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Press Soci2ty ani a faw surviving
subscribers to Vorpal Glass by £arzn And» oﬁ 1o ﬁrv g
Ga CoTion o L d2rson, 3 Las Palomas, Orin-

Those of you'who 4idn't sce th2 1:-uz in the last FiP. mailin-~ 5
hearl from m: when I —as still in fngland. .cotland, actuall§ 1353
Ehat I chesck back. Just to bring you up to date: e ent froé
ddinburgh back to London, where e lookel at th2 British dussum
som2 more, then to Paris. TIhe bad -~2athor 1ot up for us in Paris
and vwe had a lovely tim2, seelng the Jgyptian and d:sopotamian an-
tiquities in the basement of th: Louvre and drinking Pirnod in side-
valk cafes. (0Oh yes, e dld go upstalrs to sze the Nike of .amo=
thrace and the Venus de Milo, but e didn't bother about hunting for
th: Mona Lisaw. Have you any idea ho blg that place 1s?) and then
we came home. It was the middle of October and I'a lived out of
one single sultcase for nearly four months and I hatel every single
garment I had.

Boy, 1t felt good to put on a pair of slacks.

0 ¢ o 0O 0O o0 O o©°

Im speaking on Poul's typewriter now. I stopped above to
stencil "Kolgay Incident" and wanted this space to add any ex—
planations that became necessary. Iy electric got impossible
halfway through, which spares you having to read that much more
of its previously not-quite-illegible output.

The story is one that I wote last spring, hoping it would
be saleable. It just wasn't. It was worth doing, though, be-
cause I did the original 2%0-page draft in two days. That's very
bracirg to the ego.

Nine-thousand-word stories are too furshlugginer long to
stencil and run off for a six-page activity requirement, though.
So I ruthlessly split off the whole first half, in which Rhayader
is innocently on his way to see a friend and gets mixed up in a
struggle whose participants never onee tell him the truth about
their purposesy

T rearranged the ending some, tut didn't cut it. That ori-
ginal long draft had left all kinds of loose ends, such as how
any of the tad guys knew the memory-matrix existed in the first
place and how they got hold of it 2% all and why its owner let it
out of his hands in the first place. If I'd tried to make the
story saleable I'd have figured that all out and had a final ex-
planatory scené. But that would take a couple of evenings to ra-
tionalize, and I'm in my usual hurry to teat the deadline.

T used~the.name "Palz Guard" solély because Poul's typer has
the = key. ©Pal® is the Danish spelling of palais; they use it
as commonly as we use '"palace."

And now I'd better think of something to put on the cover.
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(This is th> second half of a story I rote last year. It
isn't good csnmough to try to sell, but it's too long to put .
in a fanzin: in one lump, and I lon't =rant to szrializ:= it.
I think. thz second half canistand by iﬁself..e-KA)

It 'as an hour after br:akfast by ship's time, but latz af-
tarnoon by local timz, ~rhen th:y male planetfall at ths passenger
spac2port s2rving Outer Kolgay. Rhayadsr vas taken by th: dry
National .:curity man and to husky cre - m:mbzars.to a ~;alting po=.
lica flitt:r. H> had to carry his omn bagzazs. -It amus:1 him to
-onlz2r that muld havz happenzi1 if ha'ti refus-d to, but bz 4il not
f22l inclined to fingd out. :

The crx>m'n sa ' him into th> restralnt section of th: polic:
flittar, nolddzd to the IS man Croyson, and l=ft. He noddsl back,

a slight quick jerk of th. head, and got in front with the police
driver. .s they startel off at ground levsl, a black flitter with
officlal markings s roopz2d do'n almost on top of tham and raced for
the gats they'd come out. Rhayader ronderzd if som:body elsz ranted
his hiia.

" But if his sstimation of the situation was corr:ct, he'l g2t
out of this mess without too much trouble. They -rere arriving at
an Oordinary polics statlon. Oncz he lnvokei the strength of the
Triadic =mbassy -- Of coursz there-ras the mattar of the.conflsca-
tzd flask. If polson had bz:n planted in it, he'd have to undargo
Yerisynthasis. Then the facts conesrning ths matrix rould come
out. 4 1distast: as groving in him for turning over that mewory
matrlx to anybody, esven to the Gfat Triad.

