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Sowly and carefully-as befitted her years, which were many-the star tramp Caliban dippped down to
Port Forlorn. Caver, her Second Mate, looked out and down from the control room view-ports to the
uninviting scene below, to the viga of barren hills and mountains scarred by mine work-ings, to the greet
dag hegps that were dmogt moun-tains themsdves, to the ugly little towns, each one of which was
dominated by the tdl, smoke-belching chimneys of factories and refineries, to the rivers that, even from

this dtitude, looked like duggish streams of sewage.
o this, he thought, is Lorn, industrial hub of the Rm Worlds. This is the end of the penny section. This is where |
8¢t °ff- Ther€'s no further togo . ..

Captain Bowers, satisfied that the ship was riding down eeslly and safdy under automatic control,
turned to his Second Officer. "Are you sure that you want to pay off here, Mr. Cdver?' he asked. "Are

you quite sure? You're a good officer and wed like to
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keep you. The Shakespearian Line mightn't be up to Commisson standards, but it's not a bad outfit ..."

"Thank you, gr," replied Caver, rasng his voice dightly to make himsdf heard over the subdued
thunder of the rockets, "but I'm sure. | Sgned on in ElsSnore with the understanding that | was to be paid
off on the Rim. The Third's quite capable of taking over."

"You want your head read," grunted Harris, the Mate.

"Perhaps,”" said Caver.

And perhaps | do, he thought. How much of this is sheer masochism, this flight from the warm worlds of the Center
to these desolate Rim planets? Could it have been the names that appealed to me? Thule, Ultimo, Faraway and Lorn

"Theusud cross wind, blagt it!" swore Bowers, hadtily tumning his attention to the controls. The old ship
shuddered and complained as the corrective blasts were fired and, momentarily, the noise in the control
room rose to an intolerable leve.

When things had quieted down again Harris said, "It's dways windy on Lorn, and the wind is dways
cold and dusty and ginking with the fumes of burn-ing sulphur ..."

"Il not be staying on Lorn," said Calver. "I've been too long in Space to go hunting for a shore job,
especidly when ther€'s no inducement.”

"Going to try Rim Runners?' asked Captain Bowers.

"Yes. | hear they're short of officers.”

"They dwaysare" said Harris.

"Why not stay with us?" queried the Captain.

"Thanks again, sir, but ..."

"Rim Runners!" snorted the Mate. "You'll find
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an odd bunch there, Caver. Refugees from the In-terstdlar Transport Commisson, from the Survey
Service, the Waverley Royd Mail, Trans-Gdactic Clippers..."

"I'm a refugee from the Commisson mysdf," said Caver wryly.

Port Forlorn was close now, too close for further conversation, the dirty, scarred, concrete apron
rushing up to meet them. The Caliban dropped through a cloud of scintilleting particles, the dust raised
by her back-blast and fired to brief incan-descence. She touched, sagged tiredly, her structure cresking



like old bones. The sudden slence, as the rockets died, seemed unnaturd.

Harris broke it. "And their ships" he said. "Ther ships . . . All andient crocks, mogly worn-out
Epsilon Class tubs thrown out by the Commission just before they were due to collgpse from senile
decay ... I'mtold that they even have one or two of the old Ehrenhaft Drive jobs ..."

"Wamn't Caliban once Epsilon Sextants?" asked Caver mildly.

"Yes But she's different,” said Harris affec-tionately.

Y es, thought Calver, remembering the conversartion, standing at the foot of the ramp to the airlock,
Caliban was different. A worn-out Epsilon Class wag-on she may have been-but she dill had pride, just
as her Master and officers ill had pride in her. This Lorn Lady was a ship of the same class, probably
no older than Caliban, but she looked a wreck.

Cdver looked down at his shoes, which had been highly polished when he left his hotel, and saw that
they were dready covered with athick film of dust. A
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sidewise glance at his epaulettes-the new ones, with their Rim Runners Second Officer's braid, on the old
jacket-told him that they, aso, were dusty. He disliked to board a ship, any ship, untidily dressed. He
brushed his shoulders with his hand, used a hand-kerchief, which he then threw away, to restore the shine
to his shoes. He climbed the shaky ramp.

There was no airlock watch-but Calver had learned that the outward standards of efficiency di-minished,
amogt according to the Law of Inverse Squares, with increasing distance from the Galactic Center. He
shrugged, found the telephone.

After studying the selector board he pressed the button labelled Chief Officer. There was no reply. He
tried Control Room, Purser and then Captain, then re-placed the useless instrument in its dip, and opened
the inner airlock door. He was agreeably surprised to find that the manua controls worked easily and
smoothly. He picked up his bags and went into the ship. He was familiar enough with the layout of this type
of vessel and went straight to the axia shaft. The newer Epsilon Class vessels boasted a light elevator for
use in port. Calver was not amazed to discover that Lorn Lady did not run to such a luxury.

There was somebody clattering down the spiral stairway in the axia shaft, the stairway that led up to the
officers accommodation. Calver stood there and waited. The owner of the noisy feet dropped into view.
He was a man of Calver's age, no longer young. His uniform was tight on his stocky frame; he wore Rim
Runners epaulettes-the three gold bars of a Chief Officer with, above them, the winged wheel- but his cap

badge was an elaborate affair of stars and rockets surmounted by an ornate crown.
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He looked up a Caver when he reached the deck, meking the tal man suddenly conscious of his
gangling height. He said, "Youll be the new Second. I'm the Mate. Maclean's the name. Welcome
aboard the Forlorn Bitch." He grinned. "Wel, she looks it, doesn't she?"

They shook hands.

"Il take my bags up to my cabin," said Calver. "I've seen enough of Port Forlorn to last me a long
time o, if you like, I'll do the night aboard.”

"Night aboard? There's no shipkeeping here" laughed Maclean. "And theres no cargo working
to-night, either. The night watchman will be on duty in an hour or so, and he'sfarly reiable.”

Calver |ooked as shocked as he felt.

"I know how you fed," said the Mate, "but youll get over it. | used to fed the same mysdf when | first
came out to the Rim-after the Roya Mall it seemed very dovenly.”

"I'm afraid it does."

"You're out of the Commisson's ships, aren't you?'

"Yes."

"I thought as much. You're a typicd Commisson officer-middie-aged before your time, giff and
darchy and a gtickler for regulations. It1l wear off. Anyhow, up you go and park your bags. Il wait for
you here. Then well go and have a couple or three drinks to wash this damned dust out of our throats."

Cdver dimbed the spird staircase and found his cabin without any trouble. It was, to his ridf,
rea-sonably clean. He left his bags under the bunk, went down to the airlock to rgoin Maclean. The two



men waked down the ramp together.
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"You'll not find Commission standards here,” sad the Mate, taking up the conversation where
he had dropped it. "Qr, come to that, Royd Mall stan-dards. We keep the ships safe and reasonably
clean -and reasonably efficient-but there's neither mon-ey nor labor to spare for spit and polish.”

"So I've noticed.”

"So | noticed, too, when | fird came out to the Rim. And if | hadn't told Commodore Sr Archibad
Sndair to his face that he was a blithering old idiot I'd ill be in the Royd Mail, sill kegping my night
aboard in port and making sure that a proper airlock watch was being maintained, and all the rest
of it..." He paused. "Theres anot bad little pub just outside the spaceport gates. Fed like trying it?'

"Asyou please" said Calver.

The two men walked dowly across the dusty apron, past cranes and under gantries, through the gates
and into a street that seemed lined with fac-tories and warehouses. The swinging Sgn, the big bottle with
vanes and ports added to make it ook like a rocketship, was, even though sadly tarnished and faded, a
note of incongruous gaety.

The pub was better ingde than out, dmost achiev-ing coziness. It was, a this early hour of the
evening, precticdly deserted. Caver and Maclean sat down at one of the tables, waiting only a few
seconds for attention. The datternly girl who served them did not ask for their order but brought them a
bottle of whisky with graduations up its Side, two glasses and a jug of water.

"They know me here" said Maclean unneces-sarily. He filled and raised his glass. "Here's to crime”
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Caver sipped hisdrink. The whisky was not bad. He read the labd on the bottle, saw that the liquor
hed been digtilled on Nova Caedon. It wasn't Scotch -but here, out on the Rim, the price of the genuine
artide would have been prohibitive.

He said, "Would you mind putting me into the picture, Maclean? They were very vague in the office
when | joined the Company.”

"They dways are," the Mate told him. "They're never quite sure which way is up. Besdes-you hadn't
yet 9gned the Articles, you had yet to bind yoursdf, body and soul, to Rim Runners. | suppose you
noticed the Secrecy Clause, by the way?'

"I did."

"I suppose you thought it a rather odd dause to find in a merchant ship's Articles of Agreement. But
it'sthere for a reason. Your predecessor Sgned it- and ignored it. That's why he's doing his spel in the
mines, under guard ..."

"What! Surely they wouldn't ..."

"They would, Caver-and in his case they did. Bear in mind that Rim Runners is just about a
gov-ernment shipping line and that dl of us are, auto-maticdly, officers of the Rim Navd Reserve. . .

"Anyhow ..." He glanced around him, made sure that there was nobody within earshot. "Anyhow, this
isthe way of it. Until very recently Rim Runners owned only a handful of ships and served only four
plangtary systems-those of Thule, Ultimo, Faraway and Lorn. Just puddie-jumping by our standards,
Calver-our old standards, thet is. Even s0, they had to keep on recruiting officers from the rest of the
Gdaxy. They don't like Deep Space, these Rm Worlders, they're scared of it. | suppose that it's
be-cause for dl their lives they've been hanging over the

8 A. BERTRAM CHANDLER

edge of the Ultimate Pit by their eyebrows.

"But the Rim Government wants to expand, wantsto become sufficently powerful to be able to
thumb its nose a Earth and the Federation. As you know, the Survey Service has dways neglected the
Rim. So Rim Runners put their own survey ships into operation. They made a sweep to the Gaactic
West-and found the anti-matter suns and planets. There was no room for expanson there. They ran to



the East and found norma meatter and quite a few stars with inhabited worlds. There's Mdlise, which is
practicdly dl water and inhabited by a race of intdligent amphibians. Theré's Tharn, which has yet to
build an indudrid dvilization but whose peo-ple are as near human as makes no difference.
There's Grallor, where the natives can just be classed as humanoid and have the firg beginnings of space
travel. There's Stree, with its philosophical lizards ..."

"l can see" sad Cdlver, "that I'll have to do some heavy boning up on the Filot Books ..."

Maclean laughed. "There aren't any Pilot Books, Caver. Not yet. When there are, itll be the likes of
us who've written them." He splashed more whisky into the glasses. "Anyhow, we're loading zinc and tin
and cadmium tomorrow for Port Faraway on Faraway. We load at Faraway for the
Eastern Circuit. How does that suit you?'

"The Eastern Circuit? The new worlds?'

"Aye

"Sounds interesting. But you dill haven't made this secrecy business clear.”

"The Rim Government,” said Maclean patiently, "wants to form its own Federation, out here on the
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Rim, wants to have the whole thing sewn up tight with pacts and treaties and trade agreements before
any Survey Service ship comes nogng out this way. All known Federation agents have been rounded up
and are beng kept in protective custody. Pickering, your predecessor, was an ex-Lieutenant
Commander out of the Survey Service and had the odd idea that he dill owed them loydty-in spite of the
Court Martid that was the cause of hisleaving them ..."

"And are you loyd to the Rim?" asked Calver. "I know that there's no likelihood that the Kingdom of
Waverley will ever cast covetous eyes on this sector of the Gaaxy-but suppose they did?"

"I'm a Rm Worlder," said Maclean a lagt. "I wasn't born out here, but the Rim has dways had its
apped for me. It's alast frontier, | suppose, and will be until some genius comes up with an intergdactic
drive. . . And out here one can be a spaceman, ared gpaceman, without dl the time being tangled up in
red tape . . . And now there are the new worlds, and therell be more of them ..." He looked around.
"The dump's filling up. No more shop tak."

As he sad, the place was filling up. There were roughly-dressed men from dockside, mines and
fac-tories, a few overly-nest men from offices. There were women-some of them drably and dowdily
respect-able, others whose skimpy dress, too red lips and ov-erly made-up faces were like a uniform.
There was adim gifl who began to wring a plaintive melody from a piano accordion. She flashed a amile
a the two spacemen as she played.

Maclean sang Softly intimeto themusic:

"Exiled from home
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By woman's whim,
WEI ever roam
AndruntheRim..."

"This" said afemde voice, husily attractive, "is where he usudly starts to cry into hiswhisky ..."

"That's a lie, Arlen," said Maclean, "and you know it."

Cdver turned in his char. He saw the Purser, whom he had dready met, and, beside him, a tal
woman with the slver bars of a Catering Officer on her epaulettes. She was a little too dim for
conven-tiond prettiness and her features were too strong and bore the ineradicable marks of past dran.
There was a gartling slver streak in her burnished, dark hair.

Shesaid, "You'll be Cdver. The new Second.”

"l am," said Calver.

"I'm Arlen. Chief cook and bottle washer."

She extended a dim, strong hand. Calver took it. Her eyes, he noticed, were a blue so deep as to be
amog black. Her amile was allittle crooked, which made it no less attractive.



Fender, the little Purser, bustled up with two extra chairs, set themin place noisly. The sullen waitress
brought more glasses.

Arlen sat down gracefully. She said, "Try to im-agine that you're back in the Royd Mail, Maclean. Be
agentleman and pour me a drink."

The Mate poured drinks.

"Weére dl lushes on the Rim, Caver," said Arlen. (She had, he decided, dready taken more than a
few on board.) "Were dl lushes, even though we've learned the hard way that drinking solves nothing.

But we don't like happy drunks. The last Second
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Mate but one, Walis, he was a happy drunk. He was so happy that he could never be trusted with the
loading. It was dl one to himif the center of gravity was up in the control room or somewhere under the
man venturi. But Maclean's not like that. Maclean will cry into hiswhisky, and pour a little of it over that
absurd Royad Mail cap badge that he ingsts on wearing, and will stagger back on board tonight full of the
woes of dl the Universe as wdl as his own- and God hdlp the stevedore if he stows one dab of zinc a
millimeter out of place tomorrow!"

".Stow it, Arlen," said Maclean.

"Areyou ahappy drunk, Calver?' she demanded.

"No," he said.

"Then you're one of us. Youll make a red Rm Runner, kimming the edge of Eternity in a
super-annuated rustbucket held together with old sring and chewing gum, and taking a masochidtic
pleasure in it. You've run away from yoursdf until you can't run any further, and theres a sort of
desperate joy in that, too. You don't drink to forget. You don't drink to get into a state of maudlin,
mindless happiness; you drink to intengfy your fedings, you ..."

"Stow it, Arlen!" snapped Maclean.

She got to her fet. "If that's the way you fed," she said coldly, "I'd better leave.”

"Can't aman have a drink in peace without dl this amateur psychiatry?' complained the Mate. "I drink
because | like drinking. Period."

"Goodnight,” she said.

"I'll see you back aboard,” said Calver.

"No thanks" she told him. "I'm a big gil now. I'm not afraid of the dark. Would | be with Rim

Runnersif | were?"
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Caver saw that the woman with the accordion was drifting towards the table, was ailing & Maclean,
that Fender was dready exchanging glances with one of the bold-eyed girls He knew how the evening
would develop and he wanted no part of it. He stood up, put his hand under Arlen's elbow and began to
steer her towards the door.

"Goodnight, Maclean,” he said. "Goodnight, Fender."

"What's the hurry, Calver?' asked the Mate. "The night's a pup.”

"I'm rather tired," said Calver.

"All right. Seeyou intheayem.”

The musdan and the other woman did into the vacated seats as Caver and Arlen reached the door.
The waitress was bringing another bottle of whisky.

Cdver glanced back to the table. "It looks like being a dog of anight ..."

"What night isnt?' countered Arlen bitterly.
it was cold outside, and the gusty wind filled their eyes with dust. It was not the sort of night on which
one finds pleasure in Sargazing-yet Calver looked to the sky. The great, gleaming lens of the Gaaxy was
amog set, only one last gimmering parabola of cold fire visble low in the west. Overhead the sky was
dark, the blackness intendfied by the sparse and dm nebulosties that were the unreachable idand
universes



Cdver shivered.

"It's. .. It'sfrightening," whispered Arlen. "It's worse, somehow, seen from a planetary surface. Yet it
hes something ..."

"Something?' heasked. "Or . . . nothing?"

"There are easer and faster ways of finding noth-ing,” she said.

Cdver fdt aflare of anger and began to appreciate how, at times, her shipmates found this woman
hard to live with. He asked brutaly, "Then why didn't you take one?'

13
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"Why didn't you?" she countered. "Il tdl you. Because you'e like the rest of us. | don't know your
story, any more than you know mine, but something happened to smash the career that you were carving
out for yoursdf in the Commisson's service-some-thing that was your fault, and nobody else's. You hit
rock bottom-but you refused to admit it. Y ou de-cided, quite probably on a subconscious levd, that the
only salvation lay in a voyage-red and symbol-ica-to the very edge of the night ..."

Caver laughed harshly. "And does this fancy the-ory of yours apply to dl the Rm Runners?'

"Tomogt of us. Not to the Old Man-he was born out here, on Thule. The only thing that he's running
away from is the Grim Reaper; he's two hundred years old if he's a day. Fender's a Rim Worlder, too.
So's Levine, our PSonic Radio Officer.

"But there's Bendix, the Intersellar Drive Engi-neer-he's out of Trans-Gdactic Clippers. There's
Renaullt, the Rocket King-he was Reaction Chief of a Beta Class liner ..."

"I've heard of hm," said Calver. "I've never salled with him."

"Brentano, Electronic Radio, used to be in a re-spectable little outfit caled Cluster Lines. Old Doc
Maone had aflourishing practice in Port Austrd, in the Centaurian System. Maclean, as you know, was
with the Waverley Royal Mail ..."

"And you?' he asked.

"Ancther refugee from the Commission,” she said. "But | was ashore, on Earth, for a few years before
| came out here ..."

Cdver redized with a start that they had walked the distance from the tavern to the spaceport gate.
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The guard on duty-dert in spite of his dovenly ap-pearance-looked at them, a ther uniforms.

He said, "Good evening, Mrs. Arlen. Back early tonight.”

"Somebody has to be up in the morming to cook breakfast for these space-hounds,” she said.

"And this gentleman?’

"Our new Second Officer."

The guard looked from the photograph that he had produced from his pocket to Caver's face,
nodded curtly. He pressed the button that opened the gate. Arlen and Calver passed through. Ahead of
them was the ship, black againgt the dark sky, only adim glimmer of yedlow light shining from the airlock.

"The Forlorn Lady," sad Arlen. "The poor old For-lorn Bitch. When | hear people taking about
her | dways wonder if they're referring to the ship, or tome.. . . But | have every right to be forlorn. Do
you know whet they used to cdl me? Cdamity Jane Lawler. But that was before | was married. It's
Calamity Jane Arlen now ..."

They waked dowly up the rickety ramp to the air-lock, Calver steedying the girl with his aam. They
got past the watchman-an ex-spaceman by the looks of him, and a heavy drinker-without waking him.
They dimbed the spird staircase to the officers flat.

Arlen led the way into the little pantry adjoining the messroom, switched on the percolator. In a
mat-ter of seconds it began to chuckle softly to itsdf. She drew two mugs of the bitter, black brew.

"Sugar, Caver? Cream?"

"Just sugar, thanks."



"I don't know why | drink this muck,” she said. "It'll sober me up, and | don't want to be

sober.
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When I've had afew drinks | can accept the coldness, the londiness, and make them part of me. When
I'm sober, they . . . They frightenme ..."

"Lawler,” said Galver dowly, ignoring what she had just said. "Lawler . . . Cdamity Jane Lawler . . .
The namerings abdl. Weren't you in Alpha Scorpii a one time?'

"Yes" she sad flatly. "I was. It was when there was the outbreak of food poisoning, and some fool
pointed out that something horrid aways happened aboard any ship that | was in. Hence the name. It
stuck. The worst of itisthat | do seem to be an acci-dent prone sort of person, even ashore. When | |eft
the Commission's service, when | married, the caamities il kept on coming. So ..."

"So? What did happen?’

"What happened to you?" she demanded in reply. "We don't know each other wdl enough yet to
dart swapping life stories. | doubt if we ever ddl.”

Cdver finished his coffee. He said, "Goodnight, Arlen.”

"Goodnight," shereplied dully.

Feding suddenly both helpless and usdless, Caver left her there in the little pantry, went to his cabin
and turned in.

He was surprised at the speed with which he was able to adjust hmsf to the rather dovenly routine
of Lorn Lady. She was pitifully shorthanded by the stan-dards to which he was accustomed; there was
no Third Officer, there were no junior enginegrs for either the Interstelar Drive or the Reection Drive,

and the Surgeon was aso the Biochemist and, as such, wasin charge of hydroponics, tissue culture
THE RIM OF SPACE 17

and the yeast and dgee vats. There were no cadets to do dl the odd jobs that were benegth the dignity
of the officers. Such jobs were done, if they were essen-tid; otherwise they remained undone.

SHety fird, Maclean had said. Safety First. Effi-ciency second. Spit and polish this year, next year,
some time, never. Yet the gleaming, ever-precessing gyroscopes of the Mannschenn Drive Unit sang
softly and smoothly, with never a sammer; and the pumps that drove the fluid propdlant into the furnace
of the Rile functioned with a rdiahility that could have been the envy of many a better found vessdl. Old
Doc Maone was an efident farmer, and there was never a shortage of green salads or fresh meet in the
mess, the algae served only as ar and water purifiers, never as article of diet,

Yet she was old, was Lorn Lady. Machinery can be renewed part by part, but there comes a time
when the shdl plaing of the hull holding that same ma-chinery is dmaost porous, when every gructura
member is weakened by the fatigue that comes to dl metd with the passage of the years.

She was old, and she was tired, and the age of her and the fatigue of her were mirrored in the fral
body of Captain Engels, her Master. He was the oldest man whom Caver had ever met, even in Space
where, barring accidents, extreme longevity is the rule rather than the exception. A few sparse strands of
ydlowish hair straggled over the thin, transparent parchment covering his skull. His uniform was too big
for the fragile, withered body it covered. Only his eyes, pale blue and bleak, were dive.

He worried the officers very little, kegping to his own accommodation most of the time. Y et any minor
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mafunctioning, any deviaion from norma routine, no matter how trivia, would bring him at once to the
control room. He would say nothing, yet his mere presence would induce in the mind of the officer of the
watch a sense of gross inadequacy and, with it, the resolve not to let the thing, whatever it might have
been, occur again.

There was very little camaraderie aboard the ship whilst she was in Space; watch and watch routine
gives smdl opportunity for socid intercourse. But, Caver decided, there would not have been much
so-cid life even if the ship had been adequately manned. She carried too heavy a cargo of regrets. With



Maclean he might have struck up a friendship, but the only times they met were a the changes of
watches. He would have liked to have gotten to know Jane Arlen better-but she kept him, as she kept 4l
the others aboard the ship, a arm's length.

The voyage to Faraway passed, as dl voyages pass. There were no emergencies of any kind. The
landing a Port Faraway was dow and panful, old Captain Engds refusng to trust the auto pilot and
treating the ship as though she were an extenson of his own aged and brittle body. Once she was
berthed, discharge and loading progressed according to plan.

Cdver had free time when Lorn Lady was in port. He did not particularly want it, but redized the
faly of saying aboard the ship. On the evening of the day of arival he changed into his least shabby
uniform and then went to Arlen's cabin to see if she would come with him; she told him curtly that she
was busy and that one Rim World city was as bad as the next anyhow. He left her checking stores,
walked down
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the ramp from the airlock and on to the gpron. He was obliged to admit that Arlen was right. From the
spaceport Faraway looked like Lorn. The ar was a little purer, perhaps, but was just as chilly and as
dugty. There was no warmth in the westering sun, no light and color in the world.

He took the monorail from the spaceport to Faraway City. It was hard for a stranger, like
him-sdf, to tdl where the indudtrid suburbs ended and the city proper began. All the buildings were low,
dl drab and in various stages of dilgpidation. Even though the sun was down when his journey was
ended, there was a marked shortage of bright lights

Across the gtreet from the monorall station was a hotd-Rimrock House, proclaimed the flickering
neon sgn. Caver waked across to it, went fird into the bar. The whisky, he soon discovered, was
inferior to the rotgut didtilled by old Doc Mdone. After his sec-ond drink he went into the hotd
restaurant, ordered amed. He did not enjoy it. Whoever had cooked it could have taken a few lessons
from Arlen, with ad-vantage.

He was grimly amused to see that the couple a the next table shared his low opinion of the Rimrock
House cuisne. He could not hep overhearing some of their comments. Ther accent was familiar, and
brought a wave of nogtdgia with it. Earth, he thought. But what are they doing here? They must be
tour-ists. But who 'd come out to the Rim for pleasure?

The man got abruptly to hisfeet, stalked out of the restaurant. The girl remained seated, caught
Caver's eye and grinned ruefully. She said, "Grim, isnt it? It was too much for my brother. He's gone up

to hisroom to nurse hisindigestion ..."
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Now that the gil had spoken to him, Caver was able to look a her without rudeness. There were
pretty women, and even beautiful women, on the Rim Worlds-but dl of them were lacking in finish, dl of
them ruined what had been given them by Na-ture with unsuitable dothing and accessories. This girl,
obvioudy, had been brought up to regard the adornment of her face and body as an art, as afine art. No
beauty doth she miss, thought Caver, remember-ing the words of an old poet, when all her robes are
on. But beauty's slf she is when all her robes are gone. . .

"We thought that we should be playing safe by having something smple” she went on. " Steak Diane .
.. That wasn't asking too much, was it?"

"Onewould think not," admitted Caver.

