Bulge
I

MAC HOERWITZ CAME back to awareness as the screen went blank, and he absently flicked the
switch and reset the sheet-scanner. He had not redlly watched the last act. At least, he didn't think he
had. He knew it so per-fectly that there was no way to be certain whether Pros-pero's closing words
wereredly gill in hisearsor that it was Smply memory from earlier times.

Two things had been competing with The Tempest for his attention. One was the pain where his|eft
index fingernail had formerly been, and the other was a half-serious search through his memory to decide
whether Shakespeare had ever used a character quite like Mr. Smith. The two distractions were closaly
connected, even though Smith had not removed the nail himself. He had merely ordered Jonesto do it.

Hoerwitz rather doubted that Shakespeare would have been satisfied with a Smith. The fellow was
too smple. He knew what he wanted and went after it with-out knowing or caring what anyone elsein
the picture might care. He was an oversized two-year-old. Shake-speare would have made him more
complicated and more believable, even back in his Henry the Sixth days.

It was aniceidea, with perhaps some scholarly merit. But it didn't really help with the present
problem. Thiswas more apiece of post-Edwardian melodramathan a carefully thought out
Shakespearean plot. The hero had been trapped by armed villains, in asituation from which there was no
obvious escape, and was being forced to help them commit grand larceny.

Of coursein apiece of Prohibition-erafiction he would have refused steedfastly to help, but Hoerwitz
was no flapper's hero. He was eighty-one years old and had a mass of just one hundred pounds
digtributed aong his seventy inches of height. He could not possibly have lifted that mass againgt Earth's
gravity. He smiled in spite of the pain of his hand when herecdled thefacia expressonswhen Smith and
histhree followers had first seen him.

They had gone to agreat dedl of trouble to make their approach unobtrusive. They had arrived near
the apogee point of the station's six-day period instead of making the just-after-perigee rendezvous which
the freighters found more economica. This had served the double purpose of making fairly sure there
would be no other ships present and of being harder to observe from Earth. At one hundred seventy
thousand miles or so, aone-mile asteroid is visible to the naked eye and a modest-sized spaceship can be
seen in agood telescope, but one hasto be looking for them deliberately.

It was arendezvous, of course, rather than alanding. The latter word means nothing on acelestid
body where a spacesuited man weighs about a quarter of an ounce. They had made the rendezvous
skillfully enough so that Hoerwitz had not felt the contact—or at least, hadn't noticed it over the sound
effects accompanying Hamlet's stepfather's drinking. There had been no trou-ble about entering, since the
arlock leading "under-ground” or "indde," whichever way one preferred to think of it, was plainly visble
and easily operated from without. The possibility of anyone's stedling the horse from this particular stable
had not occurred serioudy to anyone responsible for building the place; or if it had, he had attached more
weight to the likelihood of space emergencies which would need fast lock action.

So Mr. Smith and his men had entered and drifted down the tunnel to the asteroid's center not only
unop-posed but completely unnoticed, and Mac Hoerwitz'sfirst redlization that he wasin trouble had
come after thefinal peal of ordnance ordered by Fortinbras.

Then he had turned on the lights and found that Hamlet had four more spectators, dl carrying
weapons. He had been rather startled.

So had the others, very obvioudy, when they had their first good look at him. Just what they had
ex-pected was hard to say, but it must have been some-thing capable of more violence than the station
man-ager. The leader had put away his gun with dmost an embarrassed air, and the others had followed
hisexam-ple.

"Sorry to surprise you, Mr. Hoerwitz," the intruder had opened. "That was avery good sheet. I'm



sorry we missed so much of it. Perhgps you'd let me run it again sometimein the next few days."

Mac had been a aloss to reconcile the courtesy with the armament.

"If al you want isto see my library, the wegpons are abit uncalled for," hefinaly got out. "I don't
know what else | can offer you except accommodation and communication facilities. Do you have ship
trouble? Did | missadistress cal? Maybe | do pay too much attention to my sheets—"

"Not at dl. Wed have been very disappointed if you had spotted our approach, since we made it as
unobtru-sive as possible. Y ou are aso wrong about what you can give us. Not to waste time, we have a
four--thousand-ton ship outside which we expect to mass up to ten thousand before we leave, with the
aid of your Class 1V isotopes.”

"Six thousand tons of nuclear fuel? Y ou've been ex-panding your consciousness. It would take sixty
hours or moreif | reprogrammed every converter in the place—only one of them ismaking Class 1V
now, and the others are al running other orders. There's barely enough conversion massin the place for
what you want, unless you start chipping rock out of the sation itself. I'd guess that on norma priority
you'd get an order like that in about ayear, counting adminidrative timefor theinitia request.”

"WEe're not requesting. Asyou know perfectly well. Y ou will do any programming necessary, without
regard to what is running now, and if necessary wewill use station rock. | would have said you'd chip it
for us, but | admit there's a difference between the merely illegal and theimpossible. Why do they keep a
wreck like you on duty out here?!

Hoerwitz flushed. He was used to this attitude from the young and hedlthy, but more accustomed to
having it masked by some show of courtesy.

"It'stheonly place | canlive" he said shortly. "My heart, muscles, and bones can't take normal
gravity. Most people can't take free-fall—or rather, they don't like the consequences of the medication
needed to take It indefinitely. That makes no difference to me. | don't care about muscle, and | had my
family half a century ago. Thisjob isgood for me, and I'm good for it. For that reason, | don't choose to
ruinit. | don't intend to do any reprogramming for you, and I'd be willing to bet you can't do it yoursdlf.”

Smith's gun reappeared, and its owner looked at it thoughtfully. The old man nodded toward it and
went on, "That's an argument, | admit. | don't want to die, but if you kill meit certainly won't get you
further." Mac found that he wasn't as brave as his words sounded; there was an odd and uncomfortable
fedling in his ssomach as he looked at the wegpon. He must have covered it well, however, because after
amoment of thought the intruder put the gun away again.

"You'requiteright,” hesaid. "I have no intention of killing you, because | do need your help. Well
have to use another method. Mr. Jones, please carry out our first stage of planned persuasion?’

Fifteen minutes later Hoerwitz was reprogramming the converters aswell as he could with an
unusable left hand.

Smith, who had courteoudy introduced himself dur-ing the procedure, had gone to the trouble of
making sure his victim was right-handed before alowing Jones to start work. It would, ashe said, bea
pity to dow the station manager down too much. The right hand could wait.

"How about my toes?' Hoerwitz had asked sarcadticaly, not yet fully convinced that the affair was
serious.

"It s;emsto have been proved that feet have fewer nerves and don't fed pain asintensdly,” replied
Smith. "Of course, thetoeswill still be there if we need them. Mr. Jones, start with the left hand.”