In the police station, z boral officer inventoriesd Rhayailzr's
possessions: onez ovarnight bag,containing twvo candy bars, one tezt-
book, onz palr pajamas . . . H2 came to thz galdgzt casz. "Opan it."

Rhayatar had malntainsd an attitul: of mildly curious - borsjom
up to thils point. 4t ths mension of opmning th: cass, hz said '"No.
Leave it lockz21." ;

"Mister, 1t's ragulations," said the officar. " .2 have to taks
a full ilnventory co's you get >virything back if you-leav:."

- Mirko Rhayalqr 'sinec:d internally at thz "if." He said; "Just
inventory it as a lock=21 casz:, It has a speeial lock. WJoboily can
opan 1t but mz2, and I don't -ant it op:nzd. It's full of engin-
s2ering tools and I don't ant thom par=d ovir ani mzssed around



with. Leave it."

.e can have 1t opened by f0r0° if nec:ssary," prot1 ted the
Officﬁr. "A1l1l re Aced is a prﬁfoct 3 vPEYFen.  You don't rant a
good case like that ripped up."

"Got a p;ef’ct’ﬁ Joriler, thom, ani I'1l opzn it when I sz2 one,"
blusterel Rhayadzr. "Let me g2t in touch'rrith my embassy first and.
ve'll s: vhether a prefsctis 4irty little order ‘can touch a citiz:an
of ths Greoat Triad."

The officer looksd dublous. "kMay I see your civic book, sir?"
h2 ‘asked 71th scmathing approaching politeness. Rhayader handzd it
ovar.

"4 murdﬁrer of such resource could zasily obtain a fals:z civic
‘book, . pOlnth out the National .zcurlty man.,

".e'1l have te check 7ith ths 2mbassy to make sure, Mr. Croy-
son,".said the officer.

-Croyson took thz officer into a corner of thz room and began
arguing. = The saecurity man seemed to be rinning. He'd be in a bad
spot if he couldn't get in touch -rith th> Mmbassy. and onc: they
:found hs had the equirmant to read a msmory matriw, they'ad stop
pretending they only wantzd him for murder and start taking him
apart. sverything he ouned rould be e:rramined vlthin an angstrom of
1ts life to find the matrix. Th> improvised bookmark rasn't at all
safe as a hiding place. :

The Joor thudded opzn and a 3quare, fast-moving man in uniform
bore don on the tiro arnu1nn in th3 coraer. They hushed and the
policeman mcvad forvrard: '130, General uan?"

- "hat kind of grunt-brainsd nonssnse is going on rith you ci-
vilians? Arresting a Triadic citizen -~ without a warrant, as far
as anyone knows -~ on the thinnest sort of suspicion of murder, and
removing him frem the Port Di-~triect and from my Jurisidiction: Un-
t1l you secure a proper indiciment, you have no right %o imprison
him. Ths utmost that's pormissibls at this stage is to have him
held in warantine.”

" 3:cuse me, General," interjected uroyson.
security agent. This case has aspects -- .

"Blow it out your 2ars, you grubby clerk. I'm qualified to
handle security matters for the Port Dis trlct,'not you. Your pri=-
soner bzslongs in my custody. Cough him up.'

"Vary well, sir. I shall report this to my superiors the
securlty man an vered coldly. :

" herz is ha?"

"Right here, -sir,” sald Rhayader. "4And that pawn-shop 1isplay
is my.luggage, -hich Itq b2 glad to have back, as 721l as my flask
hich th=y ve conf_ocatﬁi.

"That's evidence!" snapped Crcyson. '"The centents :rill have
to be-analyzed for poison.," :

"That's that he's supposzd to have uqei, 3 1t?" sald General
Juan, . "seal it up in an envelopz and 1731l have it sa2nt to th2 Can-
tral Bureau mys2lf. I den't rant to hava anything happen to it-
inad return dr. Rhayader's prop2rty to him."