"I saw you meking faces over your dinner,” she said.

"Lobster Thermidor,” he told her. "But I'd hate to meet the arthropod that was masguerading as a
lobster. My guessisthat it was just an oversized cockroach ..."

Her face, even with the grimace of disgudt, was at-tractive-and her laugh was even more so, its Slvery,
tinkling quaity somehow meatching the gleaming platinum of her hair. She said, "Will you join me for
brandy and coffee in the Lounge? I'll get them to bring down a bottle of the red suff from my room.
Even though Napoleon never dipped his beak into it, it's dill the produce of France ..."



"Thank you," said Calver.
He got to his feet when he saw that the girfl was about to rise, escorted her from the restaurant to the
Lounge, to a table in a dimly-lit corner. He heard her ask the waitress to send somebody to her

room,
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heard the other woman say, "Certainly, Miss Verrill. . ."

Hesad, "From Earth, MissVerill?'

"How did you know?"

"I heard the waitress address you by name."

"I meant, how did you know that | was from Earth?"

"The accent is obvious. You're from Earth, from one of the English spesking nations. North America
... Infact, Virginia....."

"Youreright, Mr __ 7'

"Calver."

"Mr. Calver. Also from Earth. With the in-defingble accent, the amdgam of accents, of the true
gpaceman. But | didn't know that there were any big ships in port.”

"There aren't.”

"I must be dipping. When | saw you stting there | thought that you were atypica 1.T.C. officer out for
an evening's slumming, seeing how the poor live..."

"lwas inthel.T.C.," said Calver shortly.

"And now?"

"Rim Runners."

"Oh, yes. Rm Runners. They're the locd ship-ping line, aren't they?"

"They are."

The waitress brought the coffee. With it, on the tray, there was the bottle of brandy, the two baloon
glasses. The coffee was vile. The brandy was not.

Cdver fdt its warmth cregping through him. It was pleasant here, away from the ship, pleasant to be

seding anew face, ligening to a fresh voice. Even though the meal had been almost inedible, there
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were compensations. This was the sort of life that he had run away from (or been driven away from?)-
the pleasant chatter over a glass of good liquor, the companion a whom other men looked with envy.
And perhaps . . .

Perhaps . ..

And why not? he asked himsdf. A beautiful wom-an, unattached, londly ... So she's got her brother
with her. So what? No matter wha the mores of the ret of the Gdaxy might be, Earth had I€ft the
Vic-torian era centuries behind.

"l envy spacemen,” the girl was saying.

"Why? Thelifeés not bad at times-but a times it's not good.”

"What | envy,” she said, "is the here today and gone tomorrow philosophy.”

Promising, he thought, studying her face in the dim, flatering light. He decided that she was not as
young as he had firg thought, but that did not matter. She was an attractive woman, and an avalable
womean, and he, despising the spaceport trollops, had been too long without a woman.

"Love'emandleave'em ..." shewent on.

"Too right,” he agreed. Then, "This is rather absurd. | don't even know your given name."

"Does it matter? 'Darling' is safe. Stick to that and you can be as aisent-minded as you please” She
amiled again-and there was definite promise in the amile. "But if you mugt know-it's Sonya ..."

"It rather suits you," he said. "If it wasn't for that Virginian accent-but | like it-you'd look fine with one
of those Russian hounds, a Borzoi, on a leash. . ."

"So I'm the Grand-Duchess-in-exile type?"
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"You could be, at that. But a human Grand Duchess, not a femae with a mixture of ice water
and indigo in her veins. As for the 'in-exile part- any dvilized person is in exile out here”" He added,
"You especidly.”

"And you. You beong to big ships, not the scruffy little tramps that run the Rim." She sipped
her drink, looking at him over the rim of her glass with violet eyes in which there was more than a hint of
promise. "Far exchange is no robbery. What do they cdl you when you're up and dressed?”

"Cdver. But take away the uniform and it could be Derek."

"It rather suits you. Derek . . . Derrick . . . Puts mein the mind of something tal and angular ..."

"Theorigind Derrick, after whom derricks were named, was a public hangman,” Calver told her.

"Need we be so morbid, Derek?’

"We needn't, Sonya."

"Then let's don't. Or don't let's. You know what | mean, anyhow." She raised a dim wris, looked &
the tiny, jeweled watch that seemed more ornament than precision insrument. "If | know my darling
brother he's away by now, drowning that vile dinner in one of the low groggeries he's so partid to. If you
don't mind, I'll dip upstairs and make sure. His room's next to mine, and he's indined to be just a little
old-fashioned and suffy . . . Don't bother to get up. | shan't be long."

Cdver watched her walk towards the door. She waked as a woman should walk-not flaunting the
dendernesses and the curves below her beautifully-cut dothing, but not meking any secret of them,

seeming to move to inaudible music. He thought,
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She's what 1've been needing. It's a pity that the old Forlorn Lady will be such a short time in port, but Sonya might
still be here when we get back. Or she might cometo Lorn...

He thought, Careful, Calver, careful. You know what these rich bitches are like-or you should know. Once hitten,
twice shy. Don't get too deeply involved again. You heard what she said- 'Love 'em and leave 'em. . .

He saw the other woman standing by the door through which Sonya had passed-the tdl brunette,
handsome rather than beautiful (but who, given the correct simuli, would be beautiful), dimly elegant, too
eegant (as Sonya had been) for her surround-ings, somehow familiar.

She was looking & him intently, and her gaze was accusatory.

He wondered what specter this was from his past come to haunt him-then redlized that it was Jane
Arlen, drangein her avilian clothes.
inuniform she was a handsome woman. In her tai-lored gray costume, with the little, bright accessories
detracting from its severity, she was a little more than handsome. Beautiful? Caver decided-although
not rapidly-not. She would never be beautiful until she lost that hardness.

She walked dowly to the corner where Caver was dtting. He got to his feet, sketched the suggestion
of a bow.

She sad, "Doing yourself proud, aren't you?' He said, "1'd offer you adrink-but it's not mine to offer."
He added, "But | don't suppose Sonya would mind."

Shesad, "Sonyal Why not OlgaPopovsky?' "What the hell are you getting at, Arlen?" de-
manded Calver.

"The origind innocent abroad,” she sneered. "l suppose you think that she's after you for your good
looks. Or your bankrall. 1t's a well-known fact that dl Rim Runner Second Mates are millionaires”
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He retained a precarious grip on his temper. He said reasonably, "Ligten, Arlen, there's no need to be
adog. | asked you to come ashore with me, and you refused. Now, just because I'm having afew drinks
with an attractive woman, you go off at thedeep end ..."

She sat down abruptly.



She asked, her manner serious, "Caver, just what have you been tdling that tow-haired canine?!

"It's no concern of yours" he replied. "But, if you must know, weve just been exchanging light,
cv-ilized conversation-one of the commodities that's in very short supply out on the Rm."

"And that's all?

"That's all."

Sherelaxed alittle then, dlowed hersdlf to Snk back in the chair. She said, "I think | will have some of
this excellent brandy. Ask the waitress for another glass, will you? We may as wdl finish the bottle; your
precious Miss Verill won't be teking it where she's going.”

"Arlen, what isthis?'

She ignored the question, continued, "And if any-body wants to know in whose company
you've passed the evening, it's mine”

"| ill don't get what you'redriving a."

"Youwill," shetold him. "Youwill." Her eyes, that had been fixed on his, shifted their regard,
looked towards the door. A faint amile played over her firm mouth.

Cdver followed her glance. He saw the two men who had just come in, the two men who, in spite of

their dvilian clothes and casud manner, could only be police officers. They looked at him and at Arlen,
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their faces expressionless, walked purposefully to-wards the table.

One of them said, "Good evening, Mrs. Arlen. At firg | didn't recognize you in your finery."

"Hardly finery, Colond Trent. I've had this cos-tume for dl of five years"

"The age makes no difference to the cut,” said Trent. Then, "I don't think that 1've met this gen-tleman.”

"Colond Trent, Mr. Cdver," sad Arlen. "Mr. Wayne, Mr. Caver."

"New to Rim Runners, Mr. Calver?' asked Trent.

"Yes."

The police officer's keen eyes were making an in-spection of what was on the table-the bottle of
French brandy, the three glasses.

Hesad, "Been having adight party, | see”

"Yes" sad Cdver, feding the need for caution but sill not knowing why. "Care to join usin a drink?'

"Some other time, perhaps, when we aren't on duty. As a matter of fact we are looking for Miss
Ver-rill."

"She went upstairs to powder her nose,” said Arlen.

"Thank you, Mrs. Arlen. Well find her there."

When they were gone, Arlen said, "Yees, they'll find her there. And they'll dso find the concedled tape
recorder that was supposed to record everything you said ..."

"Areyou crazy, Arlen?'

"Far from it," she remarked, Spping her brandy. "Far fromit. | got the buzz that the Verill wench and

her partner were in town, sniffing around and on
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the look-out for somebody, anybody, from the ship. The pair of ‘'em will degpin jal tonight-and as many
nights heresfter as the trumped-up charge will hold 'em. My dear, innocent Mr. Calver-that wom-an is
one of the dickest operators in the Federation Secret Service. We, of course, are dill in the
Feder-ation-but the big boys have heard rumors of our impending secession and it's got 'em
worried. They've heard rumors of the new worlds to the Galactic East, too, and suspect some kind of a
tieup. So..."

"You mean," said Calver, "that sheis a spy?"

"You could cdl her that-although, at the mo-ment, with the Rim Planets among the Federated Worlds
still, she hasn't quite got that status ..."

"But Trent and the other fdlow were very . . . gullible”

"They know me."



"But what about the hotel staff?"

"They know me, too. | asked them to do me afa-vor, to say that | had dined here with you.
They knew that if they didn't do thet smal favor 1'd be doing no more amdl favors for them.” She amiled
her attractive, crooked amile. "After dl, I've never re-garded smuggling asasn.”

"l see" said Calver tiredly. "Anyhow, thanks for saving me from the mines"

"I didn't want the ship to be held up," she told him. Then, "I'm afraid this has rather ruined your night
onthetiles”

"It has, rather. But it could have been much worse. Thanks to you, it wasn't. Well, | suppose
that we'd better get back to the ship.”

"Thenight,” she said, "isyoung, and neither of usis senile”
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They finished the brandy between them and, as he was Spping the last glass, Caver thought regretfully
of the woman whose gift it had been-regretfully, but not too regretfully. After al, whatever had happened
to her was merdy one of the norma hazards of her professon. She would suffer a little indignity, a little
discomfort, and that was al-and then, her use-fulness a an end insofar as this sector of the Gdaxy was
concerned, would be returning to Earth or some other dvilized planet.

Even so-it could have been good.

And how much, wondered, Calver, would he have told her? A man in love-or a man infatuated-will
babble foolishly. But how much would there have been to tdl ? He had browsed through the log books
covering past voyages of Lorn Lady, hed been told by Maclean and the other officers much about the
com-mercid sde of the Eastern Circuit trade. He knew that large shipments of machinery were being
made to Tharn-and that was a contravention of Feder-ation lav. He knew that the people of
Grollor-who dready had interplanetary rockets plying between the worlds of their own system-were
importing manuas concerning the manufacture and operation of the Interstellar Drive. That was another
cime by Federation standards.

"Thereis only one word for this conversation,” said Arlen, bresking into his thoughts. "Saintillat-ing."

"Sorry," he said. "I was thinking."

"Poor boy," she murmured. "Did Mummy take away hislittle platinum-haired doll?"

"Mummy did just that,” he grinned.

"That's better. Aslong as you can see the funny side of things there's hope for you yet." She sgndled
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to the waitress. "Oh, Sue, we seem to have finished Miss VerrilFs excdlent brandy. | know tha you
can't supply another bottle of the same-but have you any of that tiger's milk of yours?'

"We have, Mrs. Arlen. I'll bring it right away."

"That'sa good girl, Sue" She turned to Calver. "It's alocd liqueur. It's got a fancy name-felis tigris.
Don't ask me how they get that striped effect, be-cause | don't know. Just drink it and enjoy it."

They drank it and enjoyed it-but it did nothing to loosen Calver's tongue.

At lagt Arlen asked abruptly, "How do you like the Forlorn Bitch?"

"Which one do you mean?' he countered, grin-ning.

"The ship, of course.”

"She's ... aship.”

"I know that. But how do you like her?'

"Shefeedswdl."

"I know that, too. Perhaps | should ask, how do you like the Rim?"

"l don't,” he sad frankly. "Even though I'm no telepath | can fed the waght of the mass fear, the
dread of the cold and the dark."

"Then why don't you go back where you came from?"

"You should know the answer to that question, Arlen. You were with the Commisson yoursdf. | was



Chief Officer of one of their big ships, and by leaving them | insulted them. That's the way that
they adwayslook at it. | can never get back."
"There are plenty of samdler lines, far superior to Rim Runners.”

"I know. And they run to ports also served by the
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Commisson. | should dways have the reminder of what could have been (what should have
been?) if ... I'd dways be seeing some big Alpha or Beta Class liner and thinking, | could have been
Master of her,

»feees" "|f what?"

Hesad, "l like you, Arlen, but I'm damned if I'm going to do a psychologica strip-tease just for your

She sad, "l hate to have to admit it-but | like you." She paused, sipped her drink thoughtfully. She
went on, "As you know very wedll, it's cusomary for the average spacewoman to have her steady from
among the officers of whatever ships she's serving in. I'm no prude-but I've never been like that. Maclean
tried hard when | fird joined Lorn Lady, but never got any place. Now, as you've seen, he's wdl content
with the chegp little trollops he finds in every port. Fender tried, too. The engineers and the radio men
have made passes.”

"So 7!

"Il be frank. Do you want me, Calver? If you do, | think that we should know a little more about each
other's backgrounds before we gtart anything.”

Calver looked at her. He thought, Such an arrange-ment could take the keen edge off the loneliness
for both of us. It can never replace what's been lost, but it could be . . . comforting. For her as well
as for me.

He said, "There's not much to tdl. | was, as you know, in the Commisson's service. | was Mate of
one of the big Beta Class wagons. \ was married, fairly happily, with two children ..."

"Goon," shetold him gently.

"Oh, it's an old story. It's always happening to
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somebodly. It's the sort of thing that dways happens to somebody ese-until it happens to you. Anyhow,
| met the woman, the only possible woman, you know -she was a passenger from Caribbea to Port
Aus-trd. (Funnily enough, her name was Jane, the same as yours.) There was the usud mess-resgnation
from the Commisson's service, divorce and dl the rest of it. Dorothy-my wife-remarried, happily | hope.
Jane and | married. Her father found me a shore job-a wdl-paid sinecure, actudly-in the firm of which he
was president. What the hdl does a spaceman know about the desgn and manufacture of personaized
wrig radios?'

"Sweet Fanny Adams, | should imagine” said Arlen.

"How right you are. Anyhow, it dl worked out not too badly for awhile until Jane began to redlize that
a spaceman aboard his ship and the same spaceman holding down an office chair are two different
animds Then the glamor began to fade ..."

"Glamor has nothing to do with pretty uniforms”™ she told him.

"Perhaps not. But there's the other, more rea glamor-the glamor of authority over men and ma-chines.
In ajob inwhich | could have pulled my weaght it might have been different. In a job where | was no
more than the boss's pampered son-in-law . . ."

"Y ou should have struck out for yoursdlf.”

"I should have. | redize that now. But there was so much that | wanted to be able to buy for Jane-
and so much that | could never have afforded if 1I'd started again a the bottom in some worthwhile

em-ployment. Anyhow, as | said, the glamor began to
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fade. And it went out like a snuffed candle the night that she went aone to a party to which | had not
been invited, returning unexpectedly to find me with a girl 1'd picked up in a bar. Cutting a long story
short, | didn't bother to pack. | just got out. Since then I've been drifting out towards the Rim. And now
I'm here."

She said, "I'm rather sorry for her. I'm rather sorry for both of them."
"Thank you," he said. "And what about me?" "Y ou're sorry enough for yourself," shetold him.
"Any sympathy from mewould be superfluous” "If that's the way you look at it ..." "That's the
way | look at it." "All right. Well, what's your story?' She shrugged. "Nothing much. Just that I've
aways been Cdamity Jane, and dwaysshdl be ..." "Far exchange™ heinagted, "fair exchange." "All
right, then. Y ou know about the reputation | had when | was with the Commission; it always
amazed me that they kept mein their employ. There are accident prone people to whom accidents
happen -and there are accident prone people around whom accidents happen. | come in the latter
category. But | thought that the jinx was licked at last. Like you, | met the only possible person during a
voyage. | left the Commission's service to get married. Wewere very happy. And ..." "And?’

"As| said, my marriage was very happy. A drunken surface car driver smashed it. He got off
without a scratch. So did 1"

He said, acutely conscious of the inadequacy of the words, "1'm sorry."
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"Sowas|. So am |." She stared into her empty glass. "Pour me another drink, Caver, will you?' He
obeyed. She went on, "You know, Calver, | like you. | think that | like you rather too much to see
any-thing happen to you. I'm afrad that if we do start anything between us, the old Cdamity Jane
busness will begin again ..."

"What have | got to lose?' he asked bitterly. Then-"That was rather selfish, wasn't it?"

"It was" she said. "It was." Agan she was dlent. She dmog whispered, "But you've been warned. If
you dill want to go through withiit ..."

"If you do, "he said.
the people of Tharn, where Lady Lorn mede its firg cdl, are human, except for very minor differences.
Thereis a greenish tinge to their complexions and the coloration of their hair is usudly either blue or dark
green. (There are, of course, other differences, but these are obvious only to the biologist.) Ther
women, however, are indubitably mammdlian.

It was on Tharn that Lorn Lady discharged the parcel of such tools and ingtruments as would be of
vaueto a people with only the beginnings of an in-dudrid technology. There was, for example, a large
conggnment of magnetic compasses; these would be in great demand among the fishermen and seamen.
There were such items as needles and scissors, and there were hammers, planes, chisds and saws.
There were stientific text books for the Temple University.

It was on Tharn that Lorn Lady discharged these .goods-and others-and on Tharn that she lay idle
until the commencement of loading the morning fol-lowing completion of discharge. So, after the evening

K3
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med, Caver and Jane Arlen went ashore together. The Mate and the Purser were dready ashore-they
did not ever, as Renault, Reaction Drive Engineer caudticdly remarked, waste one second of boozing or
wenching time. Renault, aided by Bendix and Bren-tano, was having to stay on board to overhaul his
propelant pumps. Old Doc Maone was playing chess with Captain Engels. Levine was in his cabin with
his dog's brain amplifier, trying (but in vain) to find out if there were any practicing telepaths on the
plandt.

Cdver and Arlen walked dowly from the primitive spaceport-no more than a fidd with a few
ware-houses around its periphery-to the town. The short-est way lay over rough heathland, but it was



pleasant to walk after the weeks of Free Fdl. The westering sun, bloated and ruddy, was behind them,
and in the planless huddle of buildings ahead of them the soft yelow lights primitive affairs of burning
netural gas, were aready soringing into being. Blue smoke from the chimneys of the town hung in layers
inthe dill air. There was the amd| of frog.

"Things" said Arlen softly, "are alat better now. | used to dread going ashore just as much as
| dreaded qaying aboard. Now, I'm beginning to en-joy it ..."

"I'm glad,” said Calver. Then- "But I'm a dranger here, Jane. Where do we spend our money?
And on what?"

"WEell have a quiet evening in one of the taverns” she said. "The liquor here isnt at dl bad; as you

know, we're loading a far consagnment of it tomor-row . . . Therés usudly a musdan or juggler or
con-juror to amuse the customers. And theré€ll be ablaz-ing fire, as like as not.”
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They were in the town now. They walked dowly dong the rutted street, between the stone houses
with ther high, thatched roofs. Shops were dill doing business, their open windows illumined by flaring
ges jets. It could amog, thought Calver, have passed for a-street scene in the Middle Ages back on
Eath. AlImog . . . But gaslighting was unknown in those days, and the women did not wear dresses that
exposed ther breasts and mogt of ther legs, and any smdl animds abroad would have been dogs and
cats, not things like elongated, segmented tortoises. Even so, there must have been very amilar displays
of ambiguous-looking meet, of glowing fruit, of gleeming fish (gleaming and reeking), of rich doth and of
doth far fromrich, of jewdry both dumsy and exquisite.

They stopped a a shop and Caver, with Arlen trandating, bought for her a bracelet of beaten slver,
paying for it what seemed to be an absurdly smdl number of the square copper coins. The robed
shop-keeper bowed low as they left his premises.

"He" said Arlen, "isone of those who like us”" She lifted her dim arm so that the bracelet caught the
flickering light. "He gave you quite a good dis-count on this ..."

"One of the ones who likes us?' asked Calver. "I'd have thought that everybody would have liked us.”

"Always the innocent abroad,” she jeered. "When are you ever going to grow up, Derek? Anyhow,
the shopkeepers are pleased to see us here. Naturdly. So are the fishermen and sailors, to whom our
com-passes are a godsend. The artisans, who buy our fine new tools, welcome us. The priests a the

Universty look upon us as a source of new knowledge that will not run dry for centuries.”
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"Waell, then-who e seisthere?’

"The peasants, who have the typicd peasant men-tdity, the disrust of any and dl novdties. The
land-owning noblemen who sense, and not atogether without judtification, that we are ushering in the
forces of evolution and revolution that will destroy them. .."

"Arent we teking a bit of arisk coming ashore here?'

She laughed. "This is a Universty town. The priesthood maintains a very efficient police force. If
anybody were fool enough to harm any of us, the High Priest, personaly, would see to it that he died
vey dowly. Pour encourager les autres ..."

"Voltare didn't say it, or mean it, in quite that way."

"IsVoltaire buying the drinks tonight? If he's not, he can shut up.”

They paused outside the door of one of the taverns, looked up & the swinging sign, the sgn that shone
bravey dlver in the light of the flaring gas jet. Arlen chuckled. "Thisis new. It wasn't here the lagt time
that we were on Tharn. It used to be some sort of dragon, donein red. Now it's a spaceship.”

"Theinnkeeper,” said Calver, "is obvioudy one of those who like us. He might even stand us adrink or
two. Shdl we go in?'

They went in.

The place was warm and the air was blue with smoke. Calver thought at firdt, fodlishly, thet it came
from pipes and cigars and cigarettes, then saw thet it was eddying from the big open fireplace. Even so,



there was a didtinct aroma of burning tobacco in the air. Puzzled (for smoking is a minor vice practiced
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only by Earthmen and their descendants) he looked around, saw Maclean and Fender stting a a table in
the corner of the big room. A gigdling girl, who was trying to smoke a cigarette and who was meking a
sorry job of it, was perched on the Purser's Igp. The Mate, as usud after a suffident intake of acohoal,
was Snging softly.

Goodbye, I'll run to seek another sun Where | may find
There are worlds more kind than the ones | eft behind..."

Another girl stood beside him, trying to pick out the notes on a stringed ingrument like a amdl harp.

Arlen frowned. She said, "I suppose it'sdl right- but those two are ligble to get themsalvesinto serious
trouble one of these days ..."

"Nobody here seemsto be worrying,” said Calver.

Nobody was. Everybody present seemed to be worrying about one thing-the maximum intake of
liguor in the minimum time. They were a rough crowd-most of them, obvioudy, seamen and fish-ermen,;
knee- or thigh-boots combined with dothing of dark blue seemed to be dmost standard wear throughout
the Gdaxy for those who followed the sea. Most of them had girls of ther own with them- and those
who did not were not the type to dlow women to interfere with serious drinking. Almogt dl of them
raised their mugs to the spaceman and spacewoman in salutation. Room was made for them & one of the
larger tables and tankards of the dark, sweet brew were pressed upon them.

Cdver fdt alittle out of thingsas Arlen entered
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into a spirited conversation with the tough, grizzied seaman on her Ieft. She did condescend, now and
agan, to trandate some of hisdlies

"He's Magter of a schooner,” she said. "You may have noticed her as we came in, the quite large ship
a the quay just below the bridge. He says that hell sign me on as his cook any time that | want a
change ..."

"I'd starve without you, Jane," said Caver. "In more ways than one."

He let his attention wander from the incom-prehensible conversation, looked to the corner where
Maclean and Fender were stting, saw that they were getting dong very wdl indeed with the two native
girls He fdt amugly superior to them, then thought, But | wonder what it would be like? There must
be some difference . . . And that green skin, and the blue hair . . .

He started as the door opened with a crash.

A young man strode arrogantly into the hdl, fol-lowed by hdf a dozen others, obvioudy servants or
retainers. He wore emerad trunks, scarlet boots and a scarlet jacket. A great Slver plume bobbed and
nodded above his wide-brimmed, black hat which, like the rest of his dothing, was lavishly ornamented
with gold embroidery. A long, dender sword swvung & his left sde. He was neither seaman, fisherman
nor artisan. He could not, thought Calver, possibly be one of the priestly scholars from the Universty. He
could be only one of the landowning nobility of whom Arlen had spoken.

He glared around him, looking for somebody. He saw the two spacemen with therr girls in the far cor-
ner. His mouth tightened and his yellow eyes gleamed dangerously. "Sayonee!" he called
in
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voice of command. "Sayonee!” .

The woman on Maclean's lap looked up and around. Her lip curled. She spat like an angry cat.

"Oh, oh," whigpered Arlen. "l don't like this. She told him to run away and get lost ..."

The young man, his followers a his hedls, pushed to the corner of the room, careless of the overset
bot-tles and tankards in his wake. He stood there, glaing down a Maclean and Fender. The Mate



matched him, glare for glare, his face flushed and angry under the carroty thatch. The girl, Sayonee,
looked fright-ened, whispered something to Maclean, tried to dide off his lap. Madlean said, in English,
"Y ou're my womean for tonight. I've paid for you. I'm not giving you up to any damned planetiubber!™

Fender said, "Mac, hadn't you better . . . ?"