Mac had decided amost a once that the visitors were sincere, but Jones had inssted on finishing his
job in workmanlike style. Smith had supported him.

"It would be a pity for you to get the idea that we weren't prepared to finish anything we started,” he
pointed out.

Ashefloated in front of the monitor pandls readjust-ing potentiometers and flow-control relays,
Hoerwitz thought furioudy. He wasn't much worried about his guests actudly getting avay with thelr
stolen fudl; what he was now doing to the controls must be showing on repegaters in Elkhart, Papeete, and



Bombay aready. The station was, after dl, part of acompany supposed to be doing profitable business,
and the fact that fuson power plants were still forbidden on Earth didn't mean that the company wasn't
keeping closetrack of its products. There'd be radioed questionsin the next few minutes, and when they
weren't answered satisfactorily thered be arrangements to send aship. Of course, the company would
wait two or three days and make a perigee ren-dezvous, but if the indicators bothered the directors
suf-ficiently they might ask a police launch to investigate sooner. On thewhole, it was unlikely that
anything would happen until shortly after perigee; but something would happen to prevent the thieves
escape.

The trouble seemed to be that that something wouldn't do Mac himself any good. Up to now, genuine
criminaswho werewilling to use actud violence had been gtrictly reading materid for him; but he had
done plenty of reading. He had avivid menta picture of the Stuation. The belief that they would kill him
before leaving was not o much insight asit wasreflex.

They might not even wait until the job was done. The new program was set up for the converters, and
he would not be essentia unless something went serioudly astray. It never did, but he hoped the thieves
were the sort of people who worried about things going wrong.

He found his stomach reacting again when Smith approached him after the converters had been
restarted. The gun was, not in sight, but Mac knew it was there. For that matter, it wasn't necessary; any
of the visitors could break his neck with one hand. However, Smith didn't seem to have violence on his
mind at the mo-ment. In fact, his speech was encouraging. He would hardly have bothered to give
warnings about Hoerwitz's behavior unless he planned to keep the manager around for awhile.

"A few points you should understand, Mr. Hoer-witz," the boss-thief explained. "Y ou must be
supposing that the change in converter program will attract, or has aready attracted, notice at home. You
arewrong. A mysterious aillment has affected the monitor computers at the centrd plant. Signasare
coming in quite nor-mally from the space factories, but they are not being anadlyzed. Theengineersare
quite frantic about it. They hopeto get matters straightened out in afew days, but in the meantime no one
isgoing to worry more about one space factory than another unless some such thing asadistress
message isreceived.

"I know you wouldn't be foolish enough to attempt to send such a message, sinceyou sill have nine
fingersavailablefor Mr. Jones attention, but to remove temp-tation Mr. Robinson has disabled your
gtation's radio transmitters. To make redlly sure, heis now taking care of those in the spacesuits. We
redlize that asuit radio could hardly be received, except by the wildest luck, at Earth's present distance;
but that distance shrinks to only about athousand milesat perigee, as| recall.

"If you do wish to go outside, by dl meansindulge the impulse. I might enjoy awalk with you mysdif.
Our ship isaformer police supply boat, heavily armored and solidly locked. One of us hasthe only
key—I wouldn't dream of telling you which one. Even if you forced your way aboard, which seems
possible, itstrans-mitter channels are not standard. They would be re-ceived by my friends, not yours.

Y ou could not take the ship away, supposing you are enough of apilot to try it, becauseit is parked
beside your waste radiators, and the exhaust would wreck them—"

"Y ou landed beside the radiators?* For thefirst time, Mac wasreally darmed.

"Oh, no. We know better than that. We landed by your airlock and carried the ship around to the
radia-tors. It weighs only about five hundred pounds here. | fear you couldn't carry it away again by
yoursdlf, and it's on rough enough ground so | don't think rolling would be practical.

"So, Mr. Hoerwitz, you may aswell relax. Well appreciate your attending to your normal business so
that our order isready as soon as possible, but if you prefer to go out for awalk occasionaly we don't
really mind. | suppose even you could jump off into space, since | un-derstand that escape velocity here
isonly about afoot asecond, and we'd be sorry to lose you that way; but it's entirely up to you. You are
perfectly freein al matters which don't interfere with our order. Personally, if | were you 1'd go back to
quarters and enjoy that redlly excellent sheet library.”

Hoerwitz had gone, but hadn't really been able to concentrate on The Tempest. Some of Caliban's
re-marks had caught his attention because they expressed his own fedings quite well, and he caught
himself once or twice wishing for ahandy Arid. However, he was much too old to spend much mental



effort on wishing, and the only spirits available at the station were mate-rid mechanisms of very restricted
versatility. Worse, he was probably not completely free to command them, unless Smith and Company
were unbelievably incompe-tent.

Of coursg, if something appeared to be going wrong, they would haveto trust him to fix it; maybe
something could be worked up from that side.

But what could be done, anyway? Just what did he have? The plant turned over vast quantities of
energy, but it certainly wasn't amagic wand. It had the complex gear of ahydrogen fusion unit, and a
modest tonnage of hydrogen-deuterium dush; while it would require delib-erate bypassing of a host of
safety devicesto do it, it would be quite possible to blow the asteroid into acloud of plasma. This had
certain disadvantages besides the likelihood of blinding the unfortunates on Earth who happened to be
looking toward the Station at the key moment. For onething, it didn't redlly ded satisfac-torily with Smith
and hisfriend. It merely promised to dispose of them, and the way Mac'sfinger felt at the moment that
wasn't quite bad enough. What dse did he have?

Therewere ascore of converters, each designed to take matter and transform it, using the energy of
the fuser, into isotopes which could be used on Earth legaly and more or less safely as power sources. At
the moment, al were working on the Class IV mixtures—the fast-yield substances usable for spacecraft
fud, in-dustrid blasting, and wegponry, which Smith had de-manded. Whether he and hisfriends planned
to use the stuff themselves for bank robbery or political subver-son, or merely feed the black market,
Hoerwitz neither knew or grestly cared. A minute charge of any Class|V product, assuming that he
would get hold of it, could certainly get him into the thieves ship, no matter how well she were armored.
Whether the ship would be worth getting into after such trestment was debatable. A production controller
isone thing and a nuclear-expl osives expert quite another. Hoerwitz happened to bethefirst. Trying to
abstract explosives under the eyes of Smith, Jones and A ssociates seemed not only danger-ous but
probably usdess.

There were the radiators, the most conspicuous part of the plant from outside. They were four
gigantic struc-tures, each some five hundred feet across and nearly as high. The outer wallswere
cylindrica and contained high-powered refrigeration circuits; their inner surfaces carried free-eection
fields which rendered them nearly perfect reflectors. Inside the cylinders, out of contact with their walls,
were the radiators themsal ves—huge cores of high-conductivity dloy, running at atempera-ture which
would have evaporated them into space in minutesiif they had not been held together by fields smilar to
those which restrained the fusion units. The whole structure was designed to get rid of waste energy, of
course.

