind it, double doorsin front opened onto
blinding Antar ctic whiteness, then they surged out on four columns of air. The tiltfan quickly gained height in the clear,
cold air, and Vitellan looked ahead to a cluster of hills. AlImost at once Lucel began the descent. The site of the time raft
was marked by a scatter of red tiltfans and tents, and two spidery ice-cutting handlers stood idle beside a geometrically
regular gash in theblind valley'sice. Vitellan noted a row of oblong blocks covered in yellow insulative near one of the
cranes, and Lucel steered thetiltfan for these asthey camein to land.

Each of the blocks of ice containing the Temporians bodieswas on a pallet. Vitellan walked across the compacted snow
past two deferential guardsto one of the palletsand lifted a corner of the yellow insulative. He stared at some-

thing dark and indistinct beneath the surface of the frozen block, then went acrossto the edge of the excavation. Lucel
joined him as he stood staring into the remains of the timeraft.

"1've ordered that the pallets be loaded into my tiltfan at once," shereported.
Vitellan turned to see an articulated handler lift a pallet with firm but gentle efficiency and stamp acrossto thetiltfan.

"How many tripswill you make?" Vitellan asked as he watched.



"Just one. You don't seem very interested, Vitellan. There are camerasrecording all this, you know. You're part of this
too, people want to share your feelingsin this moment."

"1 think my feelings are fairly obvious," he said as heturned away again.

Lucel stood beside him for a moment, unsettled by his strangely detached mood, then she strode over to thetiltfan and
waited there asthelast of the pallets were loaded aboard. She was revving up the engines and preparing to leave when
Vitellan finally came back.

"You haveto stay here and examinethesite and reports,” she said, barring hisway to the cabin.
"Dol?" heasked."What |'ve seen already isenough. I'm just a tourist."

" Please, love, thetiltfan is heavily loaded asit is. | mean if ssafe, but I'd rather you went back in onethat's not so close
tothelimit."

"If that's the case we should split theload. | don't want you in danger," he said as she walked him to the hatch.

"Vitellan, | know what I'm doing!" she shouted impatiently. " Now please go and see Gulden. He wants to show you how
the last man awake, probably Decius, rigged a snowdrop to cover himself. He also thinks that one of the women may turn
out to be Helica."

Vitellan shrugged, then turned and walked clear to where | cekeeper Gulden was waiting with histeam of archeologists.
They said nothing but exchanged nods and watched as L ucel'stiltfan lifted sluggishly from theice and slowly gained
height. Now Gulden and Vitellan walked straight to a

smaller tiltfan that was revving up, and they strapped in beside four armed security guards. Still not a word was
exchanged. The second tiltfan surged into the air and rose clear of the low, desolate peaks. Ahead of them Lucel'stiltfan
was a tiny red hyphen against the blue sky, high abovetheice. A puff of smoke burst abruptly about the distant air cr aft,
something flew clear, then aroiling ball of fire blossomed in midair. Debrisrained down to theice, followed by a
parachute of red and white concentric circles. The second tiltfan descended, pacing the parachute until Lucel landed in a
puff of powdery snow. Vitellan jumped to the surface with Gulden as L ucel was unbuckling her harness. The guards
followed.

"Vitellan, how did you get here so quickly?" she panted.
"Roman efficiency," hereplied tersely.

Lucel nervously brushed at the snow on her parka. " | only just managed to € ect in time, there was a bomb aboard. Some
Luministe leftover cell must have detonated it remotely."

Vitellan and Gulden drew their rail pistolstogether.

"Vitellan?" she gasped, spreading her handswide rather than raising them.

"Don't move, Lucel, don't makethisharder than it needsto be" he warned.