"Shut up!" snapped Maclean.

"Maclean!" called Calver. "Don't be afool!"

"Stay out of this, Caver!" shouted the Matein reply. "And if you're scared, get the hdl out!”

The aristocrat sad something. It must have been insulting. Maclean, obvioudy, knew what had been
sad-the spacefarer usudly learns the curses of any strange language long before he is capable of
carry-ing out a polite conversation in it. The blood drained from his face, leaving it a deathly white. He
got to his feet, unceremonioudy dumping Sayonee. Her little harp jangled discordantly as she fdl. He
picked up his mug from the table, let the Tharnian have the contents full in the face. He took a step
forward, hisfigs clenched and ready. Drunk as he was, he would have used them, and used them wdll-if
he had been dlowed to do so.

The nobleman's sword whipped out from his scab-
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bard, ran him through before he could make another gesture ether of offense or defense.

There were shouts and screams; there was the crash of overturned furniture and shattered glass-ware.
From somewhere above there was the furi-ous, incessant clanger of abel. Caver was on his feet, about
to go to Maclean's help-athough he "knew that the Mate was beyond hep-when he re-membered Jane
Arlen.

"Get out of this!" he snapped.

"No."

"Then keep behind me!™

The aristocrat was pushing towards the door, his men on ether sde of him and behind him. He hdd
his sword, dill unshesthed, and the blood on it gleamed scarlet in the flaiing gedight. His bullies had
drawn long knives. One of them staggered as a flung bottle struck him on the temple. Another bottle
shattered in mid-air as the long sword legpt up to deflect it.

He saw Caver and Arlen. A thin, vicious grin split his face. At Arlen's sSide, the old sea captain
growled something that sounded like a curse. Caver saw that he, too, had drawn a knife. For a moment
he feared attack from this quarter, then redized that this was an dly, that most of the fishermen and
seamen inthe inn were dlies.

But they were not trained fighters-not trained fighters of men, that is. With wind and wesather, with
graning, refractory gear and with the monsters of the deep they could cope, but dl their fights with their

own kind had been limited to the occasiond tavern brawl. This was more than a mere tavern
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brawl. Thiswas a one-sided battle againg soldiers, experienced and ruthless killers, intdligently led.

The swordsman was close now. The old captain shouted and jumped forward to meet him. He fell
into a crouch, halding his knife for the deadly, up-ward thrust. The blade of the sword flickered
harm-lessy over hisleft shoulder. Had he been fighting one man only he might well have won-but one of
the retainers jumped him from behind, driving his blade deep into the old man's back.

Caver picked up a chair, hdd it before hm as a shield. He jabbed the three legs of it at the
aristocrat's face, fdt a savage satidaction as flesh and cartilage gave benegth the blow. He swung his
mekeshift weapon down and around, fdled the man who had stabbed the old seaman in the back. He
brought it up again just intime to intercept and to deflect the vicious sword.

He heard Arlen scream.

He dared not look around, but from the corner of his eye he saw that two of the bullies had seized her,
were dragging her towards the door. Hostage or victim? He had no time to reason it out. He was



fighting for hislife, and he was very conscious of the fact. He was fighting with a dumsy weapon, hdd in
unskilled hands, against a finely balanced instrument of murder in the hands of a master. His body
and head he could protect, but his legs were dready bleeding from a score of wounds, some of them
deep.

Hefdl back, saw the amile that appeared on the bloodied face of his enemy, the twisted amile under
the broken nose. He fdl back farther, as though in terror. He hoped that the Tharnian would be in no

hurry to follow, that he would dect to play a cat and
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mouse game, to finish hisvictim dmost at leisure.

Calver thought, I'm no swordsman, but 1da know some-thing about ballistics. ..

With dl his srength he hurled the chair, followed it before it had reached its target. He saw the
Thar-nian, foolishly, bring up his sword to parry the heavy missile, saw the point of it drive through the
thick wooden seat. Then the other man was down, and Caver was on top of him, his hands seeking the
other's throat. But somebody was pulling at his shoulders, trying to drag him off his enemy. He tensed
himsdf for the sharp agony of the blade in the back-but it never came. Muscular hands closed over his
own, pulling them away from the Tharnian's bruised neck. He was jerked to his feet. He glared at the
men who surrounded him-the hard, competent-looking men who wore uniforms of short black tunics
over ydlow trunks, who carried (and used) polished wooden clubs. He saw new-looking, shiny
hendcuffs being snapped on the wrists of those of the nobleman's bullies who were il standing.

He saw-and he found it hard to forgive himsdf for having forgotten her-Aden. She was pae, and her
uniform was torn from her shoulders, but she seemed unharmed.

"The party's over,” she said with a sorry atempt at flippancy. "These are the University police.

Theyll see us back to the ship ..."

"And Maclean?' he asked.

"Dead," she replied flatly. "But Fender's dl right. He kept under the table.”

"And what will happen to ... him?' asked Caver, nodding towards the swordsman who, like his

fol-lowers, was now handcuffed.
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"I don't know. | don't want to know. His father, who'sthe locd baron, might be able to buy him back
from the High Priest before justice hasrun itsfull course . . . But | doubt it."

"| fed rather sorry for him," said Caver dowly. "After dl, poor Maclean did ged hisgirl ..."

"And he," sheflared, "did his best to sted yourd!”

"l forgot that," he muttered.

"Youd better not make a habit of it, "she told him coldly.
thi; following day was a busy one. In spite of the events of the previous evening, in spite of the tragedy,
the ship's work had to go on. There was cargo to load -casks of the locd liquor, ingots of gold, the
baled pdts of the grest, richly-furred mountain bears. There was the inquiry held by Captain Engels into
the death of his Chief Officer, the inquiry a which, in addition to Calver, Arlen and Fender, the High
Priest was present.

The old Tharnian-he seemed more aged than Captain Engels himsdf, his green skin deeply wrinkled,
his sparse har faded to a pae ydlow-was sorrowful.

He said, spesking in English, "There are those on Tharn who hate and fear you, Captain, who hate and
fear the knowledge that will set al men free”

"I am arad, Your Wisdom," sad Enges "that my own officer was in part to blame for what

hap-pened.”
"The girl was not Lanoga's property,” said the
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priest. "She was free to go with whom she would. Lanogas actions were amed as much againg the
Universty as againg your people.”

"And Lanoga?' asked Cdlver.

"If you delay your departure,” said the High Priest, "you will be able to witness the execution
tomorrow."

"We have to maintain our schedule,” said Engels.

"And 0 do |," said Jane Arlen. "If | am not re-quired any farther, | will see to the business of the next
meal, Captain.”

"You may go, Mrs. Arlen.”

"Andif | may be spared, gr," sad Caver, "l have the stowage to see to.”

"But of course. | forgot that you're the Mate now."

Caver and Jane Ift the Captain's day room, |ft the two old men who, athough of different races, had
so much in common, the two sad old men voidng their fears and regrets over a glass of wine.

Cdver sad, "l fed sorry for the old priest. If he's not careful, hell bring his world tumbling about his
ears. The way | see it, the Barons are just itching for an excuse to crush the Universty and dl. thet it
dandsfor . . ."

"He's no foal," Arlen told him, "and he's tougher than he looks. | think that he rather hopes that the
Barons will march on the town. There are quite a few things you don't know, Derek. Now that you're
Chief Officer, youll be findingthemout ..."

"Such as?"

"It's not for me to tdl you. I'm only the chief cook and bottle washer. But youll find out.”

They parted company then-Arlen proceeding to
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her own domain, Calver to see to detalls of the load-ing. His fird task was a mdancholy one-to make
space for Maclean's body in one of the ship's deep-freeze chambers. 1t had been decided that he would
not be buried on Tharn, in the soil of an dien planet, but in Space, as a spaceman should be.

Then there was a sesson of work at the Raston, the ingenious instrument which was, in effect, a
two-dimensona moded of the ship mounted on gymbas, upon which shiftable weights represented
stores, pro-pellant, personnd and cargo. After afew trids and errors he had the center of gravity where
he wanted it for the next leg of the voyage-in theory, that is- and then bused himsdf, aded by little
Brentano, Electronic Radio Officer and now Acting Second Mate, in ensuring that his caculations were
carried out in practice.

Whét remained of the morning passed rapidly. When the stevedor's help ceased work for the midday
med, Gaver was ready for his own lunch, as were the other officers, dl of whom, in ther separate
de-partments, had been making dl ready and secure for Space.

But in the messroom the table was not laid. In the gdley the stove was cold, the pots and pans 4l
hang-ing in their proper places with none in use. Cdver thought that Arlen must be ill, perhaps suffering
from some sort of delayed reaction to the previous night's events, hurried to her cabin. The bunk was
negtly made and empty, however. Of Arlen there was no sgn.

Calver reported to the Captain the absence of the Catering Officer.

Engelswasworried. He said, "Do you think she
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could have jumped ship? Such cases are not uncommon ..." He looked sharply a Caver's face,
remarked drily, "But | was forgetting, Mr. Caver. I'm sorry. She has no reason to desert, has she?'

"She has not,” sad Caver. "There mugt be some-thing serioudy wrong, gr. Il go into town draight
away, start making inquiries ..."

"Not so0 fast, Mr. Calver. We start meking in-quiries here. Cdl dl officers into the messroom. We will
find out who saw Mrs. Arlen last, and in what circumstances.”



Cdver did as he was told. They sat around the table-the burly, svarthy Renault, the Rocket King; the
gangling, balding Bendix, Chief (and only) In-terstellar Drive Engineer; the dark, compact and competent
Brentano; little, weedy Levine, looking (as he always did) as though he had just been dragged
away from his crystd bdl; the monkish Doc Mdone; pudgy Fender with his fat, sulky face. At the head
of the table sat Captain Engds

"Mr. Cdver," he asked, "when did you see Mrs. Arlen las?'

" exchanged a few words with her after we left your cabin this morning. | haven't seen her snce.”

"Mr. Renault?"

"Captain," sad old Doc Mdone, interrupting. "1 think that 1 can throw some light on the matter. The
lagt time that we were here Mrs. Arlen asked me to andyze some of the locd fungi. | found that they
were not only non-toxic, but quite ddicious. She told me this morning that she was going out to gather
some for our lunch ..."

"And where was she going to gather them?' de-manded Calver.
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“I'm not sure. But | think that she found the lagt lot in that little wood about a mile to the west of the
landing fidd ..."

Caver jumped to his feet. "Sir," he sad, "therés no point in wasting further time. With your
permisson ..." (and he madeit plain that the ask-ing of permisson was a mere formdity) "... | shdl go
to the woods a once. Somebody had better come with me. She may have twisted her ankle, or may
have been attacked by some wild animd ..."

"All right, then, Mr! Calver. But report to my cabin firet.”

"Sir, there's no time to waste ..."

"Report to my cabin, now." He paused, seemed to be meking mentd cdculations. "And bring Mr.
Ben-dix and Mr. Fender with you."

Impatient, gnawed by anxiety, Caver followed the Captain to his quarters. He, with Bendix
and Fender, stood there while the old man unlocked the big, sted cabinet, opened the door to reved the
negtly-racked weapons. As he did so he was spesking softly, saying, "I understand your fedings, Mr.
Cdver; that's why I'm letting you go. But | can't drip the ship of dl effective personnel. In a pinch,
Brentano can be Acting Mate. And, if things blow up in our faces-as the High Priest said they might-
Renault can get the ship up and in orbit, while Levine ydls for assistance . . . But take an
automatic each, with spare magazines ...."

Caver buckled bet and holster around his waist, took one of the heavy wespons from its rack and
hefted it appreciatively, then tested the action. He rammed a dip of 10-mm cartridges into the buit,
snapped back the dide to load the pigtal, thumbed on

THE RIM OF SPACE ' 51

the safety catch, holstered the gun. He filled his pockets with spare magazines. While he did so, he was
thinking of what the Old Man had been saying -and his thoughts were not pleasant ones. The sprained
ankle was dill a possihility, but it was re-mote. And evil men were more to be feared than wild animas.

He hurried down the spird stairway in the axiad shaft, followed by the others. He walked hedily
to-wards the little copse, as hedily as the roughness of the terrain would permit. And as he waked he
gared at the hill on the horizon-the hill upon which stood the rugged, domineering pile of the castle.

"And that was dl you found?' asked Captain Engdstiredly.

"That was all we found,” said Calver. "Her basket, one shoe, the sgns of a druggle ..." He
sad, dmog as an afterthought, "There was no blood ..."

"Why should there have been?' asked Engds sharply. He added, more softly. "I appreciate your
fedings, Mr. Calver. | know that you're dl in favor of leading an armed assault upon the castle. But it
would be futile. Oh, | know that it would be a case of modern automatic firearms againgt bows and
arrows -but the people with the bows and arrows out-number the crew of this ship a hundredfold, and



they will be firing from behind stone battlements ..." With thin fingers he filled a pipe of polished
porcelan, a pipe as old and fragile as himsdf, lit it with the glowing cail of the lighter that he pulled from
its socket on his desk. He said, "l sent Levine into town with a message to the High Priest. He should be

back at any time now."
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"The High Priest," said Calver bitterly. "What can he do?'

"Plenty,” snapped the Captain. "This is his world. Furthermore, he is in a position to
bargan ..."

"To bargain?' echoed Calver. Then- "Oh, | be-ginto see . . . Thisis dl just a matter of filthy local
politics, isnt it? That arrogant murderer Lanoga will be returned to his father intact-and in exchange we
get Janein like condition ..." A dreadful doubt as-sailed him. "I suppose that the High Priest will

play?”

"That, Mr. Cdver, can be decided only by him-sdf."

"Damnit dl, gr, can't we force hm? Can't we threaten to lift ship and juggle latera drift so that we
pass over the town? A tongue of incandescent ex-haust gases licking around his precious Universty
would soon make him see reason!”

"Mr. Cdver! Get it into your head that there's more a stake then the safety of one woman!™

"More politicd" sneered Calver. "More paliticd Don't let's be nasty to the poor, dear diens. . . Who
knows? In ten thousand years time they might be our dlies againg the wicked Federation ..."

"Mr. Calver!"

"I warn you, sr, that if you won't do it, | shal. The other officers will be with me. This won't be the
fird time that a Master has been relieved by his sub-ordinates.”

"Perhaps not,” replied Engels-and Caver was suddenly shocked by the strength that was an dmost

vishle aura about the feeble old man. "Perhaps not, Mr. Caver. But it would be the last thing that you
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ever did. The old pendties for piracy and mutiny il exist ..."

They were interrupted by a knock at the door. It was Fender-till armed, ill wearing the belt with its
holstered automatic with the ar of a andl boy forced, agang his will, to participate in a game of
Cowboys and Indians. It was Fender, who said, "His Wisdom is aboard to see you, Sr." It was Fender
who stood aside to let the High Priest pass.

The old Tharnian walked dowly into the room, faced Engds. He sad, "Captan, this is a serious

"A magterly understatement!” flared Calver.

"Mr. Cadver!" snapped the shipmagter. Then, "Please be seated, Y our Wisdom.”

"Thank you, Captain."

"Can| offer you refreshment?’

"Thank you, no. This matter is better discussed in absolute sobriety.”

"You may stay, Mr. Caver," sad Engds. "St down. And now, Y our Wisdom, what can you tdl us?'

"Little more than you aready know. | have re-ceived a message from Baron Tarshedi to the effect that
your woman officer will be returned unharmed if his son is returned in like condition. On the other hand-if
the execution is carried out as planned your officer will be killed. Sowly."

"So you will return Lanoga,” said Calver.

"l am afrad,” sad the priest, "that that isim-possible. " There is so much at stake, sr. Cannot you see
that such a capitulation will weaken the power of the Temple and the Universty?'

"Damn your Temple and University!"
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"Mr. Cidver! Any further outbursts and | shdl be obliged to order you to leavel™



"Thewomean,” said the priest gently, "is your woman?"

"Yes."

"Then the anxiety is understandable. But, Sr, you mug try to understand too. You mud try to
under-stand that the future happiness and prosperity of this world are of far greater importance than the
life of one individud ..."

"To you, perhaps!”

The High Priest ignored this, went on, "Even so, there are so many factors that must be weighed.
Firdly, there is the inevitable loss of face if | accede to Tarshedi's demand. Secondly, there is the
in-eviteble loss of faceif | do not accede to his demand, if | dlow it to become obvious that | can do
nothing to save those under my protection. The time is ripe for what your people cdl a showdown. The
timeisripe to smash the power of the first of the baronies ..."

"S0 you intend,” said Engdls quietly, "to assault the castle?"

"l so intend, Captain."

"Thislast cargo of ours should have built up your srength sufficently ..."

"l think that it has, Captain.”

"Thislast cargo . . .?" echoed Calver without comprehension.

"Yes, Mr. Calver. This last cargo. All is not ploughs that comes in cases dencilled
Agricultural Im-plements ..."

"But, sir, Federation Law ..."

"We make our own laws on the Rim." Engels
THE RIM OF SPACE 55

turned to the priest again. "My officerswill be will-ing to help, Y our Wisdom."

"Your offer is appreciated, Captain-but | am safe in saying that my own men are better trained in the
us? of arms than your people. However ..." and he amiled dightly . . . "this gentleman has a persond
interest ..."

Caver was aready on hisfeet.

"When do we start?' hedemanded. -

"Thereis no hurry,” said the priest quietly. "The execution is not taking place today. Furthermore, in
this matter you are displaying an understandable im-petuosity. What, do you think, will be the fate of your
woman when my forces breach the walls, break through the outer defenses? Will Tarshedi let hmsdf be
robbed of his revenge?’

"Then..." In desperation Calver turned again to the Captain. "Damn it dl, sr. We have to make this
man agree to an exchange! It's the only way!"

"There are," said the priest softly, "other ways ..."
cdver was a spaceman and the solution of prob-lems of gpacemanship and astronautics was, to him,
second nature. When it came to the problems of war-fare-and warfare on a planetary surface a that-he
was obliged to admit his deep ignorance. Even so, he was amazed, and a little shocked, at the High
Priest's magtery of the subject. A man of any god should be amean of peace. (But it is at times necessary,
and for the highest possible moatives, to fight.)

He waked with the priest into the town, and through the town to the Universty. They taked on the
way-but not of the impending assault on the castle. Gently but peragtently the High Priest drew him out,
questioned him about the worlds that he had vidted, the dvilizations of Earth and her col-onies, of the
non-human cultures. The Tharnian was curious, too-dthough not offendvely so-about the
relationship exiging between Caver and Jane Arlen. It was somehow ardief for Caver to be able to talk
about it.
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The Universty-it was, Caver redized, more like a fortress-stood on a rise to the east of the town,
overlooking the broad river and, a few miles to the northward, the wide expanse of the sea. As they
ap-proached it, Calver looked up at the turrets sanding to either side of the great gate, noticed
the searchlights and the ugly, eager snouts of heavy ma-chine guns. The guards who came to smart



atention were armed-but not armed as had been those guards who had broken up the tavern
brawl. It was not polished wooden truncheons that they wore at their belts but vicious automatic pistols.

After he had acknowledged the sdutes of his men, as he and Calver were waking across a cobbled
courtyard, the High Priest said, "As you see, Mr. Cdver, we are in a Sate of preparedness. If Baron
Tarshedi should march upon the Universty .'. "

"I believe" sad Caver dowly, "thet you'd wel-comeit."

"I should. The barons have to go-and if they are the aggressorsin any trouble we shdl be dl the more
highly regarded by the people. And it is essentid- you understand that, don't you?that we retan our
leadership by respect, not by force of ams...."

They passed through another gate, into another courtyard, alarger one.

Cdver gaped. He stared at the light tanks, the mechanized fidd artillery, the rocket launchers on ther
hdlf tracks. He gaculated, "An arsend!"

"Yes, Mr. Cdver. An arsend. Unluckily we have no flying machines yet. They are on order, of course,
and the firg of them should be ddlivered here by Rimhound, together with an ingructor, in three weeks

time. But, you will appreciate, one of your heli-
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copters would be of great vaue to us tonight. Even so, some of my priests have been sudying books on
the higtory of aeronautics and one of them-adthough he could not possibly have had an emergency of this
neture in mind-has done more than merdly read the books . . . But come with me. We 4ill have much to
discuss, to plan.”

Cdver followed the old priest through a doorway, up a flight of stone dairs, into a large room. From
the glazed window of it-even though the loca glass was tranducent rather than transparent-hewas able
to see the courtyard, the ranked vehides of war. He found the sght of the massed weapons comforting
and, after he was seated, kept glancing out at them.

There were others in the room-Tharnians, some of them in the uniform of black tunic and ydlow
trunks, some of them in priestly robes. There was a girl, too-a gifl with impudent breasts and long,
ar-rogant naked legs-a gil whose frightened face belied the cardless bravery of her body. Caver
recog-hized her. It was Sayonee, the woman who had been with Maclean when he had been murdered.

TheHigh Priest said, "I shdl not bother to intro-duce you. Very few of those here understiand spoken
English-athough most of them have a grasp of the written language. And Sayonee, | think, you dready
know."

"He was there," said the girl sullenly. "He was there when Mac was killed."

"And you will help our friend to rescue hiswom-an,”" said the priest.

"If you say s0, Your Wisdom. But it will not bring my man back.”

The High Priest ignored her, went on taking to Caver. "Thesg" he said, "are my officers, who will
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lead tonight's assault on the castle. In spite of al our reading and dl our drills we can think of nothing better
than a smple, frontal assault. We have the firepower, and we shal use it. We shdl batter down the
defenses, force an entry and smash opposition as we meet it."

He paused. "Meanwhile, while dl this is going on we have to consider what thoughts will be passing
through Tarshedi's mind. If it is obvious to him from the beginning that there is no hope, then it is fairly
certain that he will take his revenge on the gifl as soon as possible. (Of course, there is another
possi-hility-he may barter her safety for his own. But Tarshedi, to give him his due, has never cared much
for the safety of his own person, or the safety of any other person. With the exception, of course, of his
pampered pup.) So thisis what | have decided. Our firgt attack will be a diversion only. We shdl refrain
from showing the full strength of our hand. Tarshedi will think himsalf secure behind his stone walls.
Meanwhile you, Calver, will drop into the fortress, taking Sayonee with you as a guide. You will rescue
your woman. Then, when you are out and clear, the real assault will begin."

These, thought Calver, are an incredibly simple people. He demanded, "And how do | get into the



fortress? Do | fly?"
"Yes," said the priest.
"But you said that you had imported no aircraft yet."
"l said that we had imported books on the subject. Totesu!”
"Yes, Your Wisdom?' said one of the scholarly men.
"Totesu, tell Mr. Calver what you have achieved."
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"Your people,” said the scholar, "obsessed by idea of heavier than ar flight. Why? Inefficient. Power
of engine used to keep machine airborne. Y et, on your world, beginnings of lighter than ar flight. First of
dl Montgalfier, then baloonists who used gas and not hot air, then, a last, your Count Zeppelin. We,
here, have gas. Can make balloons. So far, no proper en-gine, but ..."

"A balloon?' asked Calver.

"Yes. Balloon. Hold four people and plenty bdlast. Take you, me, this woman to castle. Lift
you, me, two women away from cadtle ..."

"It could bedone ..." whispered Calver.

"It can be done" sad the High Priest. "There is much to be worked out-some sort of a timetable,
ggnds Meanwhile, | suggest that you familiarize yoursdf with Totesu's contrgption.” He looked
distagefully at Sayonee. "And take the girl with you."

The sun was down when the long column clanked and rumbled through the gates of the Universty,
down the dope and into the streets of the town. The beams of headlights were reflected from armor and
armament, from grinding track and swiveing turret -and from the pae faces of the townspeople who,
adarmed by the noise, had come out, were standing in the doorways of their houses to watch. There was
a cheer from a group of men outside the Spaceship tav-ern-a cheer that was drowned by the snarling
ma-chines. But, on the whole, the crowd, dthough not hogtile, was not enthusagtic. Caver remembered
something he had read about one of the old wars on Earth, one of those futile conflicts that had been

fought, in somebody else's country, between two greet powers each of whom was convinced of its own
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essentid Tightness. A peasant had been asked what he thought about it. He had replied, bitterly, "What
difference does it make to a blade of grassif it is eaten by a horse or a cow?"

But who ruled Tharn was no concern of Calver's. All that concerned him was Jane Arlen's safety-and
her safety depended upon such a fantadtic, flimsy de-vice. He fdt between his fingers the bundled fabric
upon which he was gtting, looked at the dumsy gas cylinders from which that same fabric would be
inflated, a the pile of bags of sand badlast. He looked at his companions-at the young priest, Totesu,
whose face wore the expresson of asmdl boy with hisfirs working modd rocketship, & Sayonee, who
was obvioudy terrified by the growling, jolting mongter in which she rode. A little fear was judtified,
Cdver thought. What if the mation of the hdftrack should chafe holes in the baloon fabric?

They were clear of the town now, driking out across the hesthland. Away to hisright Calver could see
the spaceport, could see the floodlit, Slvery tower of Lorn Lady. He knew that his shipmates would dl
be in the control room, would be watching through the big mounted binoculars. He knew, too, that most
of them would be wishing that they were with him- but Captain Engdls had refused to dlow his ship's
complement to be depleted any further. Lorn Lady was secured for space and, a a pinch, could blast off
without her Chief Officer or Catering Officer. And Engds, fandticdly loyd to his own world, would blast
off without hesitation-athough not without regret.

They were griking out across the heathland, pitching and ralling over the rough, uneven surface,
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their headlamps probing the night like the questing antennae of great insects. Ahead of them was the
cas-tle, the grim bulk of it in Slhouette againg the glow-ing arc of the westering Galactic lens. Ahead of
them was the castle-and from turrets and battlements glowed the ruddy watchfires. The watchfires,



thought Calver. The watchfires, and the cauldrons of molten lead and boiling ail. . . Every time that
anybody uses atomic weapons against some primitive and unpleasant race there's a squeal goes
up to High Heaven from the humanitarians-but what's the difference between being fried in ail
and fried by hard radiation?