Any serious absorption by the planetoid of the flood being radiated from those units would have
sarted a sequence of troubles of which the warming of the fusion-fuel dush would have been aminor
preliminary. Secondarily, the units were arranged to shine away from Earth; their location on the asteroid
and the lat-ter's rotation had been arranged with thisin view. It was not a perfect successin oneway,
snce the ex-tremely eccentric orbit in which the asteroid had been placed to facilitate freight-handling
work produced alongitude libration of over ahundred degrees each way; but Earth had agreed to put up
with this. The periodic flashes of light from the space factories were rather sce-nic in their way, and most
of the astronomers had moved to the Moon or to orbiting observatories any-way.

But those radiators did throw away an awful lot of energy. One should be able to do something with
itinagtuation likethis, something redly useful. But what?

It wasredly apity that thelibrary contained no Fu Manchu or Bulldog Drummond. Hoerwitz needed
idess. Sinceit looked as though he would have to fur-nish his own, he selected a sheet for background
mate-ria, dipped it into the scanner, and drifted toward the cobwebby hammock in the center of the
lounge while Havius berated the holiday-making citizens of Rome on the screen. It was reasonably
appropriate, the manager drowsed; there was certainly an Ides of March coming. He wished hisfinger
would stop hurting. The script and background music flowed along atrack that his aware-ness had



followed ahundred timesbefore. . . .

Thefrantic disclamers of Chinathe Poet awakened him. He had drifted and been held againgt the
ham-mock by the current from the air circulator. The fegble gravity which gave the vigting ship aweight
of five hundred pounds at the surface was of course absent in the living quarters at the center of the
asteroid. Almost automatically he pushed himself back to the console and shut off the sheet-scanner at the
end of the third act. Obvioudy thiswasn't helping him to think. Hed better check the convertor monitors
just to wake himsdlf up and then get some exercise.

Robinson wasin the tunnd outside the lounge and without saying aword followed Mac along the
passage. The fellow was certainly not very much a homein zero gravity; his coordination as he passed
himself from handhold to handhold was worse than doppy. If thiswere equdly true of the others, it might
be ahelp.

Asthingsturned out, it was.

Smith and Jones were in the control room, drifting idly away from thewalls. Another good sign.
Either they, too, were unused to free-fal or had completely dismissed Hoerwitz from their mindsasa
menace. Nei-ther of them could have gotten into action for quite afew seconds, since neither had a
pushoff point within reach—not even each other.

They said nothing as the manager and his satdllite entered, but watched the former as he aimed and
pushed off from a point beside the door and drifted aong the indicator pandls, taking in their readings as
he went. Somewhat to his regret, though not to his surprise since no darms had sounded, Mac found
everything going as programmed. He reached the far end of the room and reversed his drift, aiming for
the door. The new course took him within reach of Robinson, and that individua at anod from Smith
seized the old man's arm as he went by.

Thiswasadight mistake. The result was atwo-body system spinning with a period of about five
seconds and traveling toward the door at about a quarter of Hoer-witz's former speed. The manager
took advantage of the other's confusion to choose the time and style of his breakaway from the system.
He cameto ahdt, spin gone, four or five yards from the meeting point. Robin-son, who had been made a
free gift of ther joint angu-la- momentum, brought up with hishead in painful con-tact with the edge of the
doorway. Mac couldn't pretend to be sorry; Jones conceded a grin rather unsuccess-fully, and Smith
showed no sign of caring either way. His order to stop Hoerwitz for a conversation had been obeyed; the
details didn't bother him.

"How long isour fud going to take?" he asked.

"Anather fifty to fifty-five hours, barring offtrack developments,” replied the manager. "'l gaveyou an
es-timate at the beginning, and there's no reason to change it so far. | trust these instruments, unlessyou
or one of your friends have been playing with circuits. | know you jimmied the radio, but if your man
knew what he was about that shouldn't have bothered this board.”

"That'sal | wanted to know. Do what you want until it'stime to check your instruments again.”

"It'snight by my clocks. I'm deeping for afew hours, now that I've had my daily workout. | see you
know where my quarters are—what were you searching for, guns or radios? Y ou brought the only
weapons this place has ever seen yoursalves, and aradio ableto reach Earth isalittletoo largeto hidein
aphoto a-bum."

" Spacesuit radios are pretty small.”

"But they'rein pacesuits.”

"All right. We just like to be sure. Wouldn't you be happier to know that we weren't worrying about
you?' Hoerwitz left without trying to answer that. Smith looked after him for afew seconds, and then
beckoned to Brown.

"Don' interfere with hisroutine, but keep an eye on the old fellow. I'm not so sureweredly
convinced him, after al. I'd much rather keep him around to do the work, but the job is much too
important to take chances." Brown nodded, and followed Hoerwitz back to the latter's quarters. Then he
took up his station out-side, glanced a hiswatch, helped himsalf to aset of the pills needed to keep
human metabolism in balance un-der zero-G, and relaxed. The "night" wore on.

Hoerwitz had been perfectly sincere about hisinten-tion of deeping. He had developed the habit of



spend-ing much of histimein that state during hisyears a the Sation. His age may have been partly
responsible, but the lifeitself was hardly one to keep aman dert. Few people could be found to accept
the londly and boring jobsin the off-Earth factories—so few that many of them had to be run entirely by
computer and remote control. Hoerwitz happened to be one of the sort who could spend adl histime quite
happily with abstract en-tertainment—books, plays, music or poetry. He could reread a book, or see the
same play over and over again, with full enjoyment, just as many people can get pleasure out of hearing
the same music repeatedly. Few jobs on Earth would have permitted him to spend so much time amusing
himsdlf; the arrangement wasidedl both for him and hisemployers. Still, hedept alot.

He therefore woke up refreshed, if not exactly vigor-ous, some nine hours after Brown had taken up
his guard station. He was not only refreshed but enthusiastic. He had aplan. It was not avery
complicated one, but it might keep him dive.

It had two parts. One was to convince Smith that the intruders could not load their loot without Mac's
help. This should be smple enough, since it was pretty cer-tainly true. Shifting twelve million pounds of
mass by muscle power, evenin zero-G, isimpractica for four men in any reasonable time. The dterndtive
was the gtation's loading equipment, and it was unlikely that any-one but Hoerwitz would be expert inits
use. If the thieves were convinced of thet, at least they'd keep him aive until the last minute.

The second part of the plan wasto arrange for him-sdlf arefuge or hiding place good enough to
discourage the four from spending the time necessary to get him. This assumed that they had assigned
high priority to getting away as soon as poss ble after |oading the stolen fuel, which seemed reasonable.
Details here, however, required more thinking. It might be better to trust to conceal ment; on the other
hand, there was something to be said for a place whose location was known to the enemy but which
obvioudy couldn't be penetrated with-out alot of time and effort.