"Vitellan, you've lost your senses, |—"

Gulden fired as she began to reach for Vitellan, and she convulsed as a covalat-edge, charged needletorethrough the
monomolecular mesh bodysuit beneath her clothing arid raked her nervous system with pain. Vitellan fired another,
then Gulden fired again. Lucel toppled to the snow, asrigid with shock as a bronze statue. The | cekeeper took a webcap
from his pocket and pulled back the hood from Lucel's head as Vitellan covered him. A few seconds later she was safely
in an induced coma, and the guards lifted her into thetiltfan.

"You wereright,” said Vitellan as he and Gulden stood watching.

"1 am not proud of being right,” Gulden replied, therail pistal still in hishand, " but the Luministerecordsthat |
de-encrypted were accurate. Her mind is still focused by those obsession imprintsthat she was given. 'Kill all false
prophets from the past, and kill all time travelers except thetrue

jrophet,’ they say. She might have been able to tinker with :he vectors so that you arethetrue 'prophet’ instead of

Bon-lomme, but the Temporian Romans have no such protection. It'snot Lucel's fault, they had not been discovered in
2024 when theimprint work was begun on her." " Are they safe?"



" Safe?" exclaimed Gulden indignantly. " You ask the Icekeeper of Durvasif frozen bodiesin his care ar e safe?"
Vitellan was used to dealing with | cekeepers. " Well, arethey?"

" Our ultrasonics have located seventeen profiles, all about a hundred yardsfrom our dummy trench. Now that my wor st
fearsabout Lucel are confirmed and sheisunder control, we can start thereal work. Do you want to betherefor thereal
excavation, Centurion?"

"1t will be a great moment, and | seem to be drawn to great historic moments. Yes, but let usget Lucel safely away from
herefirst.”

Durvas, Britain: 19 April 2029, Anno Domini

An official announcement was made that the Centurion of Durvas had been revived successfully for medical checks, but
apart from some limited interviews he was kept distant from thejournalists and their cameras. The media people did not
mind unduly. Aswas expected, eventsin Antarctica tended to dominate the networks: news of the find of a second
Antarctic time ship had been released. It was hyped up like the landing of a UFO. The Temporian Romans would be
ambassador s from an advanced but alien society, and their effect on human society would be studied as as an example of
"first contact." They also presented an opportunity to study how humans adjusted to really long-term timetravel, travel
so extreme that no familiar societies were left when they wererevived.

"They areavaccine," explained Gulden as he and Vitellan walked in the garden of Gulden's hobby farm.- Spring had
taken a firm hold, and the background greenery was swamped with flowers.

"And what isthe disease?" asked Vitellan.

Gulden gestured to the sky above.

" Read any history of first contact between civilizations. Even if those in power on the weaker side are able to fight back,
there are always those who turn traitor and support the invaders. They are the Luministesin the picture, they sell their
own peopleinto submission to gain power under the invader. Our world needs practicein dealing with such timesand
changes. The Temporians have no power, no weapons, no home world to give them backing, so they are safe enough. The

next shipload of intelligent aliens may not be without such backing."

The commnode cheeped on Gulden'swrist. He held his hand up, then slipped his dataspex onto his face. After only
moments he removed them and turned to Vitellan.

"That'sthe Durvas Clinic. You're needed there."

"Lucel?"

"Yes. Comethisway, | have atiltfan ready over there behind the barn.”

Thetiltfan lifted with a deep, authoritative hum of engines, and Gulden brought it up to atransit corridor level before
setting the pilot beacon and selecting the coor dinates for the Durvas clinic. He did not switch to autopilot. The act of
piloting was something to hide behind while he talked with the memories of a man born nearly twenty centuries earlier.
"Thereispractically nohopefor Lucel,” Gulden said as he stared through the windscreen at the English countryside
four hundred feet below. " The paranoia against all but her chosen timetraveler, you, has been imprinted too deeply, and

on too many levels."

Vitellan drummed hisfingers on the shockcell padding beside his seat, staring down at the patchwork of fields and
tracery of roads.

