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NOTE FOR THE READER

Much of this book’s action takes place in the future, and the
characters taking part in that action are, of course, future char-
acters. In the more than three hundred years postulated
tween the present and the novel’s setting, with a ma

reader of today.
As a reminder of this fact, fabricated
like typos or misspellings') are used for fla

These words hole
light, overniot.

ontribute to that future “flavoring.”
—Lloyd Biggle, Jr.
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BERNAL

hoofs on a forest road. “Some idiot peerlings o
frolic,” he told himself indifferently. He had spen
half of his life deep in this enemy Peerdom o &

fond of telling young scouts he survived
most alert when he was sound asleep.

stretched
his arms and legs luxuriously, an idered the one serious
problem he faced at that er his beard needed
nced, the weather mildly

and what direction they were going. Then helay b

warm, and his bed, fashion f ce accumulation of
leaves in the shelter of 3 drooping prickle bush, the
most comfortable he h nced in more than a tenite. He

the second ti i omposed himself for sleep.
The di ed across a bridge and left the

lumber . 1 continued to listen with closed eyes. An

ex ut in a thick forest was in no danger from a

racke on horseback. Almost subconsciously he ana-

lyz ounds he heard and pondered the question of
e ere were four horses or five. He decided on five.

He had begun to doze off again when his ear caught the
ping of dogs, and that brought him tensely to his feet. Dogs
eant the riders were Lantiff, the vicious, mounted warriors of
Lant, and the yapping meant they were on leash. The Lantiff
used dogs for only one purpose, tracking, and they leashed
them only when someone wanted a fugitive taken alive—which
never happened when the ferocious beasts ran loose.