On the whole, thelatter choice would make him fed safer, but offhand he couldn't think of aredly
impregna-ble spot. There were very few doors of any kind in the station, and even fewer of these could
be locked. Air-breaks were solid, but not made to resst intelligent at-tack. None of the few locksin the
place was any better in that respect, if one assumed that the thieves were of professiond caliber.

Of course, much of the factory equipment itself, de-signed to contain nuclear reactions, would have
resisted any imaginable tools. None of this could, however, be regarded as practical for hiding purposes,
one might aswell get ingde ablast furnace or sulfuric-acid chamber.

All indl, it looked as though straight concealment were going to be more practical, and this pretty
well demanded the outside of the asteroid.

The tunnels of the station were complex enough to make afairly good labyrinth, but there wasa
reason-able basic pattern underlying their arrangement. Hoer-witz knew this pattern so well, quite
naturdly, that it never occurred to him that his unwel come guests might have trouble finding him in the
maze once he got out of sight. He did think of turning out the lights to compli-cate their job, but they
should have little trouble turning them back on again. Robinson, at least, must know something about
electricity. Besdes, darkness and weightlessness together were avery bad combination even for
someone as used to the latter as Hoerwitz. No, outside would be best.

The agteroid was far from spherical, had a reasonable amount of surface area, and its jagged surface
promised al sorts of hiding places. Thiswas especidly truein the contrasty lighting of airlessness. Mac
could think of a dozen possible spotsimmediately—his years of resi-dence had not been spent entirely
insde. During safe periods he had taken severd trips outside (safe periods meant, among other things, the
presence of company; taking alone walk in aspacesuit is about as sensble astaking alone swiminthe
Indian Ocean).

More familiarity with the surface would have been nice, but what little he had should at least be
greater than the othersdid. If he were to drop casualy some remark which would give the impression that
he knew the outside like one of his own Shakespeare sheets, they might not even bother to search once
he was out of sight—provided he waited until there was very little time left before they were leaving, and
provided he was able to disappear at al. Too many ifs? Maybe.

It was dso important that Smith not change his mind about letting Hoerwitz take walks outside. It
wouldn't require careful guarding to prevent such an excursion; five seconds work on Mac's spacesuit



would take care of that. It was annoying that so much of the plan de-pended more on Smith's attitude
than on Hoerwitz's ac-tion, especidly snce Smith didn't seem to believein taking chances. The attitude
would be hard to control. The manager would have to seem completely harm-less—but he'd better take
Hamlet's advice about overacting.

That was a matter of basic behavior. On the question of useful action, there was another factor to
consider. At the present setup rate, the i sotopes the thieves wanted would be ready ten or a dozen hours
before per-igee, which Mac was dill taking asthe latest time they'd want to stay around. Something really
ought to be done to delay the conversion and ddlivery process, to keep at aminimum the supply of spare
moments which could he devoted to looking for missing factory managers. Could he dow down the
converters without arousing suspicion? He knew much about the machines, and the others presumably
knew very little, but trying to fool them with some piece of fiction would be extremely risky. Hisleft hand
gave an extratwinge a the thought.

Of course, some genuine trouble could develop. It hadn't indl hisyears at the station, but it could.
Therewas no point waiting for it, and even if it did they'd probably blame him anyway, but—could he,
perhaps, arrange for something to happen which would obvioudy be Jones fault? Or Smith'sown? The
basic ideawas attractive, but detailsfailed to crystalize.

It was certainly high timefor action, though if he hoped to accomplish anything such asliving, the
closer to completion the process came, the less good a dow-down would accomplish. Infact, it wastime
to stop daydreaming and get to work. Hoerwitz nodded dowly to himsalf as ideas began to shape up.

vV

He went to the galley and prepared breakfast, noting without surprise that the others had been using
hisfood. It was too bad that he didn't have anything to dose it with for their benefit. He measured out and
consumed hisdaily supply of null-G medicines, and put the uten-silsin the washer—one common aspect
of hisjob he had refused to accept. Difficult as such things as ham and eggs are to manage in free-fall, he
had inssted on regular food instead of tubes of paste. He worked out techniques of his own for keeping
thingsin the plate. Someday, he had been telling himsdlf for a couple of decades, he would write a book
on zero-G cookery.

With the galley chores done, he aimed himsalf down the corridor toward the control chamber. Brown
and Robinson wereingde, both looking bored. The latter was drifting within reach of awall, the manager
no-ticed; perhaps his experience of the day before had taught him something. Hoerwitz hoped not.
Brown was near the center of the room and would be usdlessto his party for quite afew secondsif
action were required.

Theingrumentswere disgustingly norma. All twenty converterswere Smmering dong as
programmed. Not al were doing just the same things, of course; they had been |oaded with different
substances originally and had been interrupted in various stages of differing processes when Hoerwitz had
been forced to reprogram. One of them had already been processing aClass 1V order and was now
gpproaching the climax of itsrun. It seemed wiser to point this out to the thieves so that they wouldn't
think he was up to anything when he shut this one down, as he would have to do in afew hours. He did
0.

"At least you people won't have to do everything at once," he remarked.

"What do you mean?" asked Brown.

"When you came, | told you that one of the unitswas on Four aready. Y ou can tell your bossthat it
should be ready to load in eight hours or so. I'll show you where the loading conveyors are handled
from—or do you want to lug it out by hand?Y ou were bragging about carting five hundred pounds of
ship around when you came.”

"Don't befunny, old fellow,” cut in Robinson. "Y ou might aswell have that |oading machinery ready.
Y ou might even be ready to show a couple of us how to useit. If Smith should decide he doesn't like
your attitude, we might be the only ones ableto.”

"All right with me," replied the manager. He felt rea-sonably safe aslong as Smith himself was not



present. It had seemed likely that none of the others would dare do anything drastic to him without direct
orders, and Rob-inson'sremark had strengthened the belief. " The con-trols arein adome at the surface.
They're smple enough, like achessgame.”

"What doesthat crack mean?'

"Just what it sounded like. Any six-year-old can learn the rules of chessin an hour, but that doesn't
make him agood player. I'm sure Mr. Smith won't need you to remind him of that when you suggest that
you ought to do the loading." The two men glanced at each other, and Robinson shrugged.

"Better show me wherethe controls are, anyway," he said. "Y ou better stay here," he added to
Brown. "I'll be with Hoerwitz, but Smith said this panel was never to be left unwatched. We might not
havetimeto explain if he found us both gone." The other man nodded. Hoerwitz, keeping hisface as
expressionless as he could, led the way to the station he had mentioned.