"McLaren could transfer my mind to another brain, yet you can't undo a mere obsession? Isthat what you are saying?"
"Yes"

" Please explain, | find that unbelievable." Gulden waved hisright hand in alittlecircle."Were| to botch the landing at
the Durvas Imprint Clinic and hit a wall

rery hard, how much do you think it would cost to restor e histiltfan?"
Vitellan consulted the cyclopediaimprint. " It sellsfor a juarter million pounds, so ... perhaps a third of that?"

Gulden laughed softly. " Three or four timesthat, Vitellan. Surprised?"



"Yes!"

"1'll explain. Tiltfan components are stamped out very efficiently in the factories, but a mangled wreck hasto be bent
sack straight again, then panelbeaten until the dents are gone. Torn sections have to be welded, missing bits have to be
replaced or filled with bondfiber, and many partsjust have :0 be discar ded altogether and replaced. It'sintensive work,
and expensive work. After a serious accident it's easier to salvage what parts have survived, break up therest for
recycling, and buy a new tiltfan."

"But Lucel isnot injured.”

"Sheisriddled with gates and stabilized imprints. We have removed one, but it took a lot of sweat. Therest would take
longer than her expected lifetimeto clear. We could take whole blocks out, filter them for anything suspicious, then
return them asan imprint.”

"Thendoit."

"Therisk isthat we shall remove too much of the legitimate Lucel. A lot of gate-pattern memoriesarethereal her, and
after six years of therapy you would be |eft with a palereflection of what was once Lucel. Something like a shy
nine-year-old, someone who would grow into a woman again, but almost certainly a different woman from the one you

knew."

Within minutes the tiltfan was descending into a pattern of landing lights on the roof of the Imprint Clinic. Vitellan and
Gulden descended to the maximum security ward where Lucel was being held. She was drowsy with sedation, but
fighting to keep herself sharp.

"They give meno lines or news," she said as she sat with her head on Vitellan's shoulder. " Information is my life,
Vitellan. | can't goon likethis."

"You'rein the middle of heavy imprint therapy. You must be kept calm and relaxed.”

"But why bother with thistherapy? | understand what was doneto me, | know that | have keysto attack any frozen time
traveler other than you, but now there are noneleft. I'm safeto bewith."

" But there are thousands of modern peoplein cryogenic storage.”

"My imprintsdon't cover them, they haveto be from tt» distant past."

Vitellan said nothing. Lucel began to pacetheward, her armsfolded behind her back.

"1f | need therapy, it can only be because the frozen Temporian Romans have survived," she concluded quickly. " You
probably colluded with Gulden and set up an elaborate hoax to test my reactions. If you had to do that, then it must be
because there are other timetravelers. If | must still be restrained, it must be because the blocks of ice on the tiltfan
contained wax dummies or modern cadavers. The real Decius and his companions are probably still in theice."
Vitellan sat on her bed, hunched over and hopeless. " What do you want me to say?" he asked.

"Nothing. When | let the Luministes do thisto me, | thought that only you and Bonhomme would beinvolved. With all
these othersaround... I'll continue to have obsessions to vector on them. | am only in control now because you have not
confirmed that the others are still alive. Imprint therapy isthe only answer, Vitellan. | may not betotally in control, but
I'm no fool."

They stood together and kissed. Lucel stared into Vitellan's eyes, and seemed to peer into histhoughts.
"Thisfeelslike good-bye, you seem so sad," she protested.

" Gulden saysthe procedureisdangerous,” headmitted, hiswords halting. " You may wake up ... not quite yourself. He
was quite blunt about therisks."

Lucel clenched her fists, and musclesrippled impressively along her forearms.

"1 shall not say good-bye, Vitellan. You fought for your identity and won, so | can doit too. I'll be back as me, just you
wait."

When shewas fully sedated Gulden brought a touchboard



to Vitellan as he sat watching Lucel's sleeping body through a window. Asthe procedur e commenced there was nothing
physical to see, and as the hours passed there was nothing more for Vitellan to do but watch the steady rise and fall of his
lover's chest. When Gulden finally approached him he was not smiling.