: "Yes, sir," the agent and tho policoman muttared in rasggad uni-
son. -Th2 policeman found a large green plastic 2nvelope and handz

" 1

I am a National



1t over, then .pushed Rhayadar's thingu‘into the overnight bag and

tore up thz inventory-.
and turned it ovar to General

Croyson sealed the flask into th: envelope
uan.

"I 111 be in touch ith the Central Burcau," the agent sald,

“and if they find poison in the flask, I will obtain a prefect's
nff'sctsn
then it happens,”

rant to carch the quspect’
I'll sce that
have everything, Rhayader?"
"Just about,

sir."” Hz tuckeid hl

rar-
He left.
.grunted the genaral. "Do you

things a 1littls mor: care=u

fﬁlly into the overright case, snapped it shut anl slung thes gad-

get casz ovar hls shoulder.
The genﬁral’" flitter

zoomed up at

Jamn lucky, you kno-r.

They went out.

‘as sllek. anil nei,’
th2 driver's seat and moticned Rhayadzr to sit beside him,
shat felt like throe Gf
fittin thom into a medium-al tituds

The general got into
They

s. In moments thz autopilot vas
traffic pattarn.

. The general siung around in his seat to face Rhayadsr. "You're
"No, I don't know," he answvarsd truthfullyiv.He'd hav: suorn
‘ith official markings he'd sz2en at *

that same fast black flitter

port had also arrived at the policz station just as they warz lzav-

ing. .omeonz elsc
ras General wan's
"IIO"

vag .after him.
gam2? -

much do you krnor about ths

ho? 'And for that matter, hat

situation you're in, Rhayaler?"

He answverced slouly, making his account as neutral as possiblz.-

"A steuvardess asked me t¢ deliver a messag: for hor.

>h2 sald she

beclonged to a group that as afrald of a coup of scme king by a

group of officers, and
the message
fitably. I know
I refuszd to deliver the messagez.

I was then accused of her murder.,"
"That®s not all by a buckzstful

.. The general laughad.
cautious. That's gcod, I 1lika
belon% to th: Pooulhat lzague,

to

"I am indezd.
think: ‘I'm a

us thﬁre arsa

of the Cabal. He kept dz: ”Pm'n
"There are three or "‘* fac

took you a*ay frém' him He mis

ry. H° yonft suspect-
"3 1ist of th2 co-o

vas uworking for me and the Popul
actual contﬁnm of thz2 matri

4 5
—

ras trying to prevent i't.
ras the Jocatlon of a ship that couldd b: salvaged pro--
that the ship she named hags already been salvagad.

and the merocry matrli- is
Then you're not really tha Port Cermander?’

And a member of the Cabal as 73ll -~ 0r SO they
sleeper, my boy, and vhen they stagv_thelr coup the
Cabal ‘i3 g01ny to bz viry surpris=d vhan they fi:

hat abcut the 9001r aymatta Cre ‘/'oc:n‘>
tha matei--
tions irdids the Cabal;
t have rJu it deim to factional rival-
Jat did ke
rJlﬁle) c¢f secr:t tases.
atﬁ"ard=ss 'as a mermber of ‘a 3px ring.” .
',0 sh2 was,though not tho k“ti ke neant you to think.

she claimez] that -

This merning she iias found dead-
You' re
safs nowr. I
for men"

seelit. But you'rs

nd out hoy many of -

I thoucht he was part
frca ne, "
then I %o

thas matei.: ~rag?®
. He said-thz“

Canle iy

Jhe -

st Licague against the Cabal. The

a list of officers in the other

to systoms -~ Kolgadan and Kolgavon -~ -rhe can be coufited om to

slde against thz Catal <hen ta“J

start

their counr. I had to re=o-



cover that before a geonuine Cabil memb:r got hold of it. I took you
abong with it to bz sure of getting it. You must still have it, or
they wauldn't have bren trying to keep you aray from me.”

RE T o miite protﬂstpﬂ Rhayadzr. "I told you, I refused to
taks it from thz stavarides
-~ ~The general .had- taken ov=r from ,the autopllot ani as landing
on an aprom by a rambling blue-tiled ‘housz. Thz caves of oth:r hou-
ses "rere visible here and thare b:» t'een tall bushes. The flittar
stopped and General Juan turncd to face Rhayader again. "Then hy
did she tell me sh:'d givan it to you 1n~t‘aﬂ of to Pon Gillock?"