He redized that Totesu was spesking, his voice bardy audible over the growl of the motor. He said,
"What?"

"Wind judt right,” said the priest. "Good." He grinned broadly, his teeth gartlingly white in the chance
beam of another vehicles headlight. "Firgt use of flying machinein Tharn warfare.™

"At leadt," said Calver, "you know what you're doing. Which is more than the Wright brothers
did ..."

"No understand.”

"Skipit."

"Still no understand.”

"It'scold," complained thegirl.

“If you put some clothes over that shapely carcass of yours you wouldn't fed the cold,” said Calver
roughly.

Sayonee glared a him, hugging hersdf. Her long legs, under the short skirt, glowed greenly luminous.
She repeated, "It's cold.”

"Oh, al right."

Calver took off hisjacket-first of dl transferring
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the spare dipsfor his autométic to his trousers pockets. He draped it over Sayonee's dim shoulders -and
fdt the chill wind driking through the thin fabric of his shirt. He looked at the gifl with distaste. He
thought, Thisis all your fault. Because of you, how many men died last night? And how many men
will die to-night? He stared at the pae green ovd of her face, said, "Is this the face that launched a
thousand ships and burned the topless towers of [lium?'

"What do you mean?' she asked.

"Sipit," he sad, thinking that the use of those two words was becoming a habit.

But Jane's is the face that's launched the thousand ships, he thought. (And it seemed, brifly, that
there were phantom masts and square sdls in slhouette againgt the sky over the lurching war vehicles,
that the rall-ing heathland was Homer's wine dark sea.) He thought, playing with ideas to try to dispd his

fears, But I'm no Menelaus. And Tarshedi's no Paris, and that ugly castle of histsno Troy . . .

He thought, Even so, there's truth in all the old stories. Whenever there's bloodshed and upheaval there're always
women involved somewhere, somehow. Helen . . . Cleopatra . . . What historian was it who deplored the
disproportionate influence that a few square inches of mucous membrane have always had upon the course of
human history?

"Bdloons used in warfare on your world,” said Totesu, making light conversation. "Siege of Venice,
Montgolfier baloons. Dropped bombs."

"Really?’

"Airdhips used, too. In First World War. Zep-pdlins. Dropped bombs."

"Fantastic."

"Pity tonight no bombs." The priest waved his
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hand at the column of tanks and atillery ahead of them and behind them. "All thisusdess. Cost too
much. Few bombs-much better. Cost less”

"Y ou're wasted in the priesthood,” Calver told him.

"No. Not waste. As say in your religious books- Church Militant.”

"Who," demanded Caver, "will rid me of this tur-bulent priest?"

"No understand.”



"Just a quotation.”

The castle was closer now and the vehides were dimbing the hill upon which it stood. The castle was
closer and, drifting down againgt the wind, came the thin high notes of a trumpet, the rattle of kettle
drums. The castle was closer, towering black and seemingly impregnable againgt the dark sky, sullenly
contemptuous of the mobile armor that was advanc-ing againg it. And Calver, suddenly, thought again of
the flimsy afar of fabric and wickerwork in which he and his two companions would ride, the frall
con-tragption that, according to its pilot, was more deadly a weapon than the land ironclads.
their hdf track, the specidized vehide with the winch and the gas cylinders, hated, as did its next astern.
The rest of the squadron rumbled by, ignor-ing them. Totesu clambered out, dropped to the ground,
followed by Caver and the girl. The priest began giving rapid orders to the men from the troop carrier.

Working with smooth efficiency, they pulled the baloon fabric from the hdf track and, with it, the
sections of t>asketwork that fitted together to make the car. Hexible pipes were run from the gas cylin-
ders to the balloon. Calver heard a faint hissing noise, saw a gray mound growing upon the dark
ground, a gray mound that heaved and dirred as though dive. He watched the dumsy, formless bulk
struggling to lift, watched its wrinkled skin smoathing out, watched it swdl to a dull-gleaming
rotundiity. It was clear of the ground now, held only by the mooring lines. It was well clear of the ground,
graning againg its moorings, seemingly resentful of
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the burden of the basket that men were securing be-neath it.

Cdver stood with Sayonee, waiching. He was rather grateful for her company. She knew as little
about what was being done as he did-and could hardly distrust the contraption more than he did. In a
way, she was lucky. She took such things on trust. Whereas he, Cdver, whilst not knowing enough at the
same time knew too much.

"Ready,"” said Totesu.

"If you say s0," said Calver.

"I can't!" cried Sayonee suddenly. "l can't gointhat thing. It's . . . It's not safe!”

"Bequiet," said Caver roughly.

He picked the girl up, threw her into the basket, followed her. Totesu was close behind him, saying,
"All right. Everything good. All right." The priest shouted an order to those on the ground-and sud-denly
the dark heathland, the black shapes of thq two vehicles and the bright beams of the heedlights were far
below them, were diminishing with every passng second.

Cdver gulped, trying to conquer his queasiness. He heard Sayonee being noislly sick over the side of
the basket. He could sympathize with her. This was so different from a powered ascent in arcraft or
spacecraft; the unsteady swaying of the basket was worse than Free Fdl to afird tripper.

To occupy his mind, he pulled his torch from his belt, began to make an inventory of the car's
con-tents. There were the bags of balast. There was the line depending from the gasbag that controlled
the vave and the other, heavier line that was the ripcord. There was yet another line that ran from

the car
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down to itsown red inthe truck, aline that, a in-tervas, passed through rings spliced into the cable. It
was a 9gndling device and Caver did not trust it. One pull meant, "Pay out"; two pulls-"Stop
paying out"; three pulls"Heave in" But if the line should foul it did not much matter. He had arranged for
flashes from his dectric torch to hold the same meaning.

"Good," said the priest happily.

"Mphm," grunted Caver noncommittaly.

"I... Ifed 9ck..." complainedthegirl.

"Likeseasick," explained Totesu. "Soon better."



"But I'm always seasick ..."

Cdver looked down from the basket-and as he watched, the battle was opened. He could see the
flashes from the guns, could hear the thud and rattle of heavy and light weapons. He hoped tha the
gunners were falowing the High Priest's orders-the direction of the fire of the light automatics againg the
cadtle wdls, where it could do no possble dam-age; the use of reduced charges and practice
am-munition in field pieces; the holding of rocket fire unil the order was given for the red assaullt.
Mean-while, it was spectacular enough-the column of ve-hicles, headlights blazing, roaring around the
cadtle just out of bowshot, pouring in streams of prettily-colored tracer. It reminded him of films he had
seen of the old days of the American West-the mounted Redskins riding in a cirde around the

encampment of the pioneers-and seemed no more deadly than the cinematic make-believe.
And Tarshedi's boys, he thought, will no more think of looking up than those old pioneers would have done...

The castle was dmost below them now. Calver,
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tuning His attention back to the interior of the car, saw Totesu jerk the Sgnd line twice, saw him
dand-ing there, the line in his hand, waiting. Abruptly the worried frown was erased from his face.
"Good,/ he said. "Good."

With his other hand he reached for the vave cord, pulled it gently. There was the faintest Sgh of
escap-ing gas and the balloon began to drop, began to sag down to the center of the dark rectangle that
was the fla roof of the man building of the castle. There would be nobody there, thought Caver
hopefully. There would be nobody there. They would dl be on the battlements, shooting off their arrows
and dying for the opportunity to use their balling ol and molten lead. They would be thinking,
optimidicaly, that the new-fangled weapons that the High Priest had imported were fine for meking a
noise, but for litledse . ..

And what happens, he wondered, when our cable falls across the battlements? It's bound to be noticed ... Or is
the tower high enough to carry it clear? Even 0, there's a con-siderable catenary ...

"Jump," Totesu was saying urgently. "Jump!”

Cdver checked his equipment-the pistal, the spare dips of ammunition, the torch. Not without
misgivings he made the end of theline that he would carry down with him fagt to his belt. He clambered
on to the rim of the basket, gripping the rigging firmHly as his foothold shifted and tilted. He looked down,
saw that the flickering light of the fires on the battle-ments was being reflected from the underbdlly of the
baloon, was fdling upon a reasonably levd surface, only a few feet below him. He was graeful for the
light-and frightened by it. There was, perhaps, lit-
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tie likdihood that any of the defenders would look behind him, would see the ruddily-illumined shape
hanging over the central keep. But if one did, his ac-tion would be followed dmost immediatdy by a
shower of arrows, and the means of escape for Arlen and himsdf would be destroyed.

But, he thought, the main thing is that I've got here. I've got here, and I've a pistol and ample ammunition, and
Arlen and | should be able to hold out until the priests take the castle.. ..

"Jump!" Totesu was urging. "Jump!”

Caver jumped.

He fdl more lightly than he had anticipated; the baloon, freed from his weight, surged upwards,
tak-ing up the dack of the line that he carried. He was dragged to the parapet, dmog carried over it,
throw-ing both arms around a chimney to hdt his uncon-trolled rush. He recovered his breeth at last, was
able with one hand to cast off the hitch about his belt, to throw another hitch of the mooring line around
the stone flue. He looked up, saw that the red-gleaming shape (he thought, There's far too much light
from those fires . . .) was descending steedily. Then he heard the noise of a scuffle in the basket, heard
Sayonee cry out in pain and anger. He saw her figure appear over the edge of the car, saw her
descending jerkily to the roof -an undignified flurry of arms and legs-as Totesu lowered her a a rope's
end.

Quickly hereleased her.

"Whichway?" he demanded. "Which way?"'



"I'll scream,"” she snarled. "I'll scream, and then. . ." .-

"Youll not scream,” he said coldly. He pushed the muzze of his pistol againg her, feding the soft
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flesh give benesth it. "Y oull not scream. Y ou know whet thisis for. If you give any trouble, I'll useit.”

"You . ..would . .." she whispered, with a cer-tain wonderment. Then, "That turret . . . There's a
darway. Follow it down, dl the way down, and you come to the dungeon .. ."

Hesad, "You areleading the way."

"But | don't want to. Not any longer. At Firdt | thought that | was avenging Mac-but now | see that it's
wrong to do so. It's you spacepeople whao're ruining this world, who're turing priest againgt noble and
both of them againg the people. Until you came ..."

He put his free hand on her shoulder, turned her so that her back was towards him. He fdt the
fore-dght of hispistol graze her skin as he did so. He pushed the muzze into her back, said, "Lead the
way."

"But. . .It's dark. . ."

With hisleft hand he pulled his torch from his belt, adjusted the control so that it threw the feeblest of
beams. He switched on, let the pool of fant light fdl before her feet.

"Lead theway," hesaid again.

Sheled theway.

She led the way into the little turret, to the stone spird Sairway that wound down, and down, and
down. Caver was reminded of the spird dtairway in Lorn Lady's axid shaft and, with his gift for
remem-bering odd things at odd times, recaled how filthy he had thought it when he fird joined the ship.
But, in spite of the odd cigarette ends and scraps of waste paper, it was amodd of deanliness compared
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sanitation; it was obvious that the people of the castle were not.

Down they went, and down, the feeble glow of the torch their only light, the noise of the battle (dill the
mock battle? Caver wondered) muffled by the thickness of the stone walls Down they went, and
down-until at last they could go no farther. Sayonee fumbled with the laich of the heavy door ahead of
her, muttering to hersdlf, spitting a curse as Calver prodded her with his pistol. At lagt the door swung
open. There was light beyond it, ydlow light, the flickering illumination of crude, smoking ail lamps set on
shelves on the rough stone walls of the pas-sageway. At the end of the passage there was another door.

Ignoring the gun, Sayonee turned. There was fear on her face, fear and horror. She asked, pleadingly,
"Mugt | come any farther? I'll wait for you here. | promise that | will. | promise ..."

"Goon," said Calver, motioning with the pistol.

"But | promise. | promise. Lanoga made me come down here once. He made me watch whet they did
to a woman-one of the castle wenches-who'd been unfaithful to his father . . . Please let me wait
here. .. Pease..."

Gaver sad coldly, "A bullet in the guts is more panful than the most painful memory. Lead the way."

"But..."

With his free hand he dapped her vidoudy, "Lead the way!"

She sobbed as she turned from him, her dim shoulders drooping. She dragged hersdlf towards the
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door a the far end of the passage, opened it. Her head hanging low, she passed through it. Caver
fol-lowed. The room beyond the door was large and, like the approach to it, was lit with ol lamps-and
by the ruddy glow of a brazier from which the handles of . .. of implements protruded. There was the
ardl of blood, and of swest, of fear and of agony. Agang one wal there was a thing like a narrow,



spiked bed. Againg another wdl there was hanging a pdlid . . . something-a something that sill writhed
fegbly inits chains, that was mewing weskly.

Nausea filled Calver's throat and a dreadful fear dmost stopped his heart. He started to run towards
wha had once been a woman-then redized tha the skin, where it was not burned, was not
blood-cov-ered, was green. But he did not stop. He approached the thing and, when he was close
enough to be sure that he would not miss, pulled the trigger of his auto-matic.

When the echoes of the shot had died away the mewing had stopped.

Cdver turned back, caught Sayonee by the shoul-ders, sheking her. The girl was dumb with fear, with
horror, at first could only stare past him with wide, blank eyes a the dreadfully dead woman. She began
to moan alittle as he continued his rough treatment -then turned away sharply.

"Sayonee," he dmog shouted.-"Sayonee! Where is she? Where's Arlen?”

"The cells," she muttered. "The cells/Through that other door ..."

He l&ft her standing there, ran for the door to which she had pointed. It opened eeslly enough. Beyond

it was along corridor, once again ail-lit, with
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rows of stout doors on ether sde, each one of which had a heavily barred opening in its upper part.

"Arlen!" he shouted. "Arlen!"

He was answered by a chorus the like of which he never wished to hear again-a cacophony of
screams and animd howlings.

"Arlen!" he shouted again. "Arlen!”

He didn't hear her answer-but he saw her hand -dim, white-extended through the bars, beckon-ing
him. He ran towards her, saw her face behind the grill. Still looking at her, dill trying to make himsdf
heard above the uproar being made by the other pris-oners, ill trying to hear her, he fumbled with the
door. Heredized that it was (as it had to be in this place) locked. He shouted, "Stand back and away!
Il have to blow this open!™

Thistime the noise of the pigtal shot was dmogt inaudible, was drowned by the tumult from the other
cdls Cdver pushed the door, dmog fdl through it, found himsdf in Arlen's ams. He wanted to stand
back, wanted to look at her, wanted to assure himsdf that she was unhurt-but it was some time before he
was able to do s0. It was aswel that he was able to break away from her at lagt, able to pull her out of
the noisome cdl. He saw, in time, the brutish fdlow who was hurrying dong the passageway with a
cudgd in his hand, a bunch of keys dangling a his belt. He saw himin time to bring his pistol up and to
sngp off two hasty shots-one of them at the man as he was advancing, the other as he was running in full
retreat.

Both of them missed.

And it was very shortly after that the great bell, somewhere above, broke into clangorous life.
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They found Sayonee sanding where Gaver had I€ft her, dill ssemingly dazed. Caver let go of Arlen,
grabbed the Tharnian girl, pushed her roughly to-, ward the door to the corridor to the turret Stairway,
sent Arlen sumbling after her before she was able to look at the dead woman, a what had been done to
her. Something whirred past his ear, something vi-cious and deadly, something that fetched up with a
crack and a clatter againg the farther stone wall.

Cdver turned, saw the bowmen sanding in the entrance to the cdl corridor, shooting from the
doorway. He raised his pistol fast-and yet, it seemed to him, with dow deliberation. He had time
to think, to count, before he pulled the rigger. Two from eight leaves six, . . He fired again. And again.

Heredlized that Arlen was beside him.

He said, trying to jest, "Get up them stairs!”

Shesaid, "But that supid girl. She saysit'sdark.”

"Then take my torch. And hurry. I'll be close be-hind you.”



Agan he fired, at an incautioudy exposed head, then gected the spent dip. His hand went down to
his pocket for a fresh one, found only emptiness. He remembered his descent from the bdloon to the
roof, hisinvoluntary gymnastics. So he was out of am-munition. But it didn't matter; the enemy could not
know that and the pursuit would be made with cau-tion.

He walked backward, carefully, the menacing but usdess pigtol hed before him. He hit the wdl a
cou-ple of feet to hisleft of the doorway, stepped sdewise until he was in the opening, backed through

it. He shut the door, sorry that there was no means of bolt-
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Ing or otherwise securing it.

He ran to the doorway to the turret gairs, ran through it. He dammed the door behind him-then
thought that he should, perhaps, have Ieft it open. He could hear the footsteps of the women above his
head, but the curvature of the stairway cut off the light of the torch that Arlen was using. But it was of no
real importance. A spaceman, he was trained at working by fed, in pitch darkness.

He garted confidently up the sairs.

He dipped on something, on some nameess filth, and fdl heavily. For what seemed a long time, too
long a time, he could only crouch there where he had fdlen, waiting for the pain in his Sde to ease. He
heard noisy feet in the corridor, heard voices. He saw the dim, growing light as the door started to open-
dowly, cautioudy. Groaning, he staggered erect, drove himsdf to the ascent of the stone Sairs.

Light suddenly flooded the stairway, reflected from the wdls. The others must have taken a lamp from
one of the shelves, were bringing it with them. As yet, the direct source of the illumination was hid-den
from him-but unless he hurried this state of af-fairs would not last for long.

He tried to hurry-and each step was like a knife driven in deep just below his heart. He-tried to hurry,
and he did hurry-but hdtingly, lamey-and the light around him grew brighter and the voices of his
pursuers louder.

He tried to console himsdlf with the thought thet bows and arrows would not be effective weapons in
this locdity-and knew that the Tharnians would have swords or knives, whilgt he had nothing.

Not even a chair ... hethought bitterly.
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He drove himsdf up the dtairs, forcng his legs into a steady rhythm, ignoring the pain in his injured
sde. He dimbed, gasping for breath, staggering, fdl-ing againg the stone wadls, bruisng himsdf more
with every impact. Above the roaring in his ears he could hear the shouts of the soldiery, imagined that
there was a note of triumph in therr voices. But of course, there would be; they would have found the
pistol that he had dropped, would have redized that he was weaponless.

He wondered if he should take one of the sde doors, leave the stairway for one of the floors or
gd-leries of the tower. But he dill retained the ahility to think logicdly, decided againg it. The Tharmians
could not possbly know of the waiting baloon, would think that once he was on the roof they would
have him-and the women-at their mercy, would be able to drive them to the parapet, to the sheer drop
to the cobblestones below.

He hoped that Jane would have the sense to tdl Totesu to cast off the balloon before it was too late. It
was too risky for the others to wait for im now, whether or not he succeeded in reaching the roof before
the soldiery. A flight of arrows, however hadti-ly directed, and the balloon would be usdless.

Again hefel-and thistime he didn't get up.

He was too tired and his side was hurting too bad-ly. He half-closed his eyes againg the glare as the
glaing ol lamp was carried around the last bend below him, saw, through ditted lids the advancing

soldiers, the triumph on ther faces, the short swords that they held in their hands.

S0 I've run to the edge of night, he thought, and soon | shall be over the edge. ..
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He saw the men hesitate, sart to fall back.



In the confined space the deadly chatter of the ma-chine pistol was degfening. He looked around, and
by the flickering light of the dropped lamp he saw Jane, her face set and hard, the vicious, smoking
wespon in her hands. She fired one last short burst and the light flied-and with it the man who had carried
it.

There was a steady light then, the light of his torch, and Jane, holding it, was kneding beside him,
"Derek," she was saying, "Derek. What's wrong? Are you wounded?'

"Jug afdl," he said tiredly. "One or two ribs cracked, perhaps ..." He began to recover. "Where did
you get the gun?'

"From your pilot, that aeronautical priest. He wouldn't come. He thinks that the only dvilized way of
meking war isto drop bombs on people. . ;"

"But you came ..."

"But of course. Now, if you can manage the rest of these stairs, the carriage waits, my lord."

With Jane supporting him, Caver managed the lagt of the gars up to the roof of the tower. The
baloon was dill there, hanging with its basket just clear of the flags. Totesu was having a heated
argu-ment with Sayonee about something-about what, Calver nether knew nor cared.

He ignored the bdloon at firs, walked ungeedily to the parapet, looked out and down. The High
Priest's motorized column was il drding the castle, dill pouring in an ineffectud fire. But the rate of fire
had dackened. Ammunition was not too plentiful-and it would dl be needed for the red assault.

Meanwhile, the apparent loss of enthusiasm on the part of the
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attackers was dl to the good. It would lull the defend-ers into a state of false security.

Arlen said, "Theré's somebody else coming up those gairs. It's time that we weren't here”

"All right," said Calver. Heraised hisvoice. "Totesu! We're coming aboard!"

"Ready. Alwaysready." *

He and the gil walked back to where the basket was suspended. His foot struck againgt something
amdl, something that rang metdlicaly. One of the magazines, he thought. It's not much good finding
it now.

Jane clambered into the basket. The balloon dropped, with her added weight, until the car was
touching the flags of the roof. Calver tried to follow, found that Siffness was stting in around his bruises.
Jane cursed him softly and, aided by Totesu, pulled himin over the wickerwork rim.

There was a growing light in the turret doorway. The priest saw it, began to make impatient noises,
began to throw out the bags of bdlast. Jane helped him. Calver asked, "Where's your pistol? A couple
of bursts will keep them down."

Thegirl answered, "I ... | thought that you had picked it up and brought it ... It must till be
there.. ."

"Bdlad," grunted the priest. "Finish. No lift."

Caver found his torch, flashed it around the in-terior of the car. Inadvertently he held the beam for a
second on Sayonee. She cringed away from it, whis-pering, "No. Please. No. Not me"

"I'm tempted,” said Cdlver.

There was a spare magazine for Totesu's lost weagpon. He threw it out. There was his uniform jacket,

that Sayonee had again draped around her
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shoulders. He pulled it from her, dropped it oversde. There was the flare pistol-but that would be
needed. It would be needed-but only one cartridge. There were s in the carton-but why waste them?

Thelight in the turret door was bright now, the voices loud. There was a certain reluctance on the part

of the owners of the voicesto show themsdlves, but that was understandable. However, sooner or later

they would pluck up courage and charge upon the helpless balloon.
Hydrogen, thought Calver, isa light gas. It rises. So, if there're any leaks in the fabric of the gasbag, as there must
be (unless the sky pilot's calculations were all to buggery, which is a possibility) the gas will be well clear of the



basket . .. But what about a mixture of hydrogen and the atmospheric oxygen?

He broke the fa pistol, inserted athick cartridge into the breech. He closed the gun with a snap, drew
back the hammer. As he did so, the light in the turret was extinguished. He thought, So they're going to
come creeping out under cover of darkness . . . He amed, fired. There was a scream as the
incandescent flare found its target and Caver saw a man ralling ingde the doorway, his chest a mass of
red flane. Caver hestated before reoading-then remembered the woman whom he, merafully, had
shot. He fired again-and a screaming wretch, his dothing ablaze, flung himsalf over the parapet.

Totesu cried out in pain, dutching his shoulder. By the light of the flares Calver saw that the priest had
been hit by an arrow, redized tha the archers on the outer battlements now had the tower-and the

balloon-under fire. He sighed. There was only one thing for im to do. Perhaps, with luck, he would
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dill be here, would 4ill be dive and kicking, when the defenses crumbled before the red assault and the
priesly armor swept into the fortress. He said to jane, "Take this pistol. As soon as you're up and clear,
fireoneflae..."

"What are you doing?"

He said, "What else is there to do?"

He got one leg over the rim of the basket, heard Totesu cry out again. He heard Jane cdl, "Derek,
stop! Look!"

Cdver looked. The priest was dead; of tha there could be no doubt. No man can take an
arrow through the eye and live. Calver scrambled back into the basket. He knew that there was no time
for senti-ment, but he fdt strangdly quilty as he helped the two women to tumble the body of the young
man- the man who was going to revolutionize Tharnian warfare and who had been killed by one of the
primitive weapons he despised-out of the car. The baloon lifted suddenly, soringing doft on the end of its
cable, riang above and clear of the driving sorm of arrows.

Caver pointed the flare pistol downwards, fired. Almogt a once, it seemed, there was a new note in
the thunder of the mobile atillery below them-a deeper, more deadly note. The streams of tracer were
sweeping the battlements, no longer expending themsdves hamlesdy on the castle wdls. And
the rocket launchers were burding into action-and even a ther dtitude those in the baloon could hear
the roar of the explosions, the crash of fdling mason-ry.

The beams of the headlights white in the smoke and dust showed the High Priest's armor advancing,
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crawling over the rubble, probing every possible shdter with the fire from the light automatic weap-ons.
The baloonigts could see the milling men and machines in the courtyard around the centra tower -until,
after only a short time, there were no more men.

Sickened, Caver wondered about the ethics of sHI-ing modern ams to these people-then
remembered what he had seen and what he had been obliged to do in the castle dungeon.

He went to the 9gnd cord, gave it three sharp jerks. It was dack and and unrespongive in his hand.
He tried to find his torch to give the light sgnd, re-dized that it must have been dumped during the
at-tempts to lighten the balloon. He thought of valving gas, came to the conclusion that, should he do so,
the arcraft would fdl again on or in the neighborhood of the tower-and the tower (there must have been
wood, somewhere, in its construction) was now burn-ing.

But it didn't matter. The men a the winch would have arush of brains to the head sooner or later and
red the baloon in. He sat with Arlen on the floor of the basket, made no objection when Sayonee,
seeking warmth, huddled againg his other side.