Thiswas about asfar from the control chamber as anything could be, Sinceit was at the surface. It lay
near the main entrance, a quarter of the way around the asteroid's equator from the radiators. The
converters themsalves were scattered at fairly regular intervals just under the surface. The generd idea
wasthat if one of them did misbehave it would meet only token resistance outward, and the rest of the
plant might have a chance. Access and |oading tunnels connecting the converters with the cargo locks and
the living quarters were delib-erately crooked. All these trickswould of course be fu-tilein amgjor
blowup, but it is possble to have minor accidents even in nuclear engineering.

The dome containing the loading control panelswas one of the few places offering adirect view to
the out-side of the asteraid. It had served as a conning site while the body was being driven in from
beyond Mars; it still was sometimes used that way. The thrust pitswere still in service, asthe present
long, narrow orbit was heavily perturbed by the Moon and required occa-siona correction near apogee.
Thiswas not done by Hoerwitz, who could no more have corrected an orbit than he could have built a
gpaceship. Thethrust con-trols were disconnected except when a ballistics engineer was on hand.

The domewas small, little more than a dozen feet across, and its entire circle was rimmed with
conveyor control panels. Hoerwitz, quite unintentionaly, had ex-aggerated their amplicity. Thismight
have gotten him into trouble with anyone but Robinson. Without worry-ing about this Situation, since he
failed to recognizeit, the manager promptly began explaining.

"Firg, you want to be careful about these tv guarded switches on each pand," he pointed out.
"They're designed to bypass the safeties which normally keep you from putting too hot aload on the
conveyors, so that you can dump a converter in an emergency. At the moment, since al the unitsare hot,
you couldn't operate any part of the conveyor system except by those switches.

"Bascdly, thewhole thing is smple enough. One pand is concerned with each of the twenty separate
conveyor systems, and dl panels are dlike, so—"

"Why didn't they make just one pand, then, and have a selector to set it on any one of the reactors?’
asked Robinson. Hoerwitz sadly revised upward his es-timate of the fellow's brain power, ashe
answered.

"Often severd shipsareloading, or severa reactors unloading, at onetime. It turned out to be smpler
and safer to have independent control systems. Also, the system works both ways—customers get credit
for mass brought to the station for conversion. We have to take material to the convertersaswell as
away from them, and it's more efficient to be able to carry on severa operations at once. The origina
idea, asyou probably know, was to use the mass of the asteroid itself for con-version; but with laws
about controlling rotation so that the radiators would point away from Earth most of the time, and the
expense of the origina ingalation, and the changesin orbit and angular momentum and so on, they findly
decided it was better to try to keep the mass of the place fairly constant. They did use quite abit of
materia fromit at first. There arealot of usdesstun-nelsingde, and quite afew pits outside, left over
from lose days."

Hoerwitz was wetching his listener covertly as he spoke, trying to judge how much of thisinformation
was being absorbed, but the other's face was unreadable. He gave up and went on with the lesson.

They were joined after about a quarter of an hour by Smith, but the head thief said little, merely
ordering the instruction to continue. The factory manager decided to take no more chancestesting his



listeners with double-talk; Smith had impressed him as being a different proposition from hisfollowers.
The decison to play safein his presence proved awise one.

It took another ten minutes for Mac to wind up the lesson.

"You'll need some practice,”" he concluded, "and theré'sno way to get it just yet. | wasnever a
school-teacher, but | understand that your best way of making sure how well you know something isto
try to teach it to someoneese. | trust Mr. Smith gpproves of that thought.”

"l do." Smith'sface didn't show approval or anything e se, but the words were encouraging.

"Give me alesson right now, Rob. I'd particularly like to know just what this switch does—or did
Mr. Hoerwitz forget to mention it?" He indicated the emergency-dump override.

"Oh, no, he showed me that first. We'd better keep clear of it, because it emptiesthat particular
converter onto its conveyor and dumpsit into space, even though it's still hot.”

For amoment there might have been aflicker of sur-prise on Smith'sface.

"And hetold you about it?| rather thought he might skip itemslike that in the hope that one of us
might make amistake he could not be blamed for." Hoerwitz decided that it would be less suspiciousto
answer that remark than to let it pass.

"Isthere anything that could possibly go wrong that you would not blame me for?' he asked.

"Probably not, at that. I'm glad you redize it, Mr. Hoerwitz. Perhaps I'll be spared the nuisance of
having to leave aman on guard here aswell as a the main controls." He glanced through the dome's
doublewall at Earth'sfat crescent, which dominated the Sky on one side of the meridian asthe Moon did
on the other. "Isthere any way of shutting off accessto this place until we're ready to useit? Think how
much more at esse we'd both fed if therewere."

Hoerwitz shrugged. "No regular door. There are a couple of safety air-breaksin the corridor below;
you could get one of them closed easily enough, since there are manua switchesfor them aswell asthe
pressure and temperature differential sensors, but it would be alot harder to open. If one of those things
does shut, it'snormally because air is being lost or dangerous reac-tions going on on one side or the
other. A good ded of red tape is necessary to convince the machinery that dl iswdll after dl."

"Hmph." Smith looked thoughtful. "All right, well consider it. Rob, you stay here until | decide. You
comewith me, old fellow." Hoerwitz obeyed with mixed fed-ings.

It was lucky he hadn't tried to dump the reactors and shut himself off in the dome section, in view of
Smith's perspicacity, but he couldn't thank his own intelligence or foresight for saving him. The sad fact
wasthat hed never thought of thetrick until he was explaining mattersto Robinson. Now it was certainly
too late. Of course, it probably wouldn't have worked anyway, since someone like Robinson could
presumably get air doors open again in short order; and there was an even bright-er side, now that he
thought of it. Thelast few minutes might well have gone far in convincing Smith that the manager was
redlly reconciled to the Situation. One could not be sure of that, naturally, with aperson like Smith, but
one could hope. Timewould no doubt tell—and quite possibly in bad language.

Asthey floated back down toward the living section—Hoerwitz noted with some regret that Smith
was getting better at handling himsdlf in free-fall—the head thief spoke briefly.

"Maybe you've learned your lesson. From what's just happened, | guess we can both hope so. Just
the same, | don't want to see you anywhere near that place where we just left Robinson, except when |
tell you mysdlf to go there for my own reasons. Isthat clear?’

"ltis"

"Good. | don't redlly enjoy persuading people the hard way, but you may have noticed that Mr. Jones
does. If you'veredly accepted the fact that | have the bulge on you, though, we won't have to amuse
him"

"Y ou've made everything very clear. Do you want the reactor which wasworking on Class 1V when
you came, and which will be ready pretty soon, to be un-loaded as soon asit's done?”

"Hmph. | don't know. Does your |oading machine ddliver to any spot on the surface, or just by that
dome?'

"Just at the dome, I'm afraid. It wouldn't have been practica to run conveyorsal over the place, and
it'seven less so to drive trucks around on the surface.”