"Jno tola you --"

"Not in so many words. But the meaning was clzar.

",h2 must have misunderstood me and sent th: messaze prematurc-
ly. I told her E'd think about it and t2ll h:r at breakfast. I in-
tendzd to ra:fusc definitely thon. But I never sa! har again.”

"Unh!" grunt:d the general. " 211, you're hare. Come on in
while-I decides what's to be done.”

The blg door s.rung open aheaid of them and the gensral 1l:d Rhay-
adsr through a bare entrahcz hall. There were t70 menservants,
chauffaur and butler perhaps, 'ho broke off a conversation rhen the
general cntered.

"dr. Rhayadﬁr vill be staying here for a short rhile.”

"Yeo, Jir- x

"Put him ne-t to our other guest."”

Hirko Rhayader 'ras turning toward:-the genzral to ask 1f he .o
could get in touch with the Triadic Mmbassy when a blor on the back
of his neck ovarbalaaced him into darkness.

Hz consisted of a throb of pain in th:2 midst of darknzss. A=
;areness cam2 back in qulick little rushes. H2 had a body vhose neck
had bzen hurt. Hz ras dirko Rhayalzr, and somzon: haij hit him.
Perhaps it vas dark because his zyes #ere closed.’.He opzanzsd thom,

H> ras lying on aibed in a room vith light y=llowr -alls and
celling. Thore tas a light on in onz corner. H2 looked tovard th:
light, and inczad at the spurti.of paln.

suak: alrzaly? But thon, thay don't ra
er than th:y have to." Th> spcaksr as still ¢
blinkz24 and look:4 again.

Thls time ha saw a younz mon not much older than hims:1f,
rounl-%houl' er2d, ctringy looking. His fac: iras bruiscd and there
ras vhat looked Iike a graveX burn on his foreh ad.

"Pon iGillock, Irpresumz.

-Th2 man froimed and gestureﬂ 2laboratzly at the celling.

"Bhe placz is:ibugged? “Irnevar doubted it. Ivondered if you
veraz Gillock becauze uan mentionzd th: name."

“Oh. I'd hopzd h: hain't got that far.” What's_been happening
outside?" 7 L

s5t2 2ffort hitting hari-
a blur; Rhayader .77



"And whn am I, and what am I doing in this. Your cour-

ier tried to get me to substitute for you. and ereryhady so far
. has. agsumed Iragréed. She was killed tefore I got azound %o

telling her tha*t I WAL s,aV1ng ~ut of things. Recuug. I'n in
the middle after all. : o

"Then wha® dﬁﬁ-beccme »f the - the message:

"Nobody seems t9 know,© Rhayade“ saids =

"Oh. Wno are-¥rul  And wny did she pick you?!

"Name ‘s 4irzi< Rhavader. I'm a Triadic. and was oa my way

home to the femily rmammlachurirg busiress when +whis haoppered.

.I woulda‘tr.even have nesn sn thay ship if T Hadn's had a notion

to-call 2n. a - fsxnex :lascrate who li-ven hmre. Nexb time I take

her to sbach 4% in f2é& of ¢oo d“lvs heTore the ship tnok off,
Thinking, of coumse. Shat I ~ould ge Shere and p’ck it up on
another, fiight «~~iDus Ghe next thing I magu, 184 walked-into

Quan's heands.” i 5! b ol 5 il
"And: what. ir Thiz message Sha's s~ imprriant tn your s
group ané the ge'c*"l sed Y, ‘ <

"Dorilly ac' i Saah At Gk eeins | [Ttk "ﬂu grer 7ind. cu* 'vou!“e
a dead nan.'