And he went to deep.

8



thk fallowing morning, before daybreak, Lorn Lady lifted from Tharn.

When Caver and Jane Arlen returned on board, delivered to the ramp of one of the triumphant tanks,
they found the ship secured for Space, ready to blast off a a second's notice. Old Captain Engds had
greeted them at the airlock, had alowed a momen-tary warmth to dispd hisusud coldness. He had said,
briefly, "I'm glad,” and then, with a swift re-turn to his old manner, "Go to your quarters, Mr. Caver, and
remain there until sent for."

Cdver fdt a sudden chill. Was his mutinous out-burst of the previous day being remembered, being
hed againgt him? He redlized that he knew little of the shipmaster's psychology, knew only that it was a
complex one.

"But, sir..."

"Go to your cabin, Mr. Cdver. | think tha the old girl is capable of dambering updtairs this once
without her Chief Officer to hold her hand."
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"But gr, I'm perfectly fit."

"You don't look it. You look dl in. Il have Doc Mdone look you over before we raise ship.”

"But sir..."

"Go to your cabin!"

Calver went.

He tried to dimb, unasssted, up the spird stair-case in the axid shaft from the arlock to the officers
flat. Then he was remembering that other spird Staircase, the one in the tunnel--and with the memo-ries
the numbness left im and dl the pain of his bruised sde came back. Jane supported him, tried to assst
him, then stood to one side as Brentano and the Purser, sent down by the Captain, took over. He was
practicaly carried to his cabin, let himsdf col-lapse thankfully onto the bunk. He was dimly con-scious of
old Doc Maone's probing fingers, of his voice saying, "Nothing broken. Hell be as good as new once
we're in Free Fall. But you'd better stay with him during blast-off, Arlen.”

He heard her reply, "I dready had every intention of so doing.”

It was strange for him to ride the rockets to the sky as a passenger, with Jane beside him-strange, but
not unpleasant. Even o, it fdt . . . wrong. His place was in Control, stting in the co-pilot's chair, ready
to take over in a it second should anything happen to the Master himsdf. (And Engds was so very
old, so very fragile) Brentano was keen, and efficient- but Brentano was an Electronic Radio Officer,
hed no training in ship handling . . .

"What are you grinning at?" Jane had demanded, spesking with difficulty as the acceleration tended to

squeeze the ar from her lungs
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"Already,"” he had told her, "I'm beginning to think like a Chief Officer again. Already | have an
acute attack of Matdy indigpensability ..."

"Asfar as |I'm concerned,” she had whispered, "You are indigpensable ..."

They heard the rockets give alast cough, heard the whining of the big gyroscope as Lorn Lady svung
about her short axis, as she was lined up for the sun about which revolved Grollor. They fdt the
weight-lessness of Free Fdl, tensed themsdlves for the short burst of accderation that would put them on
course, that would send them fdling down the long trgjec-tory. It came-but the expected dizziness, the
loss of tempord orientation following upon the activation of the Mannschenn Drive, did not come.

Cdver darted to fumble with the straps holding him to the bunk.

He sad, "There's something wrong. 1'd better get up to Control."



The door opened. Captain Engds stood there. He said, "Mr. Calver, | fear that your fird duty as
Chief Officer will be a meancholy one. Take Mr. Brentano and Mr. Fender with you and bring poor
Maclean's body to the airlock.”

Cdver understood, then. The burid could not take place once the interstelar drive was in operation.
Changing the mass of a ship during tempora pre-cession can-and will-have catastrophic conse-quences.

He saw that the Acting Second Mate and the Purser were sanding behind the Captain. He led
them to the deep-freeze chambers, watched as they did Maclean's shrouded body from its temporary

icy tomb. The frost crystals on the sheet that covered
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hm sparkled in the glare of the lamps, reminded him of the stars on the ornate cap badge that the dead
men had aways worn.

He led them to the axid shdft, to the spird stair-way. It would have been fagter to have made the
pas-sage of the shaft the way that it dways was made in Free Fdl-a swift, svimming motion from one
end to the other. 1t would have been faster-but lacking in dignity and respect. So he and the others used
the stairs, the magnetic soles of their shoes dinging to the metd treads, waking dowly, waking dmog as
though the corpse had weight.

They carried the body to the airlock, outside which the Captain and the other officers were
wait-ing. They placed it in the little compartment. Smoothly, slently, the inner door shut. There
was the sobbing of pumps as the airlock pressure built up to four ship atmospheres. It ceased. Engds, in
hisdry cracked voice, began to read from the Book in his hand.

Cdver ligened to the solemn words, to the ancient ritud. He wanted hard to believe that this was not
for Maclean the end, the ultimate nothingness, but he found himsdf incagpable of doing so. This was not
the first Degp Space funerd in his experience-but the others had been in towards the Center, with the
bright stars above and below and to dl sdes, where it was easy to regard those same stars as the
veritable Hosts of Heaven. Here, on the Rim, the find negation was too close to the living. It must be
closer ill to the dead.

"We therefore commit the body to the deep ..." read the Captain.

Caver pulled thelever. Thelight over the airlock
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door changed from green to red. The structure of the old ship shook ever so dightly. Maclean-or what
was left of Maclean-was now Outsde. Would he, wondered Caver, plunge into some blazing sun years
or centuries or millenniafrom now? Or would his frozen body circle the Rim forever? The maudin words
of the song of which the dead Mate had been so fond echoed in his mind:

We'll ever roamAnd runtheRim. ..

Cdver pulled the second lever. Again the pumps sobbed. The light changed from red to green. The
needle of the gauge trembled, crept to One At-mosphere, steadied. Caver opened the inner airlock
door, looked insde, meking sure. He shut the door.

"Mr. Cdver," said Captain Engds diffly, "secure for Interstelar Drive” He made his dow way to the
axid shaft. The others began to follow.

Jane Arlen caught his deeve. Her face was white.

"Derek," she said, "I'm frightened. | thought when | came out to the Rim that 1'd shaken off my
jinx . .. But now . . . Maclean, and all those others ..."

Cdver sad, "It was nothing to do with .you, or with your jinx, or even with poor Maclean. It was just
power politics-power politics on aworld that none of us had ever heard of until we came out here.”

Shewhispered, "But I'm il frightened.”

So Lorn Lady CAME to Grallor.

Almogt everybody on that planet, a world that makes a rdigion of technology, was glad to see the

ship. Even so, thought Calver, it was a dull world, with no temptations. The Grollans look upon acohol



as a good antiseptic, deaning fluid and rocket fud, nothing more. And dthough they are classed as hu-
manoid they are so grotesque in appearance, batrachian, that their women could make no apped
even to Fender-who, in any case, had yet to recover from the severe fright that he had suffered on Tharn.

In terms of weight and measurement there was lit-tle cargo to discharge on Grollor-but ideas cannot
be weighed, can be measured only by results. Caver, as he checked the manifest, found himsdf
wondering what those results would be. He ticked off the cases of technicd books, of scentific
ingruments, of pre-cision tools. He could not help querying the wisdom of the Rim Government's export
policy. To equip an dly may be wise; to equip a potentid riva is not.
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But, he told himsdf, Space is vast. There would be room for the Grollan ships when they ventured
beyond the bounds of their own planetary system.

The cargo was discharged and other cargo-once again tools and insruments, but manufactured un-der
license-was loaded. But Lorn Lady did not lift a once. Repairs had to be made before she was
gpace-worthy-the main propellant pump was giving trou-ble-and Grollor, with its mechine shop fadlities
and relaively cheap labor-was an ided planet upon which to make them.

Cdver and Jane Arlen went ashore. They sampled meds that were stodgy and flavorless, sipped
drinks that were flavorless and non-intoxicating. They wan-dered around art gdleries exhibiting the
works of ar-tists who were competent mechanicd draftsmen and who, obvioudy, were in love with the
mechines that they depicted in such loving detail. They attended the performance of an opera (Jane was
able to maintain arunning trandation) that was dl about the ef-forts-eventualy and happily successful-of
ayoung works manager to persuade his sweetheart, running a screw-dotting machine in his factory, to
Increase her output of dotted screws.

It was when they were walking back to the space-port after this performance that they saw, in the
black sky, the flaming exhaust of an inward-bound ship.

"One of the locd interplanetary jobs," said Jane, not very interested.

"No," said Calver. "That exhaudt's dl wrong. Too ruddy. These people haven't any ships yet that can

use atomic power and dill expdl a dean exhaust. They always use chemical propellant inside a
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planetary atmosphere. That's one of our ships.”

"It can't be" she said. "Rimhound's nat due for dl of a month."

"By one of our ships™ he corrected her, "I didnt mean one of Rim Runners pdatid cargo liners. |
meant a human ship."

"There are other races," she pointed out argumen-tatively, "with interselar ships. The Shaara, for ex-
ample ..."

"Those communigtic bumblebees have never made it out to the Rim," he said.

"Theres dways afirg time" she told him. "And they and the Grollans would get dong fine"

"The Grollans," he said, "would never approve of the Shaara drones."”

After awnhile she panted, "Hey! Where's the fire? If we're going to run, we shdl be better off taking a
taxi..."

"| thought you wanted exercise.”

"Yes But not this strenuous. And anybody would think you'd never seen a ship before, the way you're
dragging me back to the spaceport ..."

They paused for breath, sanding on the footpath, kegping a look-out for the flashing green light that
was the Sgn of a ground taxi. One of the mono-whedled vehicles approached them from the direction of
the port. Caver waved. The vehide executed a neet U turn, cut across the bows of a multi-wheded
heavy truck, drew up alongside them and stood there, its gyroscope softly purring.

Cdver handed the girl into the passenger compart-ment, said to the grinning, frog-faced driver, "The



port, please.”

"Sure, boss."
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The vehide shot away from its sanding start, skimmed dong the road toward the glare of working
lights

"Y ouve come from the port,” said Calver. "Wha was the ship that just landed?"

"Don't know, boss. Not Rim Runner, not one of ours. Little ship. Stranger.”

"Alien?"

"Yes" sad the driver. Then, "Alien, like you. You dien.”

" suppose we are," admitted Calver after a pause, glaring at Jane as she giggled. "l suppose we are.
It'sdl amatter of viewpoint, redly ..." He asked the driver, "Did you see what she was like? Did you
find out her name?"

"Little ship, not big. Not like yours. Name? Can speak your language, but not read. Did hear name,
but not remember too well. Something like, you know, Star of Er."

"Star of Earth?"

"No. Not Earth. Er."

"Br," sad Jane, not very hdpfully, "is next door to Oz. Didn't you know?'

"But you see now ..."

Thetaxi paused briefly a the spaceport gates, then swept on, heading away from the berth at which
stood Lorn Lady. It cruised dowly past the strange ship. She was, as the driver had said, smdl. The
name just under her sharp slem was picked out in glowing letters-Star Rover.

"Therés money there" said Jane, a little enviously. "There are only a handful of men in the Gadaxy
who can afford an interstdlar yacht ..."

"If I had that much money," said Calver, "I
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shouldn't come out to the Rim."

"Things are dways so much better when you pay for them," said Jane. "After dl, | did hear that T. G.
Clippers are going to run cruises out to this sector of the Gaaxy, and their customers will be in the
mil-lionaire class.”

"More money than sense,” said Calver.

Thetaxi stopped a Lorn Lady's ramp and he and the girl got out. Calver fumbled in his pocket for a
hendful of the plagtic coinage, paid the driver and followed Jane into the ship, up the spird
compan-ionway thet led to the officers quarters. Captain Engels door was open and he cdled to them,
"Mr. Caver, Mrs. Arlen! Will you see me, please?'

"You have sgned the Contract, both of you," sad the old man. "And as officers of a Rm World
merchant vessd you are, automdticaly, officers of our Naval Resarve” He amiled bleskly, adding, "Not
that we have aNavy. Evenso ..."

Even so what? thought Calver, Spping the drink that the Captain had poured for him.

"Thisship. This Star Rover ..."

"Yes, sr. Weve seen her.”

"Have you considered the implications of her beng here, Mr. Caver?'

"Not in any great detall, Sr. But it'sfairly obvious. Just a rich man with his money burning holes in his
pockets, coming out here to see how the poor live"

"Perhaps, Mr. Cadver. Perhaps. But there are oth-er implications.”

"Such as, sir?"

"l am surprised that you have to ask, Mr. Calver. You are dready aware that Federation agents have
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been operating out on the Rim." There was a trace of warmth in his amile. "If my memory is not at faullt,



did you not meet one on Faraway?'

"l was told that she was one," said Calver-ex-pecting, and receiving, a hodtile glare from Jane.

"On our own planets,” said Captain Engels, "thereis efficent counter-espionage machinery. On
these worlds, where our people have no jurisdiction,, there is not. The Grollan Government is pro Rim
Worlds-but we Rim Worlders are the only humans with whom the Grollans have been in contact. In a
year or S0, treaties will be raified and we shdl be secure. Until such time the Federation could sted our
trade and oust us from our position of influence”

"I've no desire to get mixed up in any more private wars," said Calver bluntly.

"l was not suggedting that you should,” the Cap-tain told him coldly. "Furthermore | wish to make it
quite plain that we, in spite of our status as Reserve officers, are essentialy merchant spacemen. Our firgt
duty isto our ship. On the other hand, we do have a duty to find out dl that we can and, if possible, to
put a spoke in the Federation's whed "

"l see" said Calver. Then, "Have you any sugges-tions, Sr?'

"None" sad the Old Man frankly. "But you're a man with a certain amount of resource and sagacity,
or should it be ingenuity? Itisalong time since | read Kipling ..."

"'The mariner'," quoted Jane, " ‘was a man of infinite resource and sagecity . . .'"

"I believe that you are right, my dear. And now, if you will think over what | have told you ..."

"WEélIl dothat, Sir," promised Caver.
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Undressing in his cabin, hanging his uniform in his wardrobe, he asked Jane, "And what's tomor-row's
rig of the day? False beard and dark glasses?’

"Don't worry about it," she told him. "You're just not cut out to be a Spy or counter-spy. But I'll take
you asyou are."

The fallowing evening Jane did not go ashore; she was fully occupied with an overdue inventory of her
stores. Caver, after his offer of assistance had been spurned for the third time, Ieft the ship by himsdf in
rather a bad temper. He walked from the spaceport to the city and there spent an hour in a newsred
the-ater. Findly, dizzy and bored after watching shot af-ter shot of machinery of various kinds in violent
mo-tion, he |&ft the place and went in search of asmdl restaurant where he had been once or twice with
Jane. The proprietor of this establishment en-deavored to emulate Terran cuisne and his menu,
now and again, produced surprises, some of them quite pleasant ones. Even though he himsdf could not
appreciate subtle flavorings he was willing to ad-mit that there were those who did.

Cdver sat in a booth morosdy toying with his food. This was one of the restaurant's off nights.
Sud-denly he redized that the people in the next booth were talking English.

He was gimly amused by the fact that the couple shared hislow opinion of the food. And their accent
was familiar, and brought with it a wave of nostdgia Earth ... he thought. They must be off that
yacht. They must be tourists. But who'd come out to the Rim for pleasure?

He heard the man get to his feet, caught a glimpse of him as he stalked out of the restaurant. There

was
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something vagudy familiar about him. In Caver's mind the penny started to drop.

He pushed away from his own table, got up and waked the step or s0 to the next booth. The girl,
who was dill seated, looked a Caver and grinned rueful-ly. She said, "Grim, isn't it? It was too much for
my brother. He said that he had an important business engagement, but | think that he's rushed back to
the yacht for an dcoholic gargle to wash the taste out of his mouth.”

Caver grinned.

"We thought that we should be playing safe by having something smple” she went on. " Steak Diane.
That wasn't asking too much, was it?"

"Onewould think not," admitted Calver.



"And did you enjoy your dinner?' she asked.
"It was supposed to be Lobster Thermidor,” he told her. "But I'd just hate to meet the
arthropod that was masquerading as a lobster. My guessiis that it was just an oversized cockroach

Her face, even with its grimace of disgust, was at-tractive-and her laugh was even more <0, its slvery,
tinkling qudity somehow meatching the gleeming platinum of her hair. She said, "Will you join me for
coffee? And mine host has something that he cdls brandy, if you'd careto risk it ..."

Cdver amiled. "I think that this is about as far as we can go with the encore of the scene that we
played at the Rimrock House on Faraway, Miss Verill. Al-ready we have started to deviate from the
origind script.”

"And what happened to my Napoleon brandy that night, Mr. Caver?'

"Wefinished it, of course.”

"We?"
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"One of my shipmates and mysdf. And what hap-pened to you, and your . . . your brother?"

"As a maiter of fact," she told him, "he is my brother. Oh, there was a little unpleasantry with the
authorities, but nothing serious, and we were given the bum's rush off the Rim Worlds. A case of
mis-taken identity, actudly. It ssemsthat there's a cou-ple who Ye dmost our doubles who specidize in
Hl-ing shares in mythicd enterprises on the more back-ward planets ..." There was a pause
while the waitress brought the coffee service and the unlabelled bottle, and the glasses. She went on,
-"l never ex-pected to meet you again, Derek. | knew that your ship called here, but you should have
been out and away before we dropped in."

"We should have been," he said, "but we had de-lays en route, and now we're grounded for repairs.”

"What sort of repairs?"

"I wouldn't know. I'm only the Mate. What the low mechanics do to judify ther exigence is a
mys-tery.”

"Only the Mae?' She looked at the braid on his epaulettes. "Yes. You have riz in the world. You
were Second Officer the last time | saw you."

"Yes" agreed Calver, unwilling to joke about the circumstances of his promotion.

"But it mugt be fascinating, being Chief Officer of a ship on this trade. The Eastern Circuit you cal it,
don't you? All these new worlds, unspoiled. Grallor, and . . . and ..."

"Yes" admitted Caver. "We get around.” He sipped from his glass. "Thisis more like brandy than the
coffeeislike coffee . . . But there's not much re-semblance.”

"No," she agreed. "Therésnot." She brightened.
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"But there's no need for us to drink here, is there? We have a well-stocked bar aboard the yacht." Her
voice fdl dmogt to awhigper. "And ther€ll be no-body aboard now ..."

"But what about your brother? And the crew?"

"My brother has a business meeting ..."

"Business?"

"Oh, stores and such. Clearances, Inwards and Outwards. You should know the sort of thing ..."

"And the crew?'

"Therére only a couple of engineers. And they're Sght-seeing. Somebody asked them to vist a
lasheleq factory. What are lashelegs?”

"Search me."

She got to her feet. "Come on, then. Let's get out of this dump.”

Cdver rose and took the hill that the waitress pre-sented to him. It was made out in an approximation
to English, and he saw that it included the meal eaten by the girl and her brother, as wdl as his
own. He wondered if he would be able to charge it up as expenses to whatever Government department



it was that handled counter-espionage. He had every intention of trying to do so. He paid, followed the
grl out into the Street.

A cruisng taxicab stopped for them. Caver did not recognize the driver-to him al Grollans looked the
same. The driver recognized him, however. (But he was in uniform, and marks of rank are a means of
identification.) He grinned, showing his jagged teeth. "Goodnight, boss. New lady tonight." (But Jane
Arlen was brunette and Sonya Verill was blonde.)

"The spaceport,” said Calver brusgquely.

"Sure, boss. To Sar of Er?"
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"Yes."

"Star of Er?" queriedthegirl.

"That's what they're calling your ship."

"Oh." Then, "What's this about a new lady? | thought | was the only Terran femde on this planet, and |
can't imagine you doing a line with any of the locas.”

"We have one woman aboard the ship. The Cater-ing Officer. We take her ashore sometimes.”

"What isshelike?'

"Man," lied Calver. "Dowdy. Just what you'd ex-pect in our class of ship-a dear old duck.” He

added, "She's a good cook, though.”

"So am |," Sonya Verill told him. "I do dl the catering aboard Sar Rover. I've had no complaints
yet."

"I'd like to try it, some time."

"Perhapsyou will, Derek.”

The cab swept through the spaceport gates, svung to theright and rolled towards Star Rover's berth.
Cdver looked to the floodlit tower that was Lorn Lady, wondered what Jane was doing, wondered
what Jane would think if she knew what he was doing. Not that he was doing anything. Not that he
would do anything. Or if he did do anything, it would be in his honorary capacity as a Rim
Worlds counter-spy, not as a private individud. And, in any case, it would be dl Jane's fault. If she hadn't
flared up and called upon dl the odd gods of the Gaaxy to ddiver her from a blundering space-oaf who
would ings on getting in her hair when she had a job of work that had to be done.. . .

Thetaxi dowed to a stop by Star Rover's ramp. Caver got out, handed the girl to the concrete. He
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paid and dismissed the driver. He looked up at the little ship-little, but large enough, carrying, as she did,
only her own machinery and personnd, to cir-cumnavigate the Gaaxy. He fdt envy for the people who
could afford to own such a vessdl, wondered where the money came from that had purchased her -from
the sde, mog probably, of something quite usdess and, dmog certainly, at least dightly injurious. Or
from the pockets of the Federation taxpayers, hetold himsdf.

"No gangway watch?' he asked. "This is a rather expensve hunk of iron-mongory to leave loafing
around unattended."

"Weve everything that opens and shuts™" she told him. "Induding a sonic lock on the outer door. My
brother's voice will operate it, and the voices of the two engineers. And my own, of course.”

"What if you're in a hard vacuum?"

"There are such things as it radios,” she said. "In any case, in such cpnditions, there would amost
catanly be somebody indde the ship at dl times”

"And the key? Or the combination? The words?'

"Go away," she told him. "Out of earshot. Oh, it's nothing persond, but | just don't know you wel
enough. Yet."

He retired afew paces, watched her mount the ramp and stand before the circular door. He heard her
sying something, but too softly for him to digtin-guish the words. He saw the big vave swing open. She
turned and stood there, the light in the airlock chamber striking through her thin dress. Calver



found himsdf garing a her, He remembered in de-tail, quite suddenly, what he had thought on the

oc-casion of ther firg meeting, how he had quoted to
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himsdlf the words of an ancient post:

No beauty doth she miss When all her robes are on; But beauty's self sheis When all her
robesaregone. ..

"What are you waiting for?' she cdled. "Come on up."

Come up and see me some time, he thought. Who was it who used to say that? Some notorious courtesan of the
Eigh-teenth or Twenty-first Century or thereabouts? Come up and see me sometime. . . I've already seen plenty, but
| shouldn't mind seeing more ...

He climbed the ramp to the airlock.

10

caver had served aboard crack liners and had ex-pected that the yacht would be at least as luxurious as
such vessds. But she was not. The keynote of her interior fittings was efficency, with luxury
con-spicuous by its absence. Oh, she was comfortable enough-but a certain standard of comfort is
esentid if efficdency isto be mantained. (It has taken shipowners and ship designers millennia to grasp
this obvious fact.) The general impresson presented, Calver decided, was that of a amdl fighting ship,
some minor unit of the Federation Survey Service. Until now he had been willing to beieve that a
mis-take might have been made, that Sonya Verill and her brother might just possbly be what they
cdamed to be-tourists with more money than sense. Now he was sure thet they were not. Now was the
time to demongtrate the not quite infinite resource and sagacity that Captain Engds had attributed to him.
There was no devator-in a vessd this Sze such afitting would have been the extreme of luxury-but
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there was the usud spird companionway in the axid shaft. Caver followed the girl up to the living
quar-ters, admiring the play of the muscles under the smooth, golden skin of her calves, becoming excited
by the glimpses of the gleaming, lovely length of her legs.

He followed her dong the short, curving dleyway, paused as she stopped to open a door.

"Gomein," shesad. "Thisiswherel live, Derek."

He looked around the stting room, obvioudy part of a suite. The walls were pandled with plagtic in
pleasant pastel shades. There were two deep chairs, and a settee. There were bookshelves and a hig,
al-purpose receiver and player. The only note of luxury, as opposed to solid comfort, was struck by the
low coffee table, the top of which was a dab of the fabuloudy expensive opawood from Fomahaut VI.

She waved him to a chair, went to the little bar beside the player and produced a bottle and two
baloon glasses. He was amused to see that the bottle contained French brandy. She poured drinks, said,

“To us."

"Herésmud in your eye," he responded.

She said, "Amuse yoursdlf while | get changed into something more comfortable.”

He remained ganding until she had gone through into her bedroom, then waked to the player. He
looked through the records, selected a tape cdled Soft Lights And Swveet Music. He inserted it into the
mar-chine, threaded the end of it through the playing head and onto the empty spool, switched on. He sat
on the soft settee, nurang his glass, settled down to enjoy the nogtdgic melodies and the play of soft,

ab-stract color patterns on the screen.
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She came back into the room. She was wearing agown of Altarian crystd silk, the materid of which
it is said that the wearing of it is more naked than ac-tua nudity-provided, of course, that the right
wom-an iswearing it. Sonya Verrill was the right woman.

She sat down beside Calver. He could fed the warmth of her through the fabric of his uniform. He
could amdl the heady scent that she was wearing. He was aware of her in the wordt (or the best ?) way.

She said, "You mugt be hot in here. Why don't you take off your jacket?"

He said, lying without conviction, "I'm quite com-fortable, Sonya."

She said, laughing gently, "Y oull not find any-thing like this aboard your ship.”

"No," he admitted. "Not quite.”

Her fingers were playing with the buttons of his jacket, loosening them one by one, were undoing the
buttons of his shirt. Her hand was cool, soft yet firm, on his chest, was warmer as it did around to his
back. Her face was close to his, her lips parted. Her eyes seemed enormous. And his arms were around
her, and he fdt the yidding firmness of her as he pressed her to him.

She pulled away suddenly.