"All right. If it would mean moving our ship an extratimewéll wait until everything isready. It would
be anuisanceto haveto guard it, too."

"Then you're not redlly convinced I've learned my lesson, after al?”

"Don't ask too many questions, Mr. Hoerwitz. Why not just assumethat | don't like to teke
chances?'

The manager was not inclined to act on impulse, but he sometimestalked on that basis. Thiswas one
of thetimes.

"l don't want to assume that."

"Why not?'

"Because one of your most obviousways of not tak-ing chances would be to leave no witnesses. If |
believed you were that thorough, | might aswell stop everything now and let you shoot me—not that |
really enjoy the prospect, but | could at least die with the satisfaction that | hadn't hel ped you.”

"That'slogicd," Smith answered thoughtfully. "I have only two answersto it. One you aready
know—we wouldn't just shoot you. The other, which | hope will make you fed better, isthat we aren't
worried about witnesses. Y ou've been reading too much. WEII have lived in this place for severa days
before we're done, but you must have noticed that we aren't wearing glovesto keep from leaving
fingerprints, or spacesuitsto foil the scent analyzers, or anything else of that sort. I'm sure the law will
know who was here after we've gone, but that doesn't worry us. They aready want usfor so many
different thingsthat our main careisto avoid getting caught up with, not identified.”

"Then why those names? Do you expect meto be-lieve they're red ?'

For dmost the firgt time, Smith showed emotion. He grinned. "Go back to your dramasheets, Mr.
Hoerwitz, but stick to Shakespeare. Lord Peter Wimsey isleading you astray. Just remember what | said
about the convey-or controls; keep away from them.”

\Y

If hisfinger hadn't been so painful, Hoerwitz would have been quite happy as he made hisway back
to thelounge and let the air currents settle him into the ham-mock. He shunted Julius Caesar intothe
"hold" stack without zeroing itstracker, started The Pajama Game, and remained awake through the
whole show. It was quite an occasion.

For the next couple of days everyone was on amogt friendly terms, though Hoerwitz's finger kept him
from forgetting entirely the basic facts of the Situation or warming up very much to Jones. Some of the
men watched shows with him, and there was even casud conversation entirely unconnected with reactors
and fuel processing. Smith's psychology wasworking fairly well.

It did not backfire on him until about twenty hours before perigee.

At that time Mac had been making one of his peri-odic control checks, and had reported that the
runswould be finishing off during the next ten or twelve hours. Hewould have to stay at the board, since
they would not all end at the sametime, and it was safer to oversee the supposedly automatic cooling of
each con-verter asits job ended.

"What'sdl that for?' asked Smith. "I thought it didn't matter much what wasin the converters a the
gart. Why will it hurt if alittle of thisis<till indde when you begin your next job? Wont it just be
con-verted aong with everything e se?"

"It'snot quite that Imple,” replied the manager. "Basically you are right; we don't dedl in pure
products, and what we deliver is processed chemically by our customers. Still, it'sbest to sart clean. If
too much redlly hot stuff were alowed to accumulate in the converters between runs, it could be bad. If
Class| or I fuel in-tended to power achemical industry, for example, were contaminated with Class 1V
there could be trouble on Earth—especidly if the plant in question were doing a chemica separation of
nuclear fuds”

"Butit'sall ClassIV thistime," pointed out Smith, "unless you've been running amagjor bluff on us,
and I'm sure you wouldn't do that." His face hardened, and once more Hoerwitz mentally kicked himsdlf.
He hadn't even thought of such atrick, and he could probably have gotten away with it. Therewas no



easy way to identify directly the isotopes being put out by the converters; it took speciaized apparatus
and specialized knowledge. It was pretty certain that Smith had neither. Well, too late now.

"It'sal oneclass, asyou sad," the manager admitted with what he hoped was negligible delay, "but
that'sjust it. With Class |V in every converter and on every con-veyor it's even more important than usual
to watch the coaling. | live here, you know. I'm not an engineer and don't know what would happen if
any of that stuff found itsway into the hydrogen reactors, but 1'd rather not find out.”

"But you must be enough of an engineer to handle the fusion units.”

"That doesn't demand an engineer. I'm a button pusher. | can operate them very sensibly, but they
don't waste atrained engineer out, here with the price of skilled labor what it is. The trouble frequency of
these plantsisfar too low to keegp one twiddling his thumbs on standby the wholetime."

"But how about safety? If this place blows apart, it would take quite afew centuries of engineers pay
to replaceit, I'd think."

"No doubt. | suspect that's the point they're trying to make, in order to modify or get rid of that law
about hydrogen reactors on Earth. Theideaisthat if the com-pany trusts them enough to risk dl this
capital without aresident engineer, what's everyone worried about?'

"But the place could redlly let go if the right—or | should say the wrong—things happened.”

"l suppose so, but | don't know what they'd be, short of deliberate mishandling. In the forty years|'ve
been here nothing out of line had ever happened. I've never had to use that emergency dump I've showed
you, or even the straight shutoff on the main board. Engineers come twice ayear to check everything
over, and | just move switches—likethis." He began manipulating con-trols. *Number thirteen has flashed
over. I'm shutting down, and in about an hour it can be transferred from field-bottle to physica
containers.”

"Why not now? What's this field-bottle?"

Hoerwitz was genuinely surprised, and once again annoyed. He had supposed everyone knew about
that; if he had redlized that Smith didn't . . . Wéll, another chance gone.

"At conversion energies no materia will hold the chargein. Three hundred tons of anything at dll, at
dtar-core temperature, would fed cramped in ahundred cu-bic miles of space, to say nothing of a
hundred cubic yards. It'sheld in by fields, since nothing else will do it, and surrounded by afree-electron
layer that reflects just about al the radiation back into the plasma. Thelittle bit that isn't reflected is
carried, aso by free-eectron field, to the radiators.”

"| think you're trying something,” Smith said sternly, and the manager felt his somach misbehave
again. "You sad that those loads could be dumped in an emergency by the conveyors. And you
described the conveyors as Smply mechanical belt-and-bucket sys-tems, acouple of days ago. Stuff that
you just described would blow them into gas. Which wasthelie?"

"Neither!" Hoerwitz gasped desperately. "1 didn't say that the emergency dumping was
ingantaneous—it isn't. The processinvolves fagt chilling, using the same conductor fields, and even with
them, we'd expect the conveyors to need replacing if we ever used the sys-tem!™

"If that's s0," Smith asked, "what do you mean by saying awhile ago that you didn't know what could
happen to blow this place up? If one of those fields let go—"

"Oh, but it couldn't. There are dll sorts of automatic safety systems. | don't have to worry about that
sort of thing. If afied startsto weaken, the energy loss auto-matically drainsinto conductor fields, and
they carry plasma energy that much faster to the radiators, so the plasma cools and the pressure drops—I
can't giveyou al the details because | don't understand them mysdlf, but it'sared fail-safe.”