HThat's abeut wihah I ibaught, The ‘trouble fs) Lin prhba“—__
ly a dead nan alzendyr, Asid: Zuom $h2%, s thers.onch-a thing ©
as a Cxink: oL water in Derel® DRhayader Hried sit'ing vn, fouzd

ot

it wasn's ag had ag he'difagwaes, Me riukhed tthae hack of his
neck very gensly.  The —vingl '
eral dexrs,

"IF1x ges yora glass. ¥ Giliook said. "He wan% ‘through a
n..

door. ' THera wa~ 1 gAm=d ¢ running water ‘and he.nem
a glassful. "Miabis 53 botiinacms tha ~%hen dncs o a alrse’,
You'll prohably ge’ your zlnther Lack afver *he e ween taken
apart and Been pus back +tizebher.H : o

1 "“What 1istle I have. A1ﬁﬂ"t m'e“v"\"‘g pans on ahe?tn +o
Capellas; T cniw.azan’ 57 ep2nd & ¢y “ieo hare s neging: iy 1T
friend. I w=3.galn t:&wg‘* home 1'he*‘ Maanls.* He drank:
the water axnd S?ﬁvd-?ﬁ. . : '

W reilhe Ml dn ofTEhe ooy migedstind, varic:s pﬁps.bl_i,ies to

O‘H

“him. e anavmed sthere Twas na piuint L dnring to ge’ out byl”

the -dozzy and” a'look-iiie: ¥he “hathror— .oanfinrme” the .conpléte
atsence rI-windiws. - 2 Lapped tha gl 265 2 the sheifies i He
had put i% downsrand wen® back lo fhz F¥hew zaom wikh it in hls
4 28 o o B o o Rl W o O o T RS S 'y Lot i Pt {2650 Bl Foda K s Lok - g L
‘Rhayader maved "1_,4u77 into thi=2 ‘cilomes., O one side''was
the 'tathnocecr,. ‘The oshen cide was tws mefenss.shorims- thercan—~
ner» 6f ‘the woem, &nd Hlasre was nrokazly anobthesr closet there.
But 'the back rmast uqa“- IS wa1| with sime nthe“ roam ﬂf the
] > 1b i -2 R 0

a vacatiocn I111 s*av ir the Groead Todad ! As 4o wiyr she picked
me ~- somehovw she go5 she WM PassSies AT I was iy, and had
.gaid too much when: shp4"ﬁr*ﬂ sut I wacﬂ'ﬁt A ¢ .30 she expected’
.- me to. be gallant and- “r;e i T o e e <
'FMY nessage was Gelayed, *hen.V eaid \1llcck. "I warned

arl with


look_k.it

house. DProtatly empty . ... but that was to e found out. He
but the mouth of the glass to the wall and his ear to the tot-
tom of the glass. _

His 1mprovlsed amplifier brought him, at first, only a few
scrapd of voice. He waited. Another v01ce spoke, closer and
clearer: "You tungled, I tungled, mayte we toth did. I'm still
not sure he ever had it, Croyson."

"I had searched the catin of the stewardess quite thorough-
1y tefore she returned from her meeting with Rhayader. Immedi-
ately on leaving him she gave the signal officer -the message
you intercepted, and went directly to her own 'catin. I search-
ed her person w1th equal thoroughnecs .

The dry, clerkish voice of Croyson, the National Securlty
agent, reporting to Juan did not really surprise Rhayader. The
system 1s oi:d. First the bully, then the friendly treatment --
and he'd almost believed in quan himself. Except that a sleep-
er doesn{t tell a chance acquaintance that he is one.

"Never mind all that." It was General quan's voice again.
"Get on with opening his precious case. ZEven: if he's swallowed
the keys, or whatever it takes, you ought to te abtle to crack .
ot :

Croyson's voice died away to a mutter.

"Take it along, then,!'! the general said. S al 80 upstalrs
and see if anything's show1ng up in the transcriter."”

There was no more. Rhayader returned-the glass silenily to
its shelf and sat down on a straight chair to think. .

Sooner or late“ they'd get into his gadget tag and find the
memory matrix wasn't there after all. They would give his other
belongings a really thorough examination then, eventually find-
ing it. But by that time they would know if they had any sense
—— and he didn't doubt for a minute that :they had plenty -— that
he had held onto it while denying so stuttornly that he had it
tecause he had used his very professional-looking gadgets to
read and identify the contents.