"It'sworsethan | could haveimagined,” the lcekeeper reported. " Some sort of irreversible random placement has been
used, something developed privately that we have no documentation on."

" Couldn't you do anything?"

"Wedid indeed repair some gating, but it barely scratched the surface. Now | need a decision on how to proceed, and an
authorization to do so. One way isto begin removing the gates and imprintsindividually and hope that a faster
techniqueis soon developed. Another istotry filtering blocks and reimprinting Lucel with herself. That will take no
mor e than six years, but she will not awake the same woman. Thethird courseisto keep her confined ..."

Vitellan gazed at her sleeping body and shook his head.

"Sheisvery resourceful. Sooner or later she will escape and begin stalking the Temporian Romans, nothingismore
certain. The fourth courseistokill her."

"1 never said—"

" Of course not, but someone had to say it. Thereisalso afifth way to cure her."

" Another way? Thisismy specialty, | doubt that | have missed any alternatives."

" She can be frozen until all the Romans are dead, so she would awake in a world wherethere areno triggersto make
her dangerous. Anyway, in a few decades there may beimprint techniquesthat can reversethe Luministeimprinting in
amatter of weeks, rather than years."

"You aretalking about fifty years, or even more."

"Hah, ameretrifle. In the meantime Durvas can set up aresear ch foundation to develop techniquesfor repairing such
imprint damage. As Centurion of Durvas, | hereby order it."

A refinement of what was once known as Oil of Frosts was administered to Lucel before shewasrevived. Vitel-

lan watched from the observation room, then camein as she opened her eyes. He was wearing a clinic gown himself.
"It failed," said Lucel.

"1 haven't said aword," replied Vitellan.

" No, but you are wearing an Alpha-level security badge, and you only need to wear one of those when visiting an
extremely dangerous patient. If I'm still dangerous, then Gulden and his team failed."

"You areright, of course," Vitellan admitted. " Dr. Gulden hasjust given metheresults of the exploratory scan. Wait
fifty years, or a hundred, and a therapy will be developed to rever se your obsessions and vector keys. You will haveto be
frozen until then."

Lucel turned away from him and stared at thewall.

"You wereright to snatch a few days of playing loverswith me, Vitellan. Dammit, I'm like arace car, tuned up to all hell
but burned out after only a couple of hoursof com. petition. Wasit all worth it?"

"Was| worth it?"

"1f you were not, nobody elseis."
"That's not an answer."

"It was not meant to be."

Vitellan sat on the edge of the bed and put hisarm around her shoulders. She turned back and flung her arms around
him at once.



"It'ssaid that adjusting to a new century isareal bitch," Lucel whispered. " Who said that?"
" Some Roman | know, areal charmer. He'shad alot of experience.”

" Good, good. HE'll bethereto help out when you wake up."

"What?" shecried.

Lucel sat up and seized Vitellan by the shoulders, her bloodshot eyes bulging with incredulity as she looked him up and
down.

"Yes, the gown, the, the. .. You would doit, you really would."
She hugged him again, convulsively. He stroked her hair,
his eyes closed and bis mind blank, savoring the minutes that would soon slow into years. ,

"You need to key alegal releaseinto the bedside console," Vitellan began, but Lucel reached out and batted out a
pattern before he could say any more.

"How long have we got?" she asked.

" A minute, an hour, aday if you like. You haveto stay in here, of course, but whereyou stay, | stay."

"It'sa cage, cages suck. | wouldn't make my best friend stay in a cage and you're my best friend."

"It doesn't have to be so frantic, Lucel."

"Yesit does. Don't underestimate me, Vitellan, | know what | am. | know that there might be surviving travelersfrom
Imperial Rome out there. We've been through all thisbefore. Maybe | blew up atiltfan loaded with frozen wax dummies,
maybeit was all a hoax to activate the psycho circuitsin my head to show what | can do." She placed afinger on hislips
as he parted them to speak. " Don't tell me anything, lover. Right?"