Smith il looked suspicious, though he was as accus-tomed as any civilized person to trusting
machinery. It wasn't the machinery that bothered him just now.

"Y ou keep switching," he snapped, "and | don't like it. One minute you say nothing can happen, and
the next you talk about al these emergency featuresin caseit does. Either the people who built this place
didn't know what they were doing, or you're not leveling.”

Hoerwitz's ssomach felt even worse, but he kept up the battle.

"That'snot what | said! | told you things couldn't happen because of the safety stuff! They knew what
they were doing when they built this place—of course, half the mgor governments on Earth were passng



laws about the way it should be done—"

"Passing laws? For something off Earth?"

"Sure. Ninety-five percent of the company's potential customers were nationas of those countries,
and there's nothing like economic pressure. Now, will you stop this nonsense and let me work, or decide
you don't trust me and do it dl yoursdf? There are more reactors dmost ready to flash over.”

It was the wrong line for the old man to take, but Smith aso made amistake in resenting it. It was
here that his psychology redly went wrong.

"I don't trust you'," he said. "Not one particle. Y ou've evaded every detailed question | asked. | don't
even know for certain that that's Class 1V stuff you've been cooking for me.”

"That'sright. You don't." Hoerwitz, too, waslosing histact and foresight. "I've been expecting you to
make some sort of test ever since | set up the program. Or did you take for granted that whoever you
found here would be scared into doing just what you wanted? Surely it isn't possible that you and the
friends you said were somewhere else just don't have anyone able to make such atest! Any properly
planned operation would have made getting such aperson itsfirst step, | should think—or have | been
reading too much again?'

The expression which had started to develop on Smith's face disappeared, and he looked steadily at
the old man for perhaps haf aminute. Then he spoke.

"Mr. Jones. | think wewill have to start Phase Two of the persuasion plan. Will you please prepare
for it? We planned this operation, asyou cdll it, Mr. Hoerwitz, quite carefully, in view of certain limitations
which faced us. Exactly what those limitations were is none of your business, but remember that we so
arranged mat-ters that no one on Earth has been serioudy worried by your failure to communicate—nor
will they for some time yet. We know that no scheduled freighters are due here for two more revolutions,
though we recogni ze the chance of atramp tug dropping in with mass to deposit for credit—that iswhy
we plan to have the job done before the next perigee. Our plans aso included detailsfor insuring the
cooperation of the person we found on duty. The fact that he turned out to be about threetimes asold as
we expected doesn't affect those plans at dl. Y ou have experienced thefirst part of them. | wasrather
hoping that no more would be necessary, but you seem to have forgotten that we have the bulge on you.
Therefore, you will experience the second part, unless you can think of away to prove to me that you
have been tdlling the truth—and proveit in avery short time.

| won't tell you what thetimelimit is, but | have a-ready decided onit. Start thinking, Mr. Hoerwitz. |
believe Mr. Jonesisready.”

Hoerwitz couldn't think. He probably couldn't have thought if the same Situation had faced him forty
or fifty years earlier; he had never claimed to be a hero. He spoke, but—as Smith had intended—it was
without any sort of consideration.

"The Class|V duff that was going when you ar-rived—it's cool—you could get asample of it and
test it in your ship's power plant!"

"Not good enough. | never doubted that you were telling the truth about that load. It will haveto be
some-thing else. The materia that'sfinishing now, or your claim that could redlly go wrong enough to
blow this place into vapor if your fail-safe rigs weren't there—"

"But how could | possibly prove that, except by doing it?" gasped the old man.

"Y our problem. Think fast. Mr. Joneswill be with you inamoment. In fact, | think he's on the way
now—~not hurrying, you understand, because heisn't redly proficient at moving around in this no-weight
nuisance—but | think if 1 looked around 1'd see that he had pushed off and was drifting your way. It
would be unfair of meto spail hisfunif he getsto you before you've thought of something, wouldn't it?!

Smith of course meant to reduce the manager to astate of complete panic in which hewould be
unabletolie, or at least to lie convincingly; but just as he had planned badly in not getting hold of a
nuclear engineer of hisown, he had planned badly in failing to consider dl the possible results of panic.
He may, of course, have redlized that Hoerwitz might try to do something des-perate, but failed to
foresee how hard such an action would be to stop in the unfamiliar environment of weightlessness. It was
easy to takefor granted that a person with such afrail physique could be controlled physicaly by anyone
with no trouble. Thiswas perfectly correct—for anyone within reach of the old man.



No onewas. Worse, from Smith's point of view, no one but Robinson wasin a position to get there.
Asaresult, Mac was able to do something which he would never have serioudy considered if he had
been given timeto think. He was, of course, within reach of a push-off point asamatter of habit. He used
every bit of mus-cle hisfrail old body could muster in adive toward the center of the board—and made
it.

Only Robinson had learned his lesson about drifting, and he migudged his own pushoff and failed to
inter-cept the manager. Hoerwitz reached and opened aplainly labeled switch, and with the action his
panic left him as suddenly asit had come, though fear till churned at his ssomach.

"At least, you believed me enough not to risk bulletsin the controls,” he dmost sneered. "There's your
proof, Mr. Smith. I've just shut down dl the converters. They're bleeding energy out of the main radiators
and will be cool enough to handlein an hour. If you replace that switch, you'll know | wastelling the truth
about safeties. Go ahead. Closeit. It'ssafe. All you'll get isabunch of red lights al over the boards,
telling you that safety circuits are blocking you. Y ou'll have to start those processes from the beginning. |
can st that up for you, of course. | will if you give the order; but anything else at al, except dumping the
loads, of course, will block you with safeties.”

"Why?' Smithwas ill in control of himsdlf, though it wasavisble grain.

"What do you think | am, an astrophysicist? | don't know why, if you want one of those detailed
answers you were complaining about not getting. They come in high-class equations. Inwords, whichis
al | understand about it, most of-the processing time in these convertersisfor setup. The actua
conversion isthe sort of thing that goes on in the last moments of a supernovasfling, as| thought
everyone knew. The converter hasto set up millions of parametersin terms of temperature, density
gradients, potentia of al sorts—even the changing dis-tance from Earth in this orbit hasto be allowed for,
| understand—and | don't know what else before the fi-nd step istriggered, if adecent percentage of the
de-sired isotope classisto be produced. I've just cleared the setup in eighteen of those converters. If you
were actualy to build them up to the temperature they had before | hit that switch, you probably would
blow the place up. Hence, my friend, the safeties. Working out areaction that not only produces useful
isotopes but a'so balances endothermic and exothermic processes closely to hold the whole works under
control isaperfectly good subject for adoctorate thesis. Do you think we could confine a supernova—or
even afew tons of one? Now, do you want meto start these stoves dl over, or will you take two loads
of Class1V ingtead of twenty, pull out al my fingernails and fly off in arage gnashing your teeth?’