She said suddenly, coldly, "I'm sorry, Derek. | thought that you'd have had rather more control of
yoursdf than this"

He said, "I may be only a smple spaceman, but | thought that | was asked up here for this™

She sad, "l may not be the type of woman to which you are accustomed, Derek, but | find
some-thing impossibly sordid about these brief affairs. Before | give mysdf | must have some illuson of

per-manence ..."
THE RIM OF SPACE 103

"Give yoursdf? | rather gained the impression that you were throwing yoursdf at me..."

She sad ina hurt voice, "Tha was unkind, Derek. You are an attractive brute, you know. And
I'm &fraid that | rather lost control. Y ou should have had more control ..."

"Oh."

"Of courseg, if we got to know each other better . . . But there's so littletime ..."

"Our repairs should be finished soon,” he said.

"Are you redly happy in tha old wreck of yours?' she asked. "A man like you, used to hig,
well-found, well-run ships?' She assumed a pensve attitude. "l don't suppose for one moment you'd
consder the idea, but we, my brother and I, need a navigetor . . . No, not exactly a navigator-Bill's quite
competent in that respect. But a pilot, a pilot for this sector of the Galaxy. For the Eastern Circuit
..." She splashed fresh brandy into their glasses. "The pay would be generous, ..." she added, as she

moved close to him again.
He laughed with genuine amusement. "By dl the odd gods of the Gaaxy, are you the best tha the
Federation can do? This corny routine . . . Beautiful blonde spy and oafish victim . . . I'll surrender the

body beautiful, darling, if you will let me have the plans of the Borgenwelfer Disintegrator Mark
Xv..."

Ange flared over her face and her hand-the hand that he had thought was so soft-came swinging
round in avicious smack. He caught her wrist before she could strike him again, caught her other wrid,
pressed her back on the settee so that she could not use her feet.

Surprisingly, she started to laugh. "Y ou'd be sur-prised,” she told him, "how many times the corny
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old routine does work. It was worth trying . . . Any-how, the offer dill stands. Sign on her as Eagtern
Circuit Pilot and youll be wdl paid. And when we get back to Earth there'll be a permanent
com-misson for you in the Survey Service-perhapsin the Nava Intdligence Branch ..."

"And the body beautiful ?*

"That part of itisup to you-and me. And | may not sruggle too hard.”

He got to hisfeet, pulling her with him. He said, "Thanks for the party, darling, but I must go. |
should not love thee, dear, so much, loved | not hon-or more. Quote and unquote.”



"Not so fast, Cdver," said aman'svoice.

Cdver let go of the girl, turned. He saw Sonya Verill's brother standing in the doorway of her
bedroom. He was in uniform, with the trappings of a Commander in the Survey Service. He was holding
aheavy pigtol in a negligent yet somehow competent manner.

"Not s0 fadt," he sad again. "As Sonyas not very subtle methods have faled, the time has come for
more direct ones. A revivd, say, of the press gang. Or would this be classed as a Shangha?"

"Press gang," said Calver, eyeng the pistol, won-dering what his chances would be if he used Sonya
as a shidd. "Press gang. Brute force. The Shangha spe-cidists were a little more subtle. They used to
dope ther victims drink. I'm surprised that you never thought of that."

"One volunteer," shiid Verrill, "is worth ten pressed men. And we rather hoped that you might
volunteer.”

"There was cond derable inducement,” admitted
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Galver, "but | have other commitments.”

Thegirl struggled in his grasp. "So you were lying. So this Catering Officer of yours isn't the old duck
you said she was."

"But sheisagood cook," said Calver, tenang him-sdif, getting ready to throw the girl a her brother.

"I shouldn'tif | wereyou," said another voice.

Resgnedly, Caver turned dowly. Standing in the doorway to the dleyway were two more men, like
Verill in Survey Service uniform. They wore the rank and branch badges of engineer officers, but it was
obvious that the automatics they held were as at home in their hands as less |etha working tools would
have been.

Cdver sat in an accelerdtion char in the yacht's control room. He was not uncomfortable-Sonya
Verill, when she had lashed his arms and legs to the piece of furniture, had done so without unnecessary
brutdity. He was not uncomfortable, but after ex-perimenta srainings and twigtings he had been obliged
to admit that he would stay where he was until released.

Verill wasin the pilot's chair, the co-pilot's seat being occupied by his sster. The two engineers were
a ther gations, as Cadver wdl knew. He had fdt a sudden hope as he watched the spaceport police
run-ning, with their odd hopping gait, towards Star Rover's berth-and who, he wondered, had
indigated the raid?-had lapsed into despair as warming up blasts had sent a sheet of vicious fire rippling
out over the concrete, forcing the policemen to retreat.

"All reedy below, Commander,” reported Sonyain an expressonless voice,
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"Thank you, Lieutenant.”

"You can't get away with this" said Caver.

"But we are getting away with it," Verill told him.

"Thisis an act of war,” said Caver, regretting the pomposity of the words as soon as he had uttered
them.

"War, my dear 9r? Surely you know that you Rim Worlders are dill Federation citizens, and that we,
of the Survey Service, are the Federation's policemen.”

"Shouldn't we be getting upstairs, Commander?' asked Sonya.

"Unlessthey have atillery here-and they haven't -we're quite safe, Lieutenant.”

"Illegd arrest, then,” went on Calver doggedly.

"lllegd arrest? Rape, Mr. Cdver, is a serious crime when a dvilian is the victim. But when the victim
isa policewoman ..."

" wigh that there had been rape,” said Caver bit-terly.

He dlowed his attention to stray from the mocking face of the Commander, turned to stare for the last
time (but he dill hoped that it would not be the last time) at Lam Lady, a the old Forlorn Bitch. He



diff-ened as he saw the brightening flicker of blue flame beneath her stern. But perhaps the engineers had
finrished ther repairs and were teding the reaction drive. Even so, somebody mugs have told the
space-port police-who were 4ill sanding supidly just clear of the blast area-of his abduction. Captain
Engds mugt know. And Jane. (And had they written him off as an impressionable fool who would fdl for
apretty face and body and a head of blond hair? What would Jane be thinking?) Somebody must
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have given the darm. That taxi driver . . . Could he be a Rim Worlds agent?

"Commander Verill!" Sonya's voice was sharp. "l think that we should blast off.”

"I'm glad that | never had a back seat driver for asder,” sad Caver.

"Lieutenant Verill," ordered the Commander diffening, "give the engineers their count-down.”

"Ten ..." shesaid. "Nine. .. Eight ..."

Cdver glanced out of the port again. Y es, the blue exhaust flame from Lorn Lady was much brighter.

"Seven ... Six ... Five ..."

But surdy Verill would know. Surdly his ship car-ried a PSonic Communications Officer, a trained
tele-path who would warn him. But perhaps she did not. One drawback to psonic radio is its complete
lack of privecy. A telepath aboard a ship on a secret misson would betray that misson to every other
telepath in the area.

"Four ... Three...Two...One ..."

And the fools were intent on their insruments, were not looking out through their viewports, did not
see the sudden blossoming of intolerable fire below Lorn Lady's stern.

"Fire!"

Accderation pressed Calver deep into his seat, thrugt his chin down to his chest. Sowly, panfully, he
turned his head, saw nothing of Lorn Lady. Even more dowly and panfully he elevated his line of sght,
saw that the old ship was dready wel above the yacht, was stresking for the sky like a bat out of hell.
He heard Sonya gasp and swear, heard her say, "You and your damn slly regulationd You and your

count-down at atimelike thigd"
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"Switch on the radio!" ordered Verrill. "Tell those fools to give us space room!”

"Sar Rover to Lorn Lady," sad the girl coldly. "Fed-eration Survey Ship Sar Rover to Lorn
Lady. Clear space. Thisisan order. | repest, thisisan order.”

There was a pause, during which Verrill swore, "Are the swine deaf as wel as daft?' Then Jane's
voice came through the speaker of the receiver.

"RmWorlds Auxiliary Cruiser Lorn Lady to Star Rover. Land a once. We cannot be responsible if
you stray into our back-blast. Land & once. Thisisan order."

Verill was a competent ship handler and his amdl ship was maneuverable. Yet, as Caver knew, Lorn
Lady was a powerful brute and Captain Enges, as a ship handler, was more than merdy competent.
Ver-rill, as he dimbed, threw hislittle craft from side to sde, bruisng her people with the sudden changes
of acceleration. Hanging above Sar Rover, Lorn Lady seemed to anticipate her every move, and dl the
time the distance between the ships decreased. In pite of the polarization of the viewports, the light in the
yacht's control room was blinding. In spite of the in-sulation the heat leved was risng rapidly.

"Take her down,” sobbed Sonya Verrill, her com-posure broken.

"Thentd| them," said Verill tiredly.

"Sar Rover to Lorn Lady," she said. "We are land-ing."

"Lorn Lady to Star Rover. Return to your berth. We shdl hang over the spaceport until we see dl of
you, dl four of you and the prisoner, leave the ship and surrender yoursdlves to the police. If you do not

com-ply within a reasonable time we shdl drop on you,
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and reduce you to a puddle of molten dag.”



"And isthat your girl friend?" asked SonyaVer-
rill.

"Itis" sad Cdver.

"What charming people you know, darling,” she
said with areturn to her old manner.

So they landed and, after Calver had been untied, marched out of the ship into the arms of the police.
Above the spaceport hung Lorn Lady, a strange, ominous comet in the black sky, a thundering meteor
thet did not fdl. And then the roaring of her was drowned by sudden, more imminet thunder. Calver
turned, as did the others, and saw a column of flameshot smoke where Sar Rover had been.
Some-body, before leaving her, had actuated the time fuse of the demalition charge.

Cdver let his hand fdl onto Commander Verill's shoulder, knew that the other man appreciated the
comforting pressure. He did not know (yet) what it was like to lose a ship, but could imagine how it fdt.

And not far from them Lorn Lady, dowly, carefully, somehow tiredly, settled to her berth.

1

Two hayslater, Lorn Lady lifted from Grollor.

Sar Rover's people were in prison and there they would remain until, eventudly, the Federation
Gov-ernment paid the bill for the repair of the damage to the spaceport gpron caused by the destruction
of the yacht. Captain Engdls had promised Commander Verill that he would see to it that a report was
sent to Federation Survey Service H.Q. But, he pointed out with wry humor, the tide flows
sluggishly through offica channels. And Calver fdt rather sorry for his late abductors. The jal was not
uncom-fortable but the food, good enough by Grallan stan-dards, was deadly dull. Jane was not pleased
when he vigted the prisoners on his last evening ashore, leaving them a parcel of luxuries.

"I wouldnt mind so much," she flared, "if 1 didn't know that everything's redly for that tow-haired
trollop!"

But Lorn Lady lifted and once she was agan on the Long Haul the planet-bred hodilities were
forgotten.

no
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The officers dipped back into Degp Space routine, thankful to be on their way once more. Caver and
Brentano settled down to the monotony and broken deep of watch and watch, four hours on and four
hours off. The hours of duty were long-and they were the longer for the lack of anything to do whild in
the control room. It was essentid that the officer of the watch stay adert-and this desirable condition was
achieved and maintained largdly by the ingestion of huge quantities of black coffee. And Calver- once
Jane had forgiven him, although she still taunted him about his infinite resource and sagacity -was
lucky. When her own duties permitted it she would share his watch with him. At firgt Captain Engds was
indined to frown upon the practice-and then he, himsdf, admitted that in view of Lorn Lady's
shorthandedness it was as desirable that as many of-ficers as possible were capable of sanding a control
room watch. And so Brentano, to his great disgust, found himsdf having to put up with Fender as an
gpprentice watch officer.

For day &fter day, week after week, the old ship fel through the distorted continuum, the outer
darkness on one hand, the fantagtic convolutions of the Galac-tic Lens on the other. She dropped down
the dark infinities through the blackness that was blacker than blackness should be, through the
emptiness that was, somehow, not empty, for weatch after watch, day after day, week after week.

It was on one of Cdver'swatchesthat it happened.



He was spping from the bulb of coffee that Arlen had brought him, was nibbling at the sandwich. He

was saying, "I'll dways love you, darling. Y ou never forget the mustard ..." when she interrupted him,
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asking sharply, "Derek, what's that?"

Sandwich in one hand, coffee bulb in the other, he looked firg at her, then in the direction dong which
she was pointing. He saw afant light, alight where no light should have been. It was faint but clear, too
clear, hard againg the vagueness, definite againg the faint, far nebulogties that, with the Interstellar Drive
in operation, seemed even fainter and more distant.

"Jane!" he ordered. "The radar!"

While she went to the console he unbuckled him-sdf from his chair, pulled himsdf to the telescope. He
swiveed the powerful ingrument, adjusted the focus. The long, dim shape swam into view-the gleaming,
metd hull, the big vanes a the stern, the dim light from the control room ports at the forward end. It was
aship-and that was, or should have been, im-possible.

"Jane!" he snapped. "Bearing? Range?"

He heard her reply, "Nothing on the screen ..."

"Damn it, wench,"” he growled. "There must be..."

"Therés not."

He left the telescope, went to stand beside Jane at the radar. As she had told him, the screen was
blank. But, he told himsdf, it had to be blank. For there to be anything showing on it, the tempora
precession rate of the target would have to be synchronized with that of Lorn Lady-and the odds againgt
any two ships usng the Mannschenn Drive achieving tem-pora synchronization are astronomical. But,
without tempora synchronization, how could there be direct vison?

"Go to the telescope,” he said, "and tdl me what you see.”
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Without waiting for her report he cdled the Cap-tain on the telephone. "Chief Officer here)” he
re-ported. "Unidentified vessd to port ..."

"Bearing? Range?" he heard the cracked old voice demand.

"I don't know, sir. Radar seemsto be inoperable.”

The Old Man, as dways, was in the control room amog immediatdy. He went fird to the radar
con-sole, wasted no time there, then to the telescope. He ordered quietly, "Mr. Calver, cdl out Mr.
Brentano and Mr. Levine. Wewill try to communicate.”

Caver picked up the telephone, buzzed the two communications officers. Brentano, dert in spite of his
short rations of deep, answered his cadl a once. Leving, typicdly, was far from dert, ingded that the
gtuaion be explained to himin words of one syllable -and then demanded a repstition.

When he had finished he heard Captain Engds say, "She's closer, Mr. Cadver. Seems to be a
con-verging course ..."

"How do you know, Sr?"

The old man grinned. He said, "One can manage without radar, Calver. When | firg came up here the
imege of that ship extended over three graticules- now it extends over five . . . But what about the radio
officers? Are they up?'

"Brentano is, Sr. Hell bein Electronic Com-munications now. Levine was hard to wake ..."

"Hedwaysis. You'd better go and make sure that he's functioning. | shdl be dl right here, with Mrs.
Arlen. If | want you in ahurry | shdl sound the Gen-erd Alam.”

"But, gr ... Could it be pirates, do you think?"

"Pirates, Mr. Calver? There are many wonders on
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the Rim-but pirates have never been among them. What ship plying between these poverty-stricken
planets is worth the piraing?"



The telephone buzzed. Caver picked up the in-strument, heard, "Electronic Communicetions here.
No sgnds audible on any frequency. Am transmitting on dl frequencies.”

"Brentano, Sr," reported Caver. "Hestrying- but there are no results.”

"Drag Mr. Levineout,” ordered Engels.

Cdver pulled himsdf through the hatchway into the officers flat, went to Levines cabin-which was
aso his place of duty. He found the Psonic Radio Officer out of his bunk, strapped into the swivd chair
by the table upon which was the glass globe in which lived the psonic amplifier, below which was the
com-plexity of tanks and pumps and piping that handled -nutrition and excretion. He looked with distaste
a the gray, wrinkled thing in the globe, while his nogtrils twitched at the imagined smell of dog. Like most
gpacemen, he accepted psonic radio intdlec-tudly but not emationdly. It was not the operator himsdf,
the trained telepath, that he found revalting -athough there were some who did-but the amplifier, the
dog's brain tissue culture, without which it would have been impossible for human thought-waves to span
interstdlar distances. Revolt-ing, too, was the way in which the mgority of Psonic Radio Operators
meade pets of their organic equip-ment-rewarding it by visudization of trees and bones .. .

He said, "Levine!"

Thelittle man opened his eyes, had trouble focus-
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ing them on the Chief Officer. He muttered, without much interest, "Oh, it's you, Calver ..."
"What do you receive?'

"I hear the P.R.O. of Thermopylae . . . She's one of the T.G. clippers . . . Don't know wha she's
doing out here ..."

"Could it be her within Sght?"

"Oh, no. She's off Elanore. Making arrangements for disembarkation of passengers ..."

"Do you hear anybody close?"

"No. Why should I ?"

"Therés a ship," sad Caver pdiently. "Within Sght. Her tempora precesson rate is synchronized
with our own. Her velocity matches. Who is she? What is she?"

"I don't know," replied Levine mildly. "All | can pick up a close range is the usud babble from the
minds of dl you people-and, as you damn well know, | never eavesdrop on my shipmates. Apart from
anything else, | should be bresking my oathif | did . . ."

"Then eavesdrop,” said Calver, "if it's the only way that you can do any short range ligening.”

"Oh, dl right. But don't blame me. . ." Levine diffened suddenly. "Thisis damned funny. First time I've
ever gruck anything like it. A sort of echo effect . . . You're thinking, Why do we have to,be at the
mercy of this teacup reader, and, a not quite the same time, you're thinking, Why do we have to be at
the mercy of this crystal gazer?"

The tdlephone buzzed. Cadver said, "I'll take it." He heard Captain Engels say, "That you, Mr.
Cdver? Has he got anything?' "No," Caver replied, "But . . ."
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"Come back here" ordered the Old Man. "We're going to try visua communication.”

Back in the control room Caver found that a lamp had been rigged by Brentano, a portable
searchlight with a key and shutters. He gave it only a hasty glance, looked from it out through the
viewports, saw that the strange ship was much closer. The Old Man had been right. She was on a
converging course. A callison course? But there was no red danger. All that was necessary was for one
or other of the vessas to vary her rate of tempora precession by as little as one micro-second and,
thereby, to drift (dthough drift was far too dow a word) out of the common frame of reference.

The Captain was back at the telescope so Caver pulled a par of powerful prismatic binoculars from
their clip, focused them. He could see the shape of the stranger plainly now. He had read, somewhere,



that a ship operating her interstdlar drive is a source of photons; this was the firg time that he had been
given the opportunity of checking the vdidity of the hypothess. The gleaming hull was faintly luminous
-as, no doubt, was the hull of Lorn Lady to the 6b-serversin the other control room.

He heard a rapid, rhythmic clicking, looked around, saw that Brentano was operating his key.
By ear as much as by sght he read the symbols and the lettersthe AA, AA of cdling up, BT, the break
sgn, then again AA. He heard Brentano complain, "She doesn't answer ..."

And then there was a bright light flashing from the stlem of the other, a staccato hlinking, the repetition

of letters and symbols that made no sense.
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"Alien..." Caver heard Brentano mutter.

And yet the drange ship was not dien. Her design proclaimed the fact that she had been built by
hu-man, not by merdy humanoid hands. Therewas a ... a humanness about her. She could dmost have
been the gger of Lorn Lady . . . Could she, wondered Calver, be a mirage, an odd mirror image,
produced by some fresk bending of Space and Time ? But the name-he could not yet quite read it-on
the bows and on the big stern vaneswastoo long . . .

He redlized that Captain Engds had |eft the tele-scope, had gone to the telephone. He heard the Old
Man say, "Mr. Bendix, stand by. When | buzz twice, cut the Drive. Cut and brake."

He fdt rather than saw Jane standing beside him, heard her whisper, "If there should be a callison . . .
It would be my fault ..."

He tried to laugh. "Don't worry about your catastrophes, Cdamity Jane, until they've happened.
Therell be no callison.”

He wished that he fdt as confident as he had sounded. He considered the advisability of reaching out
to the telephone salector board, giving the two short buzzes that would be the Sgnd for Bendix to cut the
Drive, remembered that once before he had been on the verge of mutiny. He thought wryly, Father
knows best . . .

The other ship was il closer. Caver could see the figures of those in her control room, could begin,
by the intermittent flashes of Brentano's lamp, to make out details. They looked human enough. They
were human. And they were, somehow, familiar . . . Un-easlly, he shifted hisregard. And thename.. . . ?

Could he read it now? There were two words . . .
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Andtreldtes. .. ?Taransnipt?T...//... E.. . "The .. "he sad doud. "The Outsider ..." He knew of
no ship so caled on the Rim-and yet it was a name that belonged to the edge of the Gdaxy.

He looked back to the control room. He could see the people there more planly ill. He could see
the tall man in a uniform not unlike his own, but with the four golden bars of command on his epaul ettes.
He could see the woman beside him-the tdl wom-an, adso in uniform, tal and dender, with the sar-tling
stresk of Slver in her black, glossy hair. He could see the smal man behind the other sgndlling lamp, the
dark, compact, competent little man who was dill, as was Brentano, griving in vain to estab-lish visud
communication.

The shutter of Brentano's lamp jammed, the bright beam of light shone directly into the
stranger's control room. Caver cried out doud. The man be-hind the other lamp was Brentano, the tall
woman was Jane. And the other Captain was . . . himsdf

And the distance between the two ships was di-minishing rapidly, too rapidly, and Calver, turning,
saw old Captain Engds pushing himsdf away from the telescope, reaching out a skinny hand for the
tele-phone selector board. From the ports of the other control room the white faces stared into their
own. He could see, planly, the horror on the other Jane's face, knew that it must be a reflection of that
on the face of hisown Jane Arlen.

He tensed himsdf for the crash, for the scream of tearing metd, for the shriek of explosvely escaping
ar. His am went about Jane and he pressed her to him tightly. There had been times when he would
have been willing to go out in such a disaster-but
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those times, thanks to Arlen, were now past. It was ironicd that disaster should come now that he had
found something-someone-to live for.

He heard Engds gasp with relief-and knew that the Sgnd could never have reached Bendix intime. He
was conscious of a ... a meging, a merging, a merging and, dmost Smultaneoudy, a separation. He
tried to capture the strange memories that, brief-ly, had existed in his mind-utterly absurd and im-possible
memories of shipwreck and sdvage, of the sdvage money that had made possible the running of the Rim
as an independent trader.

He ligened to the dying whine of the Drive as the precessing gyroscopes dowed to a stop,
experienced the inevitable sense of tempord disorientation. He looked out of the ports-saw on the one
hand the too familiar nothingness, on the other the Galactic Lens. Of the strange ship there was no sSgn.

Engds sad tiredly, "Tdl Bendix to restart the Drive."

"But, Captain, what was it?"

"I've heard of them,"” whispered the old man. "I've heard of them, but I've never quite believed
inthem. Until now ..."

"But what was it?"

"You can ask our friends on Stree that question,” said Captain Engels. "They might be able to tdl you.
But we, on the Rim, know such apparitions as Rim Ghosts ..."

12

dowly, cautioudy, through an overcast sky, Lam Lady dropped down to Stree. With tired, bored
effi-cdency she drifted in to the dearing in the jungle that was the spaceport, fdl through the clouds of
geamn of her own generating until her big stern vanes touched the ground (mud before her coming,
now baked hard) and the Reaction Drive was cut. Caver looked out through the drizzle-dimmed
viewports, through the dowly thinning steam, to the towering trees, the trees that marched on dl sides to
the limit of vison, whose ranks faded into the gray mists.

He heard Captain Engds say, "Mr. Calver, please go down to the airlock to receive the Agent ..."

"The Agent ..." he echoed, looking at the green form that lumbered lazly into the dearing, at the great
lizard that walked, kangaroo-like (or dinosaur-like) on its two hind legs. The Commisson's trade was
limited to planets with human or humanoid dominant races, Caver fdt somewhat shocked a the
prospects of having to extend the usud courtesies to
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areptile. He knew, too, that Captain Engds did not like lizards; it was a phobia with him. He had been
told that Engels, whenever possible, Ieft any and dl dedings with the natives of Stree to his Chief Officer.

He found Jane Arlen waiting for him at the air-lock. She said, "I know the drill, Derek-and Treeth is
quite a good fdllow once you get used to him."

"Treeth? That dinosaur outside?"

"Yes. That's his name."

"| suppose he can spesk English.”

"Of course. He speaks and reads English, as you should know. After dl, when the bulk of our cargo
for hereisbooks . . . And he likes tea. Be sure to ask him up to partake of a pot of the horrid brew with
us"

Cdver operated the manud controls of the arlock. Both doors sghed open. The wam ar that
billowed in, that mingled with the stale ship's atmosphere, was too humid to be refreshing, but the scent
of it was far from unpleasant. Calver looked out, pressed the button that controlled the ramp. Like a



tongue of metd it extended itsdf from the hull, quivering dightly, sought and found the ground.

Treeth came dowly up the indined surface, amil-ing horridly, displaying rows of needle-sharp teeth.
He said-and the hissng undertones were hardly no-ticegble-"Mrs. Arlen. Sdutations. And to you, gr,
sutations.”

"Sdutations” replied Calver.

"Treeth," said Jane, "thisis Mr. Calver, our new Chief Officer.”

"And whereismy old friend, Mr. Maclean?"

"Dead," said Jane briefly.

"| am sad-as, no doubt, you are. But remember that nothing dies, that the Past ill exigts, mudt exig.
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You people, with the ingenuity of your Interstellar Drive, have come so close to a solution of these
prob-lems-and yet, somehow, you are incagpable of taking thefind step. But that find step is a matter for
the mind, not for the machine. Y ou have bound your-selves to your machines, to your intricacies of glass
and metd, magnetic fields and eectron streams. You . . "

"Sometea, Tregth?' asked Jane brightly.

"But of course. It is a matter of great regret to us that the dimate of our planet is unsuitable for the
planting of tea, and that shipping space is so severdly limited. No doubt, in the future, more tonnage will
be available and then, perhaps, greater imports of the herb will become possible ..."