"Right," Vitellan agreed.

Gulden watched asthe two bodies wer e lower ed into the cryogenic chamber stogether. Fumes billowed from the liquid
nitrogen, and one by one the sensor ikons on a wallscreen beside him turned from red to green. Coversglided into place,

sealed, then locked.

The 121st | cekeeper of Durvas sighed with relief. The Master was safely frozen again, after a most harrowing few
monthsin the world outside.

" A closecall, Master," Gulden whispered. " Ah, Icekeeper McLaren was so loyal. It grieves methat the truth about what
he did for you cannot be shouted to the world's media and turned into another Durvaslegend. He shook the world to keep
you alive, Master. The older you grow, the fiercer does our loyalty become."

Hetouched a key, and the guard circuits switched to automatic-live. The lightsdimmed in the Deep Frigidarium.

"1 am honored to have known you, but | am glad that you will sleep for most of my tenure. We love you, Master, but we
fear the madnessthat firesusto protect you."

* k *

Some minutes later Gulden was back on the surface, chatting with Dellar and Burgessin an overgrown garden that was
full of spring blooms and birdsong. They had stopped befor e the twelfth-century building that guar ded the entrance to
theoriginal Frigidarium.

" So they're both down now," said Dellar. " The Master and histruelove."

" Repulsive woman, | don't know what he seesin her," muttered Burgess.

"We had better start planning for therevival of 2054," warned Dellar.

"Hewill not want to stay awake long if Lucel remains frozen, Sir Peter," Gulden replied confidently.



"And Lucel? You had all the Luministe obsession gates scrubbed out of her mind?"

"Yes, it was easy. Just after she was sedated for freezing | gave her an imprint explaining everything. The most she can
doto meat thetimesheisrevived isjump up and down on my grave."

" Five of those Temporian Roman sleepers have just been revived, including Decius himself, " Dellar remarked, asif he
expected Gulden to be following histhoughts.

"1 know, I've been following the interviews with them. They said they were part of a secret bureaucracy of timetravelers
that ran the Roman Empire, and nearly every government on Earth has been sending urgent requestsfor more
information. These men and women from our past might end up changing our world more than the crew of a UFO could
hopeto. It'slike First Contact, in fact in a senseit really is First Contact."

" All of a sudden the Durvastimetraveler isold news," said Burgess wistfully.

"Yes, isn't it wonderful!" exclaimed Gulden his elation undisguised. " All those psychologists had been queuing up to
study the Master as soon aswe hinted at an early revival, but now they're off to study the Temporians."

"They had a point," Dellar reminded him. " Now that time-jumping isto be part of our lifestyle we heed to see how peo-
pielike Vitellan managed to adjust to awakeningsin new centuries. Until recendy he was priceless for that reason.”

" Ah, but now nobody cares about us freezing him again," said Gulden. " The Romans from Antarctica are even older
than our Master, and they can teach us an actual science of administration by time travel."

" Areyou absolutely positive Lucel is safe?" asked Burgess. " If any of the Temporian Romans decide to berefrozen, then
she could cause alot of troublein the futureif her treatment isincomplete.”

"Trust me, Lucel isnow harmless," replied Gulden. " | worked from the original imprint mapswhen | rever sed what had
been doneto her. The Luministeimprint analystsleft an encrypted README imprint in her mind explaining what they
had done, and | had the encryption key from McLaren'srecordsin the Deep Frigidarium. When Lucel and Vitellan are
eventually revived together, they can look forward to many happy yearswith each other."

Sir Peter Dellar sighed with relief and satisfaction. He was concerned for the Master's welfare, but he also wanted him
to be happy. Gulden had engineered a win-win outcome.

" So when will that joint revival be, Dr. Gulden?" Dellar asked.