He wished he hadn't read it. Because once he'd done so, he
couldn't pass it on to anyone tut its rightful owneer. Even at
the Acadeny of War, psychometric profiles were made bty machine|-
by:the subject hlmsvlf end only the sutject had a copy. The
information in such a profile gave too much.power over a man to
te handed over to anyone else; it must te reserved for self-ana-
lysis. Rhayader had wcr2ed enough with his own profile tefore
he'd been drcvped fren the Academy to know that.

And since this profile was the object of so much assorted
skulduggery, it could cnly te that of one person: the Grand
Duke of Kolgay hinmself. VUhoever owned this profile would te
master of Kolgay; the Grand Duke would te his puppet.

Rhayader didn't want to stand by and let any man te made
a puppet.

But, right now, how was he going to prevent it -- and in-
cidentally, tut mote impsortant to him, get out of this alive?



Zut be nceded more.information. He hoped he could get it

by indirection.
=TSR suppose we get fed sometimes? What's the routine?" he .
asked.

"Not much chance there, iif that's ehat you mean. One man
brings in the. tray. The other stands outside with a blazer."

"Doesn't sound helpful," Rhayader agreed, tut he nodded
to himself.  Only two men.

He went to the bathroom door and set it half-open, then
stood by the outer door and noted just how much of the tathroom
could beiseen. Then he went into .the btathroom and lodked it
over carefully. When he was satisfied he took off his shoes,
culottes, and stockings, and stuffed them carefully with tow-
els. There were plenty of towels. When this was arranged to
suit him on the floor, he went through a pantomime to explain
to Gillock what he wanted done. After the second repetition,
.Gillock understood.

Rhayader stood in his shirt and undershorts half a pace’,
along the wall from the hinge-side of the outer door. He gave
Gillock the signal.

Gillock walked firmly to the bathroom, as Rhayader said
‘clearly, ' "There's one sure way out of this mess, and I'm going
to take it. So. long, Gillock."

~ Running water into a glass, Gillock answered "Wait! No,
don't do that!" Then he took a noisy gulp and threw the glass
down on the floor, whirled, and ran to the outer door. .

"Help! Get a doctor! He's dying! Help!" Gillock shouted
as he ran, and pounded on the door.

There were sounds of running in the hall and the door was

'kicked open in Gillock's face. "Back away from the door! Where
is he?"
’ Gillock retreated, pointing. "Over there. He took some-
thing." A N3

. The first man ran over to the "bOdJ " Behind the door,

Rhayader waited till the man with the tlazer had come far e-
nough into the room. Then he leaped forward, started the door
sw1ng1ng shut as he passed, and with the same economical neck
chop he'd so recently recelved hinself he dropped the gunman.
Even as he delivered the chop with his right hand, he was catch-
ing the slumplng body with his left, and he plcked -the falling
tlazer cui of mid-air. After all, he hadn't. been- exPelled from
the Acadeuwy ‘for underachievement.
St Easing his man to the floor, he looked to see what the o-
“ther was doing. That cne had realized that it was only a dun-
my in the tathroom and was turning toward him now. -Rhayader
snapped two quick bursts at him with the blazer and .he toppled.
They left at a run. Rhayader didn't even stop -to recover
his clothes, tut follcwed Gillock down halls and around corners
to the entryway. There was his overnighv case, lying where he
he must have dropped it when he was slugged, He gratted it and
kept moving.



Gillock. flung open the door to. the apron and was several
running steps out when he saw in the fan of light two flItters
with official markings. S

"Itls-the Pala Guard!" he shouted,. trying to halj, to turn =
A searchteam from one flitter blazed on him. .

Rhayader, just coming out the door, .skittered sideways
and into a bush. He saw Glllock fall with a patch of fire on
his shoulder..

The flitters had been in the apron long enough for a score
or more of armed men to have hidden themqelves ..Now, when
blazers began to crackle brittlely from the upper .windows of
the general's house, they .returned the fire from all sides.

Rhayader crouched very still. It wasn't as dark.as he had
supposed; though it was well past sunset clear blue light lay
everywhere Already he began to see dark silhouettes that
slipped from tree to bush, converging on- the door. In a moment
they would see him.