He was indde the ship now-and Caver was not, as he had feared that he would be, repdled. Treeth
was a lizard, and a fearsome looking lizard-but about hm was an aura of amigbility. He was a lizard
-and, as are representatives of his breed on most other worlds, he was a dean lizard. There was a very
fant muskiness hanging about him-but a dog con> ing in out of the wet would have smdled far worse.

Jane led the way up to the messroom. Treeth fol-lowed. Behind the native Caver marvelled at the ill
with which he negotiated the spird stairway-and at his ability to mantain a non-stop conversation dur-ing
the entire ascent. He stopped only when, seated on the messroom deck, his legs and tal a stable tripod,
he took the cup of tea that Jane had poured him between his two claws, spped gpprecitively. Caver
took the opportunity to talk business.

He sad, "We have the usud consgnment of books -some on micrafilm, some bound. There are the
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latest treatises on philosophy, dso the latest contem-porary novels. There are dso mudc tapes. And, of
course, tea ..."

Treeth extended his cup to Jane for ardfill. He
sad, "Good. And we, Mr. Calver, can offer you the
usud cargo in exchange. The sissari jewels. There are
three dozen cut to your requirements. Fourteen rolls
of parchment, upon which is the translation of
Sessor's philosophicd works ..." v

Calver remembered what Engels had said- "Ther jewelsthey're diamonds, actudly, but the
lizards have a fantagtic way of cutting them-are fabuloudy vauable; but those parchments of theirs may
hold dl the secrets of the Universe ..." He wondered what questions would be answered by Sessor's
philosophy-then recalled something ese that Engds had said: "You can ask our friends on Stree that
question. They might be ableto tdl you..."

He said, aoruptly, "We had an odd experience en route from Grallor.”

"Indeed, Mr. Caver? And what wasit?'

Caver told him-and told him of Cgptain Engd's reference to Rim Ghodts.

Treeth was Slent as he sipped his tea, then held out the cup for yet another refill. He said then, "It is as
| remarked when | first boarded, when you told me of poor Mr. Maclean's death. The Past, | sad, is 4ill
living-and that applies to dl the Pasts, not only to the immediate Past. We, on this planet, have lived for
ages on the Rimryou, on your four colonized worlds, are only newcomers. Even so-you have known for



centuries that the Universe is expanding, have suspected that new meatter isin the process of
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continud cregtion, fills dways the void left by the expanson of the old.

"Once-and was it in the Gdaxy before this one, or the Gdaxy before that, or before that?-there was
an Earth that was dmogt the exact duplicate of your Earth, an Earth whose culture spread out among the
dars, as yours has done. Once there was another Der-ek Caver, another Jane Arlen, another Louis
Bren-tano-and they ran the Rim in a ship not cdled Lorn Lady, but The Outsider . . . And we, on our
Rim, are expanding through the space once occupied by that long ago Rim, and there was empathy
between your-selves and your other, earlier selves ..."

"But we found it impossble" sad Caver, "to establish communication. Levine, our PSonic Radio
Officer, did say that he picked up teepathic transmissons that were, as near as dammit, echoes of our
own thoughts, but that was dl. And we rigged a Sg-nd lamp and tried to flash a message-just as they
did. But dl we received was gibberish.”

"That earlier Earth could not have been quite identicd,” said Treeth. "Perhagps it was not Samue
Morse who invented the telegraph and the code that bears his name. Perhaps it was somebody caled,
say, Taylor, who decided that A in the Taylor Code would be one dot, not dot dash ..."

"H'm," grunted Caver. "That's possible, | sup-pose. But my predecessor was luckier than me. | have
memories of the memoaries|... shared when the two ships merged briefly. The other Calver was Master-
Master and Owner. He'd got the money to buy his ship as areward for some piece of sdlvege ..."

"Y ou might yet do the same," said Treeth.

"Not bloody likely," laughed Jane. "Theres not a
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one of the rustbuckets running the Rim that would be worth salvaging.” Her face darkened. "Too-if there
ever were any salvage operations at which | was present, | should be in the ship requiring savage

The Agent made the fearsome grimace that passed for a smile He said, "Mrs. Arlen, | have told you
before that alosing sequence cannot last forever, that the tide must turn some time ..."

"Sure” she said. "l just gick around and wait for the Gaaxy after this one, or the one after that, and
the luck will change ..." She paused, went on bitter-ly, "I thought that it had changed-and then too many
people were killed on Tharn ..."

Cdver broke the slence, spread manifest and cargo plan on the table.

He said briskly, "How soon can you commence discharge? The chests of tea will be fird out, then the
books ..."

Caver, to his Tegret, had no further opportunities for conversation with Treeth. Captain Engels did not
like Stree. He liked nether the dimate nor the in-habitants. He enjoined upon his Mate the necessity for
a quick discharge, a speedy loading and an un-delayed blagt-off. The locd lizards could not be
hur-ried-but the handful of cargo could be, and was, dung out by ship's personnel with ship's gear and
covered with tarpaulins againg the drizzle. Treeth, bribed by the gift of a amdl chest of tea from Jane
Arlen's stores, saw to it that the outward cargo-the jewels and the parchmentswas down before
dis-charge of the inward consggnment was finished.

Méllise wasthe next planet of cal.
126
A. BERTRAM CHANDLER

Médlise is a watery world, fully four-fifths of its sur-face being covered by the shalow seas. Médlise,
with its absence of great land masses and, in consequence, of the conditions producing steep barometric
gradients, should not be a stormy world. Normally it is not. Normaly the only winds experienced are the
steady, predictable Trades and Anti-Trades. But there is a long, straggling archipelago amost coinci-dent
with the Equator, and at the changes of the Equinox conditions obtain, athough briefly, favor-able to the



breeding of hurricanes.

Médlise is a watery world-and, in the main, a very pleasant one.

Calver let the dight surf carry him in to the white beach, feding the pleasant heat of the sun on his bare
skin. He grounded gently, got to his feet, sood with the water lapping around his ankles, watched Jane
making for the shore with long, easy strokes. He thought, irreverently, Venus on the half shell, as she
stood erect, the droplets of water sparkling on her smooth, tanned skin. He thought, But that Venus was a
carroty cat, and her feet were ugly . .. Why isit that so few artists who paint from the nude seem to
have been able to afford or find a model with straight feet? Why is it that so many artists seem to
favor that ugly, bunion-like bend at the big toe?

She came to him, walking gracefully through the shallow water. She smiled and said, "Why so serious,
darling? What are you thinking about?’

"Your feet," hesad.

"My feet? Derek! Don't tell me that I've got myself a fetishist!"

"I worship everything of yours," hetold her. "Everything."
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"Theship ..." she murmured, pushing away from him.

"Damn the ship," he swore-but he glanced in-land, saw the blunt, gleaming spire tha was the sem of
Lorn Lady, jugs visble above the feathery, purple foliage of the trees. There was little likelihood that
there would be anybody in the control room, but it was just possible. And Fender, should he be there,
would be quite capable of usng the telescope.

Caver walked dowly inland towards the shdlter-ing trees. As he walked he fdt again his gratitude for
the breakdown of the pumps that had caused the de-lay in departure, the grounding that had given to him
and the girl what was dmaost a honeymoon, that had enabled him to convince her that she was loved and
wanted, and that her jinx-if there ever had been such amdign influencein her life-was dead.

The unexpected holiday had been good-coming, asit had, after a period of intense activity. There had
been little leisure during the discharge-nets and cordage and harpoon guns-and little during the loading,
dthough the great, lugtrous pearls that were their homeward cargo had offered few problems in stowage,
hed been put with the Streean diamonds in the ship's strongroom.

Behind them there was a muffled snorting sound. Arlen turned, looked back towards the sea. She
swore, pointed, said, "Company ..."

Cdver looked, saw the black blob that had broken the surface of the water. He echoed the girl's
curse.

She shrugged, led the way to the tree under which they had left ther dothing. He watched her
ap-preciatively as she pulled on her shirt, dlimbed into her shorts. Reluctantly he put on his own
tropical
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uniform. It was not prudery that had caused them to dress; it was the knowledge that to the natives, who
themselves dways went naked, dl Terrans looked dike, could be diginguished only by badges of rank.

The Mdlisan waddled through the shdlows, his deek, black hide gleaming in the sunlight. The
necklace of gaudy shells around his long, Snuous neck proclaimed him a person of some consequence.
Cdver thought that he was the Chief who had super-vised the discharge and loading from the shore end,
but could not be sure.

"Medongee" sad the native, hisvoice like that of a Samese cat.

"Medongee," replied Arlen.

The word meant, Caver knew, "grestings” It was about the only word of which he did know the
mear-ing.

The Mdlisan shifted from one webbed foot to the other. He gesticulated with his stubby arms. It was
impossible for Caver to read the expression on the black, long-muzzled face-but he guessed that it was
one of grave concern. There was anxiety in the yelp-ing voice.

Worry shadowed Arlen'sfeatures.



"Derek," she asked. "When shdl we be ready for Space?"

"At least another twenty-four hours"” he said. "Why?'

"That will be too late. Our friend here tdls me that there will be a big blow before tomorrow
morr-ing-agde, or ahurricane ..."

"Not acloud inthe sky," said Caver, looking up-wards.

"lsn't there an old saying,” she asked quietly,
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"about the cam before the ssorm? Hadn't we better get back and warn the Old Man?'

"Yes, "he agreed.

Arlen thanked the native in his own tongue. He bowed dumgly, backed into the water, turned
sud-denly and was gone with hardly a splash. The two Terrans waked dong the rough path from the
beach to the dearing that was dignified with the name of spaceport. Once Arlen stopped, saying nothing,
and pointed. Calver stared a the little furry animals, not unlike squirrdls, that normdly lived in the trees.
Whole tribes of them had come down from their arboreal homes, were industrioudy digging burrows in
the soil.

Arlen and Caver came into the clearing, hurried to the ramp. They ran up the spird staircase from the
arlock to the control room. The Chief Officer went directly to the aneroid barometer. It had, he recalled,
registered 1020 millibars that morning. The 1010 noon reading he had ascribed to diurnd range. Since
noon it had dropped to 930 millibars. He tapped the face of the indrument with his forefinger. The needle
dropped sharply.

He went to the telephone, pressed the selector but-ton for the Reaction Drive Room. It was Bendix
who answered, "Yes? What do you want?'

"How long will Renault be on those pumps of his?'

"Itd be a ten-minute job if this lousy outfit carried spares!” snapped Bendix. "But when we have to
make impellers by hand ..."

"How long will you be?"

"Until thistime tomorrow."

"Not good enough.” Heturned, said to the girl,
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"Arlen, wake the Old Man, will you? You know what to tdl hm" Then, into the telephone, "Cant
Renaullt fake up some sort of jury rig to get us up-dtairs in a hurry? Weve been warned that there's the
father and mother of dl storms brewing, and our own observations confirm the warning.”

Renault came to the other end of theline. He said, "Were doing our best, Calver. You know that. The
best | can promiseis tomorrow noon. Now leave us done, will you?'

Arlen came back into the control room, followed by Captain Engels.

The Old Man, thought Calver, looked an old man in fact as wel as in name. He dways had looked
old -but, until recently, there had been an arr of wiry indestructability about him. That now was gone.

He walked slowly, a little unsteadily, to the aneroid. He studied it for a few moments.

He sad, "l have heard about these storms, Mr. Calver. | dways hoped that it would be my good luck
never to experience one. A grounded spaceship is, perhaps, the most helpless of dl Man's cregtions™” He
paused. "I am older than you, Mr. Calver, much older, but dl my spacefaring experience has been on the
Rim-and, until very recently, only on the Ul-timo, Lorn, Thule and Faraway run. Perhaps you..."

"Perhaps ..." echoed Caver. He said, "On my way out from Earth to the Rim | was obliged, a times,
to do jobs outside the usud run of a space-man's experience. Once, for a few months, | was Sec-ond
Mate of a topsl schooner on Atlantia | was no good as a seaman-it was as a navigator that they
wanted me-but | did my best to learn ..."

"Speaking asaseaman,” said Engds, "where do
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you think liesthe danger?'

"The trees," said Caver dowly, consdering his words, "will break the force of the wind a ground
levd, but the upper portion of the ship will be ex-posed to its full fury. The Stuation is andogous to that
of a surface ship, a saling ship, caught in a blow before she has time to shorten sal. A surface ship, in
such a predicament, will be driven over on to her beam ends-unless sheisfird dismasted ..."

"Spare us the nauticd technicdlities” said Engds dryly.

"Sorry, sr. What | mean is this The danger is that we shdl be blown over, on to our side-and once
that happens we just sit here until the next ship comesin. Lorn Lady will be a totd loss" He
gediured towards the barometer. "And, gr, therés red dirt coming ..."

"Never mind the prognogtications, Mr. Caver. 1 beieve you. The question is this What are we doing
about it?'

"Therés something | read once ..." began Arlen hesitantly.

"Yes, Mrs. Arlen?' asked Engdls. "What wasit?'

"It wasin a higtoricd nove. It was about the early days of space flight, the first explorations of Mars
and Venus ..."

"Mars and Venus?'

"Two planetsin Earth's solar systlem,” she told the Captain. "Venus is a world very like this, but much
closer to its primary. Fierce sorms are of very frequent occurrence. Anyhow, in the book, the crew of
one of the rockets had to set up stays-| think that's the right word-to prevent their ship from being blown
over ..."

"Stays ..." muttered Calver thoughtfully. "Of
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course . . . There are the towing lugs forward, and there are the towing wires . . . We have shackles, and
bottle screws ..."

"And to what do you propose to anchor your . . . stays?' asked the Captain.

"To theroots of the stoutest trees, "replied Calver.

"It could work ..." murmured the Old Man.

"It will haveto work," said Arlen.

"Shdl | go ahead withiit, Sr?" asked Calver.

Captain Engds tapped the face of the aneroid barometer. Its needle fdl another few millibars. He
walked to the nearest port and looked out &t the sky. All the brilliance had gone from the westering sun,
which now presented a dull, smudgy appearance. Overhead the long mares talls had appeared in what
hed been a cloudless sky. Faintly audiblein the con-trol room was a distant, Sghing rumble, rhythmic and
ominous. Engds asked, "What isthat noise?'

"The surf,” said Caver. "There was dmog aflat cam, but the swdl's getting up.”

"Rig your stays, Mr. Caver," ordered the Cap-tain.

13

by nightfdl the job was done. Calver, aided by Arlen, Levine, Fender and old Doc Maone, had bro-ken
out the towing wires, the shackles and the bottle screws from the spare gear store. He had shackled the
four wires to the towing lugs just abaft Lorn Lady's sem. These wires had been brought down to the
boles of convenient, stout trees and had been again shackled to the powerful bottle screws-themsdves
shackled to the heavy wire strops around the trunks. They had been set up tight-but not too tight. Calver
was haunted by avison of the frall old ship crum-pling down upon hersdlf if too much weight were put on
the stays.

Sunset had been adismd, gray end to the day, and with it had come the wind, fitful & firdt, uncertain,



bringing with it occasiona vicious squdls of rain and hail. The swel was heavy now, bresking high on the
beach. The sea had logt its usud phosphorescence and every roaring comber was black and ominous.
The sky was black, and the sea was black, and the
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frequent, dazzling lightning brought even deeper darkness after every frightening flash.

Cdver, hislast ingpection made, entered the ship and dimbed wearily up to Control. His light uniform
was sweat-soaked and every muscle was aching and trembling. He reported to Captain Engels, "All
se-cure, Sr." He sank gratefully into one of the acceleration chairs.

"Thank you, Mr. Cdver." The Old Man tapped the aneroid. "Still falling, still falling,” he
murmured.

"How are the engineers getting on?" asked Calver.

"They are dill working, gill working. But there's no hope, now, of our getting away before the blow
hits us."

Arlen appeared with a tray upon which there was a plate of sandwiches, a can of cold beer. She put it
on one am of the chair, disposed hersdf gracefully on the other. She had been working, Caver wdl
knew, as hard as any of the men, but had ill found the time to attend to their needs.

"Thanks, Arlen,” said Calver. He took a satisfying swdlow of the beer, bit deeply into one of the
sand-wiches.

He ate and drank dowly, carefully, displaying an outward camness that he did not fed, trying to
ig-nore the growing tumult outsde. The rain was heavy now, torrentid, cascading down the weather
ports, drumming upon the hul like a swarm of micro-meteorites. The old ship trembled as the gudts hit
her, trembled and groaned. Something crashed into her-the branch of a tree? the tree itsdf?-and she
seemed to sag under the blow, to sag and to recover. Caver looked around at the others. Arlen's face

was
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pae, but cam. Levines thin features had, somehow, assumed an amog ludicrous expression of polite
in-terest. Fat little Fender was terified and didn't care who knew it. Old Doc Maone looked like a
Buddha with Neandertha Man somewhere in his ancestry. Captain Engels eyes were the only part of
hm that seemed dive, and they were fixed anxioudy on the aneroid with its plunging needle.

"I wish that you'd use more mustard when you make sandwiches, Arlen," complained Calver, hisvoice
deliberately casud.

"Mudard with lamb?" she demanded scornfully.

"/like it,"he said.

"row would," shetold him.

"Wl thiswind get any worse?" asked Fender anx-ioudy.

"Probably," said Calver.

"Mightn't we be safer outsde?

"We might be-if we were amphibians, like the natives. Thisidand will be under water when the storm's
a itsheight.”

"Oh," muttered Fender. "Oh ..."

The wind was steady now, but stronger than any of the gusts had been. Lorn Lady seemed to shift
and settle. Calver wished that he could see out of the ports to inspect his Say wires. He got to his feet
and, ignoring Fender's protests, switched off the control room lights, switched on the externd floods. The
ports to leeward were clear enough, and through them he could see the two lee Stays, sivery threads
agang the darkness, hanging in graceful catenaries. It must be, he redized, the weather stays that now
had dl the weight, that mugt have stretched. They were still tight, bar taut, he knew, athough

they
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could not be seen through the streaming ports to windward. Their thrumming could be felt rather
then heard. Walking to inspect the inclinometer, Caver was not surprised to find that the ship was dl of
three degrees from the vertical.

He tried not to think of what the consequences would be should a stay carry away, should one of the
tal fins to leeward crumple under the strain. By the unsteedy glare of the lightning he made his way back
to his chair, sat down again.

"Therés nothing further that we can do,” said Arlen.

"Not yet," he said. "But there will be."

"What?" she asked. "When?"

"1 don't know. Wejust have to wait."

"Can we have the lights on again?* asked Fender plantively.

"Switch them on, then," Caver told him.

It was a little more chearful with normd lighting in the control room. The wind and the rain, the
thun-der and the lightning, were dill there but, somehow, more distant. There was a sense of security-of
fdse security Caver knew ful wel. There was the sense of fase security that comes from familiar
surroundings, no matter what hdl is raging outside.

Now and again Caver would get up to wak to the aneroid, to stand with Captain Engels to stare at
the ingrument. He knew what had to be done when the needle stopped fdling, and hoped that there
would be enough time for it to be done. He thought how ironicd it was that spacemen should be
confronted with a Stuation that must have been dl too familiar to the seamen of the long-dead days of sal

on Earth's seas, that was dill familiar to the seamen of worlds
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upon which wind-driven ships were dill employed. How fantadtic it was that Lorn Lady might well be
wrecked by the same forces as had destroyed many a proud windjammer.

Asthey waited, the air of the control room became heavy with smoke. The fumes of burning tobacco
eased the dtrain on taut nerves, helped to dull the apprehensions even of Fender. Arlen got up from the
am of Calver's chair and went to make coffee, taking some to the Engineers who, with Brentano, were
gill working on the pumps. Doc Maone went to his cabin and returned with a bottle of the raw liquor of
his own manufacture, ingsted on tipping a iff tot into each coffee cup.

Then-"It's stopped falling!" cried Captain Engds.

"Thetrough," said Cdver. "The eye of the ssorm. Sir, we mugt go outside again. There will be a shift of
wind at any moment and when it comes, unless we have taken up the dack on the lee stays, we shdl be
caught aback."

"By dl means, Mr. Galver. Do as you seefit" He sghed. "l am afraid that | can be of no hdp to you."

"Your placeishere, sr," said Calver gently.

Heled the way to the axid shaft, clattered down the ladder to the airlock. Th tools that he had used
before were dill there, the spanners and the heavy spikes. He satisfied himsdf that nothing was missng.
With the others stlanding wdl back, waiting, he opened the outer arlock door a crack. Save for a
distant moaning and the splashing of water, dl was quiet. He opened the door to its full extent, saw in

the light of the floods that the sea had covered the idand. The ramp, of course, had been retracted, but
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the rungs of the ladder, part of the ship's permanent structure, were ill there. He counted the number of
rungs visble above the surface, estimated that the water would not be too deep.

He clambered down the ladder, dropped. The wa-ter was not cold; it came to hiswast. He cdled to
the others. Arlen followed, then Levine, then Doc Mdone. Fender stayed in the airlock to pass
the tools to them, at last came down himsdlf with obvious re-luctance.

They splashed dumsly through the flood to the trees-the trees to which what had been the two lee



dtays were anchored. It was heavy going; they could not see what was underfoot and floating debris
im-peded ther progress. Once Arlen screamed fantly as she blundered into the battered body of one of
the natives.

Cdver left Mdone, Fender and Levine a the nearer of the two dack stays, carried on with Arlen to
the farther one. He and the girl worked well together, she holding the bar that prevented the bottle screw
from rotating bodily, he turning with his spike the threaded deeve. He redized that the other party was
having trouble. He could hear Doc Maone's pic-turesgue curses and Fender's petulant whine.

Gaver gave the deeve a lagt hdf turn, grasped the tight wire with his free hand to test it. It was taut,
but not too taut.

"Comeon,” he sad to Arlen. "Wdl give the oth-ers a hand. They ..."

Thewind tore the words from his mouth, tossed them into the suddenly howling darkness. He caught
Arlen by the bdlooning dack of her shirt, fdt the fabric rip in his hand. He flung himsdf after her as
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she staggered hdplesdy downwind, caught her but could not hat either her or himsdlf, fdl with her., They
fdl, and threshed and floundered for long sec-onds under the water. Calver regained his footing at lat,
gruggled to his feet, dragged Arlen with him. He stood there his back to the wind and the dmogt solid
rain, holding her tightly to him, gasping for breath, feding, againg his Sde, her own tortured gasps. He
stood there, and at last was able to look at the tal, shining tower that was the ship. He thought that he
saw her shudder, begin to shift.

He turned dowly, supported by Arlen aswel as supporting her, fighting to retain his balance, to look
a the stays. The one that he had tightened was dill taut; the other hung in abight. Two figures at the bole
of the tree-he knew that they would be Mdone and Levine-were fighting yet with the refractory bottle
screw.

Let the stay hold, he thought intensely. Let the stay hold.

Then, before his eyes, the tree to which it was made fagt lifted, was pulled up and clear of the water
by the whiplash of the wire. It looked, with its sorawling roots, like some huge, octopoidal mongter at the
end of a giant's fihing line. At the other end of the line was Lorn Lady, and she was toppling, as she
mus topple with that dreadful pressure agang her, the weaght of the wind suddenly unchecked. Over
shewent, and over. . .

... and stopped.

The second stay, the dack stay, miraculoudy had held. By the bole of the tree old Doc Maone raised

his pudgy arms dowly againg the fury of the wind, made the thumbs up sign.
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And thumbs up it is, thought Calver. We've licked the storm. In his rdief he falled to notice the
suddenly-rigng water leved until the wave hit him, knocked him off his feet. The force of the sea was
broken by the trees but was dill not to be underestimated. Caver struggled vanly, managed only to keep
his head above the surface. He saw the sheer, sted diff againg which he was being driven, one of the
ship's vanes, and flung out his hands to take the impact. And then a swirling eddy pulled him to one side,
but not far enough, and his head struck the edge of the vane a grazing blow.

He remembered little thereafter, only the columns of the trees past which he was swept, the trunks at
which he grasped feebly, only the floating debris by which he was jostled. He redized dimly that he had
been washed off the idand, was being carried out to sea. He was lill in the lee of the land and the water
was reaively cam, and he knew that unless he made some effort to swim back it would soon be too
late. But it was too much trouble. Everything was too much trouble.

Then there was somebody beside him, somebody whose body gleamed whitdy in the dark water,
amogt luminous, suddenly bright in the renewed, intermittent flaring of the lightning. There were the
grong hands clasped under his chin and the pres-sure, the fed of firm breasts againg the skin of his
back, the strenuoudy kicking legs that sometimes brushed his own, inertly dangling ones. There was the
Voice saying, gasping, "Wake up, damn you! Help yoursdlf! Don't give up!”



He tried to answer, spluttered as the brackish water filled his mouth. Abruptly he decided that breath
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was too precious to waste on speech. He broke free of the other's hands, turned over, began to swim-
weskly at firg, then more strongly. She kept beside him, matching his pace, murmuring encouragement.
But they were too far from the beach and the off-shore set was strong—and he was too weak too tired.

"Jane" hegasped '‘Dont...wat... Goin... Don't... worry about . me ...

"Bathof... us.. shereplled “will make... |t. Bothor ... nather ..

Suddenly redization came, the bitter knowledge thet if he cem to struggle if he let himsdf dnk into
the warm water, she should share this ladt, ir-redeemable falure. And suddenly he did not want to fal.
There was so much that he had done, so much that there was ill to do. Automaticaly his ams and legs
moved-and then, conscioudy, he was making the little extra effort (little, but so much) that
enabled him (them?) to move closer, by such pitifully dow degrees, to the beach.

Lightning flared and crackled through the sky but, between the flashes, through the curtain of rain, he
could see the floodlit ship, the tower that il stood, raised againgt the fury of the night. Most of the trees
mugt be down, he thought, for him to be able to see Lorn Lady so dearly. Most of the trees must be
down, but those that he had selected as anchors for his stays mugt be, with the exception of the one
pulled up by the roots, dill sanding.