"Not during my lifetime, Sir Peter. | want it written in the Village Corporate Chronicles that the Master remained safe
and secure during my tenure asthe | cekeeper of Durvas, and that ismost likely to be the case if heisfrozen."
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Champions

Fergen had not noticed a suspicious pattern in the pieces on the board by the seventh move. Champions was his best
game and he had even its most exotic strategies and scenarios memorized. The Highliber advanced a pawn to threaten
his archer. The move was pure impudence, a lame ploy to tempt him to waste the archer's shot. He moved the archer to
oneside, so that hisknight'sflank was covered.



TheHighliber sat back and tapped at the silent keys of an old harpsichord that had been cut in half and bolted to the wall
of her office. Fergen rubbed plaster dust from hisfingers. All the pieces were covered in dust, aswasthe board, the
furniture, and floor. The place was a shambles. Wires hung from holesin the ceiling; partly completed systems of rods,
pulleys, levers, pawls, gears, and shafts were visible through gapsin the paneling, and other brass and steel mechanisms
protruded from holesin the floor. Occasionally a mechanism would move.

Fergen gave the game his full attention, but Highliber Zarvoratapped idly at the harpsichord keys and seldom glanced at
theboard. A rack of several dozen marked gear wheelsrearranged their alignment with a soft rattle. The mechanisms
were part of asignal system, the Highliber had explained. Libris, the Mayoral library, had grown so big that it was no
longer possible to administer it using clerks and messengers alone.

TheHighliber leaned over and picked up a knight. With its base she tipped over one of her own pawns, then another.
Fergen had never realized that she had such small, pale hands. Her knight toppled yet another of her pawns, then turned
asit finally claimed an enemy piece. Such atall, commanding woman, yet such small hands, thought Fergen,
mesmerized. The knight knocked another of its own pawns aside, then hisking fell.

For some moments he stared at the carnage on the board, the shock of his defeat taking timeto register. Anger,
astonishment, suspicion, incomprehension, and fear tore at him in turn. At last he looked up at the Highliber.

"1 must apologize for the surroundings again,” she said in the remote yet casual manner that she used even with the
Mayor. " Did the mayhem in here disturb your concentration?"

"Not at all,” replied Fergen, rubbing his eye. Behind it, the early symptoms of a migraine headache were building. " |
could play in a cowshed and still beat anyonein the known world in lessthan fifty moves. Do you know when | was last
beaten at champions?"

The question had been rhetorical, but the Highliber knew the answer.

" Sixteen seventy-one GW."

She tapped again at the silent keyboard. Thelittle gears, marked with white dots, clicked and rattled in their polished
wooden frame.

" And now it's sixteen ninety-six,” he said ruefully. " 1've played you before, but you never, never made moveslike
these."

"1 have been practising," shevolunteered.

"You take along time between moves, but oh, what moves. | have learned more from this game than from my previous
hundred. You could take my titlefrom me, Highliber Zarvora. | know mastery when | seeit.”

TheHighliber continued to tap the silent keys and glance at the row of gears. The same slim, confident fingersthat had
harvested his king so easily now flickered over the softly clacking keysin patternsthat were meaninglessto Fergen.

"1 am already the Highliber, the Mayor'sLibrarian," she said without turning to him. " My library isLibris, the biggest
in theworld and the hub of a network of libraries stretching over many mayorates. My staff is more than half that of the
Mayoral palace. Why should your position interest me?"

"But... but a Master of the Mayor ranks above a merelibrarian," spluttered Fergen.

" Only in heraldic convention, Fras Gamesmaster. | enjoy a game of champions, but. my library means moreto me. |
shall tell nobody about your defeat.”

Fergen's face was burning hot. She could take his position, but she did not want it! Was an insult intended? Werethere
groundsfor aduel? TheHighliber was known to be a deadly shot with a flintlock, and had killed several of her own staff
in duels over her modernizationsin the hugelibrary.

"Would you like another game?" asked the Highliber, facing him but still striking at the keys.

"My head ... feelslikeit'sbeen used as an anvil, Frelle Highliber."