He tried desperately to fit the Pala Guard into this wild
game of coup and countercoup. He'd never had a.chance to get
word to the Triadic Embassy; there wasn't any hope that they
had come to rescue him. Unless -- the wild idea. spurted a mo-
ment's hope in him'-= 0ld Dess was something big in the Pala
Guard? Dess had known he was coming on the Kolgay Lady. The
flittersi.here had the same markings as the one at the spaceport
and at the police station. Had Dess been trying to get him out
of the plotters' hands all alcng? . _

But that.-was impossible,.cf course. When Dess resigned
from the Academy he'd said his father had just died and he had
to run the family business. Rhayader had the impression it was
some kind of estate management. That wouldn't describe even
an inherited Guard commission.

No, this was Jjust what it looked like: one military fac-
tion against another, tattling for the means of controlling the
Grand Duke. No safety here for Mirko Rhayader.

The men were massing close to the open door. How soon
would they see him?

Suddenly over the crackling crossfire of tlazers came a
clear, commanding voice.

"Forward! Fidelis, fidelis!"

"Fidelis!" Rhayader heard himself answer his former class$s
watchword, "Fidelis!" Byt had that commanding voice been Dess?

The Guardcsmen streemed past him and into the house, blaz-
ers at the ready. Rhesrader, struggling upright tehind the tush,
instinctively turned to follow them, tut a hand on his arm spun
him around.

"This way, quick! Behind the flitter -- get under cover!"

They flung themselves across the open space and sprawled
in the shelter of the flitter. Rhayader gasped, "Dess —-- it's
really you?"

"None other, bunkie. You've led me hell's own chase."




'"So it was you? . I noticed a couple of neéar-encounters i
while I was being dragged around quaint, exotic Kolgay. What
do you want?"

It's been bad, huh? Look I don't know and don't care
what you have that these nuts have been after. I've just been
trying.to get you out of whatever this hoohah is they've tangled
you up in."

"And you aren't playlng a hand in thls game of who ' s— got-
the-coup?" prodded Rhayader.

"Coup? Coupi@ietat?" Shock was unmlstakable in Dess'
voice... "You're sure?"

"As sure as I can be. And Ihm in a very tad spot yet.
Dess -~ was it to go into the Pale Guard that you dropped out
of the Academy?"

"Not exactly."

"I'd thought you were going 1nto a family business, you
see, and. theh -- here you are."

"That wasn't exactly it either." .

"The thing is; I have to know where you stand; I can't
figure this business out."

"On my honor, Mirkc, I swear you can trust me."

"All right." Rhayader took a deep breath. "I've acci-
dentally gotten hold of something that's of the utmost import-
ance to the safety of the Grand Duke. I won't turn it over to
anyone else. Can you wangle me a chance to see him?"

"Can I!" Dess chuckled. "Nothing easier. By the way, I
think this operation is about wrapped up: shooting's over, sa
I'1l just leave the boys to play with the.loose ends." He st
stood up.and shouted a few terse orders. '

"Yes," ‘he went on, "I knew o0ld Quan was up to something,
but I thought it was the usual sort of spy business and I could
take my time atout gettlng his whole organization. Then I lear-
ned he was about to grab you off your ship -- well, we won't
stand here talklng, do you have this thing 1n your bag there?
-- good, we'll go right over to the pakace." '

When Dess turned on the overhead light in the flitter,
Rhayader .got his first sight of him.- He-stared, utterly dumb:
founded. The total absence of rank-insignia on-the Guard's
uniform-wasr-not too surprising; but the face of the man who W
wore the uniform, though familiar, was not that of his old
friend.

"I'm afraid I was using a temporary face at the Academy,"
he said apologetically. "You'll understand that I had to be
incognito." '

"Grand Duke- Rodesso -- you, Dess!"

"Jt's the family business, unfortunately. Now what's this
mysterious whatsit that all the fuss was atout?" -

Rhayader reached into his overnight bag for the book shook
out the folded candy-wrapper, and tegan to work loose the Chlp
of stress-coded plastic from the candy smears that secured 1it.

"Here's what they all wanted so tadly," he said as he ¥
handed it over. "Your soul."

THE END