He could see the floodlit ship, dill distant, dill, in spite of dl his efforts, no closer. He cdled upon the
last reserves of his grength, drove aching arms and Jegs through water that seemed to have the

consgten-cy of molasses. Jane was dill at his side, Hill keeping
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pace-but the Sght of her white, strained face in a lightning flash told him that she, too, was tiring.

Then, bobbing just ahead of him, there was alittle light and hisright hand, in its forward sweep, struck
something solid. It was a floating tree branch, and he cursed this obstacle, the necessity for a
detour. Then he saw that there was an ectric torch lashed to the branch and that from it, to the beach,
snaked along line. Treading water, he helped Jane until she was able to pull hersdf up onto it, to lie
across it. He followed suit, was relieved to find that it supported the weight of both of them. He fdt the
roughness of bark under his chest, the knotty dump of twigs under his left hand, the wet smoothness of
Jane's back un-der hisright arm. He shouted, knowing that his voice could never carry againg the wind.

Even so, the floaing branch began to move, jerkily at fird, then steadily, toward the idand. Caver
could see lights flashing there, moving figures. They were close now. They were close-and suddenly they
were dl around him, splashing in the shdlow water, shouting. There was Maone and there was Leving,
and Bendix, and Renault and Brentano, and they lifted him and Jane from the log to which they were il
dinging, ther kindly hands loosening the 4iff, dutching fingers from their desperate grasp on bark and
twigs. They supported Jane and Calver, holding them up againg the dill considerable weight of the wind,
half carried them towards the ship.

Cdver knew that thanks were unasked for, would, in any case, be inadequate. But he was curious.
"How . . .?7" he began, gasping, trying to make him-sdf heard above the sorm. "How didyou ... ?*"

"It was Levinel" shouted Brentano. "It was
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Leving I'd never Have dreamed it possible to get a tdepathic fix-but he did! Psonic radar, no lesd"

Cdver wanted them to help Jane into the ship firdt, but they refused, ingsted that he take pre-cedence.
A suspicion crept into his mind-a suspi-cion that was confirmed when he had dimbed the long stairway
to the control room, when he stood there, looked at the body of Captain Engds sprawled on the deck
beneath one of the ports. He hardly listened to Maone's explanation, knew what must have happened,
could fed the shock that must have stopped the old man's heart when he saw the fird of the stays carry
away, when the ship began to tilt.

Helooked around him at the others.

"And Fender?' he asked.



"Heran, so he did," said Mdone. "At the first Sgn of trouble heran ..."

"And...?"

"When we knew that the stay would hold," said Leving, "I ... searched. Just as | searched for you
later. But there was . . . nathing. The wind must have caught him, battered him againgt a tree, carried him
outosea..."

Cdver waked to the ports, looked out. The remaining three stays were holding. The wind was
moderating. Overhead the clouds were breaking and the lightness of the sky told him that dawn was not
far away.

He said-remembering what his firg duty as Chief Officer had been-"Mr. Brentano, will you have the
Captain's body taken down to the cold chambers? And then you can dl of you stand down unless
re-quired. | shdl stay up here.”

"If it's all the same to you, Captain,” said Re-
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nault, "we'll carry on with our repairs.”

"If you sowish," said Caver.

When the others were gone, taking the body of the old man with them, he collapsed tiredly into a
chair, the Captain's chair. So he had his command, he thought. So he had his command-but this was
nev-er the way that he would have wished to gan it. So he-naked, bruised, battered-had his command,
the captaincy over an old, tired, worn-out rust-bucket . . .

He heard Jane coming into the control room. She was dressed, but not in uniform, was weering a robe
that accentuated her femininity. She carried a tray, with coffee, and towes and dothing.

She put the tray and the other things down, knelt beside his chair.

"Derek," she said, "Derek, I'm ... I'mfrightened . . . My jinx ..."

"What jinx?' he asked. "We saved the ship, didn't we?'

"But this was the second thing," she whispered. "Firg the trouble on Tharn, now this . . . Disasters
adways comeinthrees..."

"Calamity Jane," he said softly. "Calamity Jane . .. Please don't tak up aty more cdamities

And he closed her mouth in the most effective way of al.

14

the repairs were completed-there was minor dam-age to the hull aswel as the origind mdfunction of the
pumps-and Lorn Lady lifted from Mdlise. Caver was Master and Brentano, orgindly Elec-tronic Radio
Officer and Jack of dl trades, was his Mate. Arlen was Second Mate. Levine would have liked to have
helped out, but he was one of those un-fortunate people to whom machines of any kind are an insoluble
mygery, to whom the language of math-ematicsis utter gibberish.

But Levine-as they dl wdl knew-pulled his weight. It was Levine who came into the control room
where Cdver, to give Arlen a chance to prepare a med, was sanding part of her watch. (Old Doc
Maone was, in the opinion of dl hands, the worst cook in the Universe)

"Captain," he said, "we have company."

"Company?' asked Caver. "Faraway Queen's not due to make the Eastern Circuit for another
month.”

"It's that T.G. Clipper,” said Levine, "the one
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thet | heard when she was off Elsnore, in the Shakespearian System. Thermopylae. 1've been yam-ing
with her P.R.O. He wanted the names of the of-ficers here.”

"Trans-Gdactic Clippers? That's Bendix's old company, it it? Anyhow, what the hdl is she doing
on the Rim?"

"A Gaactic cruise, Captain,” said Levine, grinning. " See the romantic Rim Worlds, Man's last frontier.
Bresthe the badmy ar of Lorn, redolent of sulphur dioxide and old socks ..."

"And we're getting paid for being out here” marveled Caver. "What world is she vigting fird?'

"None of the colonized ones. She's showing her passengers that weird planet, Eblis. She's going to
hang off it in closed orbit until they've dl had a bdlyful of spouting volcanoes and lava lakes and the like
on the viewscreens, then she's making for Lorn . . ." He diffened. "Helol Something's wrong
somewhere ..."

Although no telepath himsdlf, Caver fet a thrill of gpprehension. Psonic Radio had dways made him
fed uneasy. He could imagine the psionic amplifier, the tissue culture from the brain of a living dog,
henging in its nutrient solution and probing the guifs between the stars with its tendrils of thought,
sound-ing an darm in the brain of its magter at the firgt hint of some danger imperceptible to the common
run of humanity.

Levinesthin face was expressionless, his eyes glazed.He picked up the stylus from its clip on the desk
before Caver, began to write in his neat script on the scribbling pad. Calver read the words as they

were s&t down.
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S.0.S. S.0.S. S.0.S. Thermopylae, off Eblis. Tube linings burned out. Falling in spiral orbit
towards planet. Cannot use Mannschenn Drive to break free from orbit, ship losing mass due to
leakage from after compart-ments. Require immediate assistance. S.O.S. S0O.S. SO.S.

"Can he hear you? asked Cdver. He repeated the words more loudly, "Can he hear you?"

"Of course," muttered Levine.

"Thentdl him," Calver said, "thet we're on our way."

He went to the chart tank, studied it, projected a hypothetica trgjectory from the spot of light that was
Lorn Lady's estimated pogtion to the brighter, bigger spark that was the Eblis sun. He studied the
picture briefly, read distances off the scales. He knew that Bendix was in the Interstellar Drive Room,
went to the telephone, cdled him. "Mr. Bendix," he said, "I shdl want you to push the Drive as hard as
you can without throwing us back to last Thursday. One of your old ships is in trouble off Eblis.
Y es, Thermopylae. Have everything ready. I'll give you the word as soon as we're about to change
trgectory.” He switched to the Reaction Drive Engineer's cabin. "Mr. Renault, stand by rockets and
gyroscopes. We're going to the assstance of Thermopylae off Eblis” He switched to Public Address.
"Thisis the Captain speaking. Will dl off-duty personnd report at once to Control ?"

Levinewaswriting on the pad again.

Thermopylae to Lorn Lady. | hear you, Lorn Lady. Hurry, please. Estimated first contact with
atmosphere in thirty-six hours, Terran standard . . .

Arlen and Brentano, followed by old Doc Mdone, hurried into the control room. Caver pointed to

the
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pad before the glent Levine, then busied hihisdf set-ting up the tri-di chart on large scale. It showed the
ball of light that was the Eblis sun, the far smdler bl that was Eblisitsdf and, just ingde the verge glass,
thetiny spark that was Lorn Lady. He read off co-ordinates, threw the problem to the computer
and tried not to show his impatience while the ma-chine quietlly murmured to itsdlf. He looked at the
figures on the screen.

"Thirty-five hours ..." he said. "Thirty-five hours -assuming that our D.R. isnt dl to hel. But Ben-dix
should be able to cut that ..."

"And Renault can give her an extra boost,” said Brentano.



"We daren't throw away too much reaction mass" said Caver. "We may need every ounce for
maneuwveing ..." He ordered sharply, "Cut In-terstdlar Drivel"

The familiar whine fatered and died. There was. the nauses, the brief loss of tempora orientetion, the
subtly distorted perspective. And then, outside the ports, the Gaactic Lens resolved itsdf from what had
been, as poor Maclean had once put it, a Klein Flask blown by a drunken glassblower. There was the
hum of the big, directiona gyroscope sarting up.

"Mr. Brentano," ordered Calver, "a pogtion, if you please. You've the Eblis Sun, and Kinsolving's
Star, and the Pointers ..." He turned to the others. "Doc, you'd better secure for acceleration. And you,
Jane. Mr. Levine, isyour amplifier secure?!

"All secure,” said Levine, emerging briefly from his trance.

"Then you'd better stay here. Tdl Thermopylae that were hurrying.”
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As he spoke he was lbringing the Eblis Sun right ahead, centering the ruddy star in the
cartwheel sght that was the forward port of the control room. He gave Renault the Stand By sgnd,
then braked the directiond gyroscope to a stop. He glanced be-hind him, saw that Brentano had taken
his observa-tions, was feading the data into the computer. An accurate position now was not necessary
for im to determine the line of Lorn Lady's flight, but it would be required to help him to estimate time of
arivd off Eblis. But that could wait. At his command the rock-ets burst into roaring life, building up
acceeration. Caver watched his meters and gauges carefully. Too high an initid speed would be as
wadeful of time as too low a one. Decderation had dill to be carried out. Too, there would be the
question of reserves of reaction mass.

He said, as much to himsdf as anybody, his fingers tense on the controls set in the arm of the chair,
"That will do. Cut Reaction Drive."

He cut the Drive.

He reached for the telephone. "Mr. Bendix, re-sume Interstellar Drive” He added, "It's up to you,
Mr. Bendix."

It was a short voyage and, paradoxicaly, a long one. Bendix drove his machine close to the critica
limit, too close, s0 close that Lorn Lady became dmogt a timeship rather than a spaceship. Time Trave
is impossible-in theory. Time Trave is impossible- but everybody aboard the old ship knew that it was
dl too possible.

Calver went once to the Mannschenn Drive Room.

He stood in the doorway, almost choking on the
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fumes of hot ubricating ail, looking into the com-partment, watching the engineer who, his face wor-ried
and intent, was meking minor adjustments to the controls. He fdt rather than heard the thin, high whine of
the precessing gyroscopes, hardly dared look & the tumbling, precessing whedls, the gleam-ing wheds
that whirled in the glittering haze, that seemed aways to be on the point of faling down the dark infinities,
adways on the point of vanishing and yet, somehow, were dways there, dways there to pull eye and mind
after them down the dimensions, back and back to the prima Chaos.

He wrenched his regard away from the main body of the machine, redlized suddenly that something
was missng. It was the governor, that comfortingly stable rotor at which he dways looked &fter too long
atime spent daring at the precessing gyroscopes. The governor was gone, removed by Bendix, who was
contralling the Drive unit by hand.

Cdver dhrugged. Bendix knew what he was doing. He hoped.

The engineer draightened, looked around. "Cap-tain ..." he said vaguely. Then, more alertly,
"How're we doing?'

"Fing" sad Calvet.

"Any moreword from Thermopylae?"

"Yes They're hanging on. They're dl ready to abandon ship, but hope that they won't have to."



"Andl ..."

"Watch your controls!" shouted Calver.

Bendix stooped again. Caver saw his face pae be-neath the grime, saw the long hands flash to the
ver-niers. The high, thin keening deepened in tone ever so dightly, steadied. Bendix mumbled, not

looking up, "That was close ..."
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"What was?'

"We were almost caught in a Time Cycle ..."

"But dl the text books," said Calver, "say that that's impossble”

"You know it's not," said Bendix. "I know it's not.. ."

"Better put that governor back,” said Cdver.

"It will mean stopping the Drive" Bendix told him.

"Then ..." Calver paused. "Mr. Bendix, will you be able to last out? Remember that we shan't be able
to hep Thermopyla€e's people if were thrown back into the remote Past.”

"Il last out,” said Bendix stubbornly. "I'll last out. See thet | get plenty of coffee and cigarettes, and I'll
manage ..."

Cdver went back to Control. He was learning the hardest lesson that a shipmaster ever has to learn-
the lesson that teaches him not to interfere. He had told Bendix that he wanted maximum
objective speed made to Eblisand Bendix was obeying his orders. So doing, he was hazarding the
ship-but this would not be the firg time in her long career that she had been hazarded. Cdver was
conscious that her safety hung upon the ability of one man to keep awake, to say dert. But how many
times had she been a the mercy of asngle fuse, asngle trandgstor? What was the difference, if any?

He went back to Control, told Jane to see to it that Bendix had dl tha he required to keep him
function-ing efficiently. He stood over the chart tank, looking into the sphere of blackness in which swam
the little lights that were suns and worlds and ships, the glow-ing filamet that was Lorn Lady's

trgjectory. He saw that Brentano, working from data supplied by the
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crippled Thermopylae, had set up the liner's orbit around Eblis The effect was like that of the "rings of
Saturn-but this ring was dreadfully lopsided.

He strapped himsdf in his chair, tried to ignore the ever-recurrent feding of dgja vu, the loss of
tem-pord orientation, tried to push dl thoughts of the crazy, fantastic machine, with its dmost as crazy
keeper, out of hismind. He tried to decide what gear he would require, what his procedure would be. It
would have to be atow. Lorn Lady was too sndl, too ill-found, to accommodate dl the people, crew
and passengers, from the big ship. It would have to be a tow . . . And then he found himsdf
remembering those memories that were not his, the memories that he had shared when Lorn Lady,
briefly, had merged with the Rim Ghost.

A tow, hethought.

Atow, all the way from Eblis to Lorn. Propellant will be no problem. Thermopylae won't be able to use any, so I'll
be able to take hers. There 'll be the problem, of course, of synchronizing Manneschenn Drive Units-but if Bendix
can do what he's doing now, he shouldn't find that beyond him ...

Atow, and the standard Lloyd's Agreement . . .

A shipmagter is busnessman as wdl as spaceman and, whils ever ready to save life and property,
keeps dways in mind the interests of his Owners-and of himsalf.

"A penny for them,” said Jane brightly, bringing in coffee.

He said, "They're worth rather more than a pen-ny. They're worth afew million dollars.”

B ow the two ships hung the burning world of
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Eblis a glowing, cimson affront to the dark. Lorn Lady had made the run in less than



thirty-three hours, Terran Standard, but there was little enough time to spare. Alreedy Thermopylae
had grazed the outermost, most tenuous layers of the Eblis at-mosphere, dready the dements of her
dliptica orbit were such as to make it obvious, without caculation, that the find plunge could not long be
delayed.

Cdver, on his arrivd off the baeful planet, had been pleasantly surprised to find much in readiness.
Before Lorn Lady had flickered into 9ght in norma Space, Thermopylae's tow lines had been broken
out and shackled to the lugs just abaft her needle prow. Before Lorn Lady had ceased to decelerate,
while she had yet to maich orbits, spacesuited crewmen were legping the guif between the ships, tralling
the light lines that would be used to pull the heavy wires across.

Orbits matched, Caver put on his spacesuit and went outsde. He found Thermopylae's people
dready busy about his stern vanes, dready heaving in the first of the heavy wires. He found the liner's
Chief Officer, recognizing him by the three gold bars insat into the plagtic of his hdmet, touched hemets
with him, talked briefly and to the point. He redlized that the other man knew his job; if he had not, he
would not have been second-in-command of a great liner. He redized that the other man knew his
job-and knew that the other man was far from redizing the fragility of Lorn Lady. He stopped the
gpaceman who was trying to hammer the pin of a shackle through the towing lugHit was too neat a

fit-made the strangers wait until he had brought out shackles from his own stores.
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Thistook time, just as it took time for Calver, now back in his control room, to jockey his vessd into
the best pogtion, to be sure that none of the lines would be cut by his back-blast and then-carefully,
careful-ly-to take the weight. Veocity, mass, thrudt, inertia -al had to be considered, dl had to be
juggled.

Cdver juggled them, coming ahead dowly, dowly, his atention fixed on the periscope rigged by
Bren-' tano, on the traling lines, on the blowtorch of the exhaud, dl the brighter for the srontium salts
added to the propellant. He juggled them, taking the weight gently until dl four lines were taut, building up
ac-celeration dowly until the main venturi was ddiver-ing its maximum thrust. Lorn Lady was doing her
best -and the radar readings, checked and rechecked by Brentano, made it dreadfully obvious that her
best was not good enough.

It was Arlen who looked at the atmospheric pres-sure gauge, who saw that the needle was fdling
rapidly. She sgndled to Brentano, who left the radar to look at the did.

Thelittle man swore, then whigpered fiercdly, " She's rotten. She's coming apart at the seams, lesk-ing
like a colander ..."

" Spacesuits?' she asked.

"Of course. I'l tdl Doc and the engineers. You look after the Old Man.”

Arlen nudged Levine, who was Stting on the other side of her. She snapped, "Get into your suit,” and
saw him open his eyes wide in comprehension, go to the rack on which the suits were kept. She turned
to watch Caver, hestating to disturb him in his tricky work, waited until she saw the tense lines of his
jaw momentarily relax. "Derek! Were logng air, fadt.
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You'll haveto get back into your spacesuit!”

He did not answer but glanced hedlily at the pres-sure gauge, redized the seriousness of the stuation.
He pondered briefly the advisability of turning the controls over to Brentano for a minute or so, then
rejected the idea. Brentano was a good officer, an outstanding officer, but he had no experience of ship
handling.

"Derek!" Arlen's voice was sharp. "Your suit!"

"It will haveto wait."

He thought, That pound or so of extra thrust . . . Renault's giving her all he'sgot ... But ...
"Y our suit!"

Rductantly he looked away from the controls, saw tha the others, with the exception of Arlen, were



a-ready wearing the bulky, pressurized garments, the transparent helmets. He glared at the woman.

"Put yours on!" he snapped. "That's an order!"

Thrust ... hethought. Thrust. . .

And for lack of thrust the needle peaks of the hel world beneath them were reaching up through the
crimson, glowing clouds, reaching up to rip the bely of the huge Trans-Galactic Clipper with her fifteen
hundred passengers and three hundred of a crew, to rip her bely and to oill her screaming people into
the lava lakes below.

He should have used his boats, thought Calver. Thermopylae's skipper should have used his boats and
put his passengers into the relative safety of a closed orbit around the planet while there was yet time . . . He would
have used his boats, thought Caver bitterly, either to attempt a tow, or for lifesaving, if | hadn 't come bumbling
along in this decrepit old barge with my futile promises of assistance. ..

He chanced another sidewise glance, saw that
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Brentano and Levine were forcing Arlen into her suit. That, he told himsdlf, was one worry the less.

Thrust ... hethought. Thrust . .. The auxiliary jets? But the tow wires? How long will they last in the blast of the
auxiliaries?

The speaker of the short range receiver crackled and an emationless voice, the voice of the liner's
Master, said, "Thermopylae to Lorn Lady. Thank you, Lorn Lady. It was a good try, but it wasn't
quite good enough. Stand by to cast off. | intend to abandon ship while there istime”

"Waitl" shouted Calver. "Wait!" He was shocked at the thin qudity of his voice in the thinning air.
"Wait ..." he whispered.

His hand dropped to the firing keys of the aux-iliary jets. He fdt the sudden surge of additiond power
that pressed him down into the padding of his chair. He saw, on the periscope screen, the sudden
blossoming of fire around Lorn Lady's stern but for-ward of the main venturi, the vanes, the towing lugs

Turning, he saw Brentano look up and away from the radar, his dark face behind the transparency one
big grin.

Then he fdt, rather than heard, the dreadful splin-tering and grinding, the rending, of old, crysalized
metad. On the screen he saw the coruscation of blind-ing sparks from the severed parts of one of the
wires, saw the whole stern of the ship tilting at an im-possible angle rddive to the rest of her. As he
looked, hardly comprehending, the air was gone from the control room in one explosive gasp and he was
chok-ing on nothingness, suffocating. Somebody was bending over him, trying to do something to him.

Let me alone! he thought. He redlized that it was Jane,
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Cdamity Jane. With a flash of empathy he read her thoughts. It's not your fault, he was trying to say.
Jane, it's not your fault. But hislungs were empty and no sound came.

She got the hdmet over his head and opened the vave, pulled up his jacket to make a rough,
tem-porary sed around the neck of the transparent bowl. Caver heard the sharp hissng of the air, had
bardy enough sense to take a deep breath, and another. He was dimly aware that the others were pulling
him out of his seat, forcing his dumsy limbs into the arms and legs of the i, tugging and sedling it around
him.

For what seemed along time, to be adle to breathe was dl he asked. Then, partly recovered, he put
his helmet against Brentano's, asked, "What hap- pened?'

"She broke in two, Captain. After that firgt wire parted. The uneven, unbaanced drain . . . She broke
intwo. Everybody's safe, but she's atotal loss”

"And Thermopylae?"

"Inaclosed orbit. A stable orbit.”

Caver should have fdt triumphant, but he did not.

He had logt his ship.
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through the control room ports they could see the crimson globe of Eblis and, hanging to one sde of it,
the incredibly long, dim shape of the Trans-Galactic Clipper. They could see, too, the after section of
Lorn Lady and the busy, spacesuited figures working around the rent and battered stern. Calver
watched with a numb feding. The respongihilities of a ship-master do not cease with the loss of his ship,
but after dl that can be done has been done, when the safety of personnel and of vauable cargo has been
assured, thereis an end to respongbility.

Little now remained to be done.

The old ship was dead, but some of her would live on for a while. Her cannibdized tube linings would
provide Thermopylae with the jury rig that would enable her to reach Port Forlorn.

Cdver watched the bright, dectric sparks of the cutting torches, the brief stars againg the blackness
that had never known a star. Somehow, thisfind dis-
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memberment of Lorn Lady hurt him more than the actua wreck had done.

Jane Arlen put her gloved hands on his space-suited shoulders, touched her hedmet to his "Der-ek,"
she said, her voice strange, remote. "Derek, | think that this had better be goodbye. | dways bring bad
luck with me, wherever | go. Perhaps youll be-lieve me now."

He shook himsdlf out of his gpathetic mood. He said, alittle too loudly, "Rubbish! Lorn Lady was due
for the breakers years ago. And by the time that the lawyers have finished arguing, Rim Runners will be
getting afine new ship out of the ded and-who knows?l may be Magter of her ..."

She sad, ignoring his sudden optimiam, "I hate to leave her. The poor old Forlorn Lady ..."

"Wemud go," he said gently. "They are waiting for us aboard Thermopylae.”

Together they I€ft the old, broken ship. Together, usng ther suit reaction units, they jetted across the
emptiness to the huge liner, to the circle of light that was the airlock door. In the little compartment, when
the outer door had closed, they divested themsdlves of ther suits, fet pride in rather than embarrassment
for the shabby uniforms so revedled. They stepped through the inner door, the magnetic soles of ther
shoes dlent on the carpeted deck. Sted lay beneath it -but, as they had known when they had served in
vesds of this class, passengers mugt be shidded from the harsh redlities of Space.

The junior officer waiting to receive them sauted smartly.

"Glad to have you aboard, Captain Cdver," he said. "May | take you to Captain Hendriks?"
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"Thank you," said Calver.

They followed their guide along alleyways, through public rooms. The passengers-the plump,
deek men, the expensve women-stared a the man who had logt his ship to save their lives More than
once there were the beginnings of a demondtration, spontaneous outbursts of clgoping and cheering.
Cdver was thankful when they entered the privacy of the axid shaft. Hand over hand, he and Arlen
pulled themsdves swiftly dong the guide rall behind Thermopyla€e's officer.

The Captain of the liner-an old man, aman who had aged many years in the last few hours-was seated
inhis day room, behind his big, polished desk. He unsnapped the buckle of his seat bet as they en-tered
his cabin, advanced to mest them.

He said amply, "Captain Calver, my thanks are inadequate.”

"l did what | could,” said Calver.

"l sdl do what | can,” said Hendriks. "Some-times, too often, in wrangles over salvage, the owners
of the ships involved are remembered and their crews, who have done the work, taken the risks,
are forgotten. But | am not without influence ..."



"That aspect of the matter had never occurred to me" said Calver.
"Have you been Master long?" asked Hendriks.
"No. Only a dog watch."

"Therés more to the game than navigation, than ship handling,” said the big ship man.
"l guess0."

Hendriks busied himsdf at his liquor cabinet, brought out drinking bulbs. He apologized. "The best |
have isnt good enough . . . This Samian wine?
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TheAltairian Angdls Tears?'
"Anything will do," said Calver.
"Perhapsthe Angels Tears,” said Arlen.

"As you wish." Hendriks looked at her, a Caver. He said, "You mud hate it out here. But youll be
able to return now, perhaps, to the warmth and the light of the Center ..."

"So we ddl," said Calver, with a mild amaze-ment. "So we shdl." His hand sought and found Jane
Aden's, closed upon it, felt the answering warmth and pressure.
"But | belong on the Rim," he said. "We belong on the Rim."