"Well then, return later," she said, typing her own symbolsfor / CHAMPIONS ELAPSED TIME?/, then pressing a lever
with her foot. Fergen heard the hum of tensed wires, and the clatter of leversand gears from within the wall.

"1 could teach you nothing," hesaid in despair.



"You arethefinest opponent that | have," replied the Highliber. "1 think it—"

She stopped in mid-sentence, staring at therow of gears.

"You will excuse me, please. Thereis something | must attend to," she said, her voice suddenly tense.
"The gears and their dots have a message?"

"Yes, yes, asimplecode," she said, standing quickly and taking him by the arm. " Afternoon's compliments, Fras
Gamesmaster. May your headache pass quickly."

Fergen rubbed hisarm asthe Highliber's lackey showed him out. The woman had all but lifted him from the ground!
Amazing strength, but to Fergen no more amazing than her victory at the champions boar d.

Zarvora slammed aside a small wooden panel in thewall and pulled at one of the wires dangling from theroof. After a
moment a metallic twittering and clatter arose from the brass plate set in the recess.

" System Control here, Highliber," declared a faint, hollow voice.

"What isthe Calculor's status?" she snapped. " StatusHALTMODE," replied the distant speaker. " What isin the
request register at present?"

"MODE: CHAMPIONS;, COMMAND ELAPSED TIME?" " And theresponseregister ?" " 46:30.4, Highliber."

" Forty six hours for a twenty-minute game of champions, Fras Controller?" shouted Zarvora, her self-control slipping
for arare moment. " Explain.”

Therewas a pause, punctuated by therattle of gears. Zarvora drummed her fingersagainst thewall and stared at a slate
wher e she had written 46:30.4.

" System Controller, Highliber. Both Dexter and Sinister Registers confirm thefigure.”
"How could both processors come up with the same ludicrous time?"
"Why .. .yes, itisodd, but it'sthe sort of error that even skilled clerks make sometimes."

"The Calculor isnot a skilled clerk, FrasLewrick. It isa hundred times more powerful at arithmetic, and with its
built-in verifications, it should be absolutely free of errors. | want it frozen exactly asit was during that last calculation."

'"That'snot possible, Highliber. Many of the components from the correlator wer e exhausted by the end of the game.
They wererelieved by components from the spares pool."

Too late, thought Zarvora. " We shall run a set of diagnostic calculationsfor the next hour,” shesaid. " Do not change
any tired components. If somefall over at their desks, mark them beforethey arereplaced.”

"Highliber, the Calculor istired. It'snot wise."

"The Calculor ismade of people, FrasLewrick. People get tired, but the Calculor merely slows down."
"1'm down insideit all thetime. It has moods, it feels—"

"| designed the Calculor, Lewrick! | know itsworkings better than anyone."

" Asyou will, Highliber."

Zarvorarubbed at her temples. Shetoo had a headache now, but thanksto thelong vibrating wire beneath the brass
plate, her discomfort remained unseen.

"You aretrying to tell me something, FrasLewrick. What isit.. . and please be honest."
"The Calculor islikeariver galley, or an army, Frelle Highliber. Thereisacertain . .. spirit or soul about it. |
mean, ah, that just asariver galley ismorethan a pile of planks, oars, and sailors, so too isthe Calculor morethan just

a mighty engine for arithmetic. When it istired, perhapsit sometimes lets a bad calculation through rather than
bothering to repeat it."



"Itisnot alive,” shereplied emphatically. " It isjust a ssimple, powerful machine. The problem ishuman in origin."
"Very good, Highliber," Lewrick said stiffly. " Shall | havethe correlator components flogged?"

"No! Do nothing out of the ordinary. Just check each of the function registers on both sides of the machine asyou run
the diagnostic calculations. We must make it repeat itserror, then isolate the section at fault. Oh, and send a jar of
tourney beer to each cell when the components are dismissed. The Calculor played well beforethat error.”

" That would encourage the culprit, Highliber."

" Perhaps, but it isalso important to reward hard work. The problem isa holein my design, Fras Lewrick, not the
component who causes problems through it. We could take all the components out into the courtyard and shoot them, but
the hole would remain for some newly trained component to crawl through."

Libriswas Rochester's Mayoral library. Its stone beamflash communicationstower was over six hundred feet high and
dominated the skyline of the city. The Highliber of Libriswas second only to the Mayor in power, and she controlled a
network of librariesand librarians scattered over dozens of mayorates and thousands of miles. In many waysthe
Highliber was even mor e power ful than the Mayor. There was no dominant religion across the mayor ates of the
Southeast, so thelibrary system performed many functions of a powerful clergy. The education, communication, and
transport of every mayorate in the Southeast Alliance was under the discreet but firm coor dination of the Highliber of
Rochester.

Rochester itself was not a powerful state. In fact, the other mayor ates of the Southeast Alliance deliber ately kept it asno
mor e than arallying point, a political convenience. Neighboring mayor ates such as Tandar a, Deniliquin, and

Wangaratta held the real power, and wielded it shamelessly in the Councilium Chambers at Rochester. Mayor Jetton of

Rochester was the constitutional Overmayor of the Councilium, but in practice he was of little more consequence to his

peersthan the servants who scrubbed the floor, dusted the tapestries, and polished the broad, red rivergum table at which
the meetings wer e held.

Libriswasthe very reason that Rochester was kept weak. A power ful mayorate controlling the vast and influential
library network would quickly become strong enough to rule the entire Alliance. The Councilium waswary of that.
Zarvora had been appointed recently, replacing a man eighty years her senior. She had become a Dragon Silver at
twenty-four, and after two years had jumped the Dragon Gold level to be appointed Dragon Black—the Highliber's rank.
There had been some luck involved: Mayor Jetton also happened to be young and ambitious, and was weary of elderly
men and women telling him what he could or could not do. Zarvor a offered him the chance to make Rochester powerful,
and outlined someradical but plausible ways of doing it. He proposed her nameto the Councilium, giving her the chance
to addressthe Mayorsin person. She promised to make both Librisand the beamflash network pay for themselves within
threeyearsor resign. The Mayorswereimpressed and appointed her.

Zarvorabecame Highliber in 1696 GW, and massive changes followed. The Tiger Dragons, Libris'sinternal guard, were
tripled and a branch of them was turned into the Black Runners, a secret constabulary. Parts of Libriswere rebuilt and
extended, and staff and books were moved into other areas. In the workshops of the expanded library, artisanstoiled
through twelve-hour shifts, day after day, month after month, making strange machinery and furniture. Carpenters,
blacksmiths, and clockmakerswererecruited from far afield, and the edutors at the University were contracted to solve
odd problemsin symbolic logic. Large areas of Libriswere sealed from outside scrutiny.

Zarvoraexplained that Libris had become too big to govern manually, and that a vast signaling and coor dinating division
of clerks, lackeys, and librarians had been set up to

manage its books and coordinate its activities. Indeed, the efficiency of Libris's activitiesimproved dramatically in only a
few months, and by the end of 1696 GW, the Mayor could seereal savings set against the Highliber's expenses.

Therewere also drastic changesin the staffing of Libris. Examinationsfor Dragon Red and Green wer e changed to favor
candidates with mathematical and mechanical backgrounds, rather than those with just knowledge of library theory and
the classics. No recruit was older than thirty-five, and several accepted optionsto study further at Rochester's University.
The changes did not go uncriticized, but the Highliber was dedicated and ruthless. She lobbied, fought duels, had
officials assassinated . . . and even had the more numerate of her opponents abducted for a new and novel form of forced
labor. When those obstructing her had been outside Libris, it had been necessary to arrange other meansto push them
aside. In the case of Fertokli Fergen, Master of Mayoral Boar dgames, she had used humiliation.