During this diatribe Smith had actualy camed down, which was hardly what Hoerwitz had expected.
Thethief nodded dowly at itsend.

"I wouldn't have said there was anything which could happen here which | wouldn't blame on you,” he
sad, "but | have to admit thisoneison me. By al means, Sart the cooking over. | have learned most of
what | need to know. | think | can now manage well enough even if visitors show up during this overtime
period you have pushed usinto.

"You just restart the runs you interrupted, and when that's done come with me up to the dome. | want
you to get the load that was just finished out onto the convey-ors. Then you may resume your life of
leisure and en-tertainment. Hop to it, Mr. Hoerwitz."

The manager hopped. He was too surprised at Smith's reaction to do anything else. Hewould have
to recheck his Shakespeare memory; maybe there was someone like this after al. He worked the
controlsrap-idly.

Jones | ooked disappointed except for amoment when Robinson suddenly said, "That's not the way
he had them set beforel”

Smith gtarted to raise his eyebrowsin surprise, but the manager, who had had no thought of
deception a the moment, said, "We're not starting with the same stuff as before, remember. Many things
happen long be-fore the main conversion.”

Smith stopped, thought for amoment, looked care-fully at the old man, and nodded. Jones shrugged
and relaxed once more.

By thistime, certain facts were beginning to fit to-gether in the manager's mind.
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By the time the trip to the dome had been made and the finished load of isotopestransferred to its
conveyor, Hoerwitz's brief sense of eation had evaporated, and he had written himsdlf off asawaking
corpse. Heredized just what details he had overlooked, and just where the omissions|eft him. Hefloated
dowly to hisquarters, hismorale completely flattened and hope for thefirst time gone.

Robinson's acute detail memory must have been amagjor factor in the planning Smith had mentioned.
If Hoerwitz himsalf could run the plant effectively without ared basic understanding of what went on, so
could Robinson. By arranging what had amounted to another lesson in the operation of the contrals, the
manager had made himself superfluous from the thieves viewpoint.

Also, and much worse, he had completely missed the hole in the logic Smith had used when the
fellow had tried to prove that he really wasn't worried about leav-ing witnesses. It was quite true that the
thieves were taking no care about leaving fingerprints. Why should they bother about such details? No
one can andyzein-dividua persondlity traces from amillion-degree cloud of ionized gas, and they
certainly knew enough now to leave only that behind them.

Evenif wiring around the safety circuits was too much for Robinson, which seemed unlikdly in
Hoer-witz's present mood, they could always sacrifice aton or so of their loot. The Class |V fuels might
not be up to hydrogen fusion standards, but they would be quite adequate for the purpose intended.
Hiding, inadethe asteroid or out, would be meaningless.

The only remaining shred of hisorigina plan which retained any relevance was the desirability of
fooling the others about his own attitude. Aslong asthey be-lieved that he expected to come out of the
affair with hislife, they would not expect him to do anything desper-ate, and they might let him live until
the last moment to save themselves work. If they even suspected that he had convinced himsdlf thet they
were going to dispose of him, Smith'sdidike of taking chances would proba-bly become the deciding
factor.

Thismight involve adifficult bit of acting. Behaving as though he had forgotten what had happened
would certainly be unconvincing. Trying to act asthough he had even forgiven it would belittle better. On
the other hand, any trace of an uncooperative attitude would a so be dangerous. Maybe he should go
back to Hamlet and rerun the prince's instructions to the players. No, not worth it. He knew them word
for word anyway, and the more he thought of the problem as one of acting the lesslikely he wasto get
away withit.

Maybe he should just try, unobtrusively, to keep in Jones company as much as possible. His natural
fed-ingstoward that member of the group were unlikely to make the others suspicious.

In any case, hewouldn't have to act for awhile. Thelast couple of hours had been exhausting enough
S0 that not even Smith was surprised when Mac sought his own quarters. One of the men followed and
took up watch outside, of course, but that was routine.

The manager wasin no mood for music. He brought the Julius Caesar sheet out of standby and let the
scan-ner start at the point where he had |eft it a couple of days before.

Asaresallt, it was only afew minutes before Brutus solved his problem for him.

It was beautiful. There was no ow groping, no re-jection of one detail and substitution of another. It
wasjust there, dl at once. It would have Wertheimer, Koh-ler, and the rest of the Gestalt school dance
with glee. The only extraneous thought to enter Hoerwitz's mind as the idea developed was atouch of
amazement that Shakespeare could have written anything so relevant more than four decades before the
birth of Isaac New-ton. He didn't wait for the end of the play. There was quite awhile remaining before
the plan could be put into action, so he went to deep. After dl, aman needs histen or twelve hours when
careful, exhausting, and detailed work isin the offing.

A good medl helps, too, and Hoerwitz prepared him-sdaf one when he woke up—one of hisfancier
break-fasts. With that disposed of, there were seven hoursto go before perigee.

He went to check the controls, pointedly ignoring the thief on duty outside his quarters and the
second one in the control room. Everything about the converterswas going well, asusud, but thistime
the fact didn't annoy him. For al he cared, dl those loads of explosives could cook themsalvesto



completion.

They hadn't been ordered properly, but there would be no trouble finding cussomersfor them later
on.

He checked in time hisimpulse to go to the dome for alook outside. Smith's order had been very
clear, so it would be necessary to trust the clocks without the help of alook at Earth. No matter. He
trusted them.

Six hoursto perigee. Four and ahadf to action time. He hated leaving things so late, since there was
doubt about Smith's reaction to the key question and time might be needed to influence the fellow. Still,
starting too soon would be even more dangerous.

A show killed three of the hours, but he never re-membered afterward which show he had picked.

Another med helped. After dl, it might be quite along time before he would eat anything but
tube-mush, if things went right. If they went wrong, he had the right to make his last meal agood one. It
brought him amast up to the deadline. He thought briefly of not bothering to clean the dishes, but decided
that thiswas no time to change his habits. Smith was suspicious enough by na-ture without giving him
handlesfor it.

Now afind check of the controls, which mustn't look asthough it werefind. Normd, asusual.
Robinson and Brown were in the control room—the latter had accom-panied the manager from his
quarters—and when the check was finished the old man turned to them.

"Whereisyour boss?'

Robinson shrugged. "Adeep, | suppose. Why?!

"When you first came, he said it would be dl right for me to wak outside, once you'd jimmied the
trans-mitter in my suit. | like to watch Earth aswe go by perigee, but | suppose I'd better make sure he
gtill doesn't object.”

"Why can't you watch from the dome?”

"Partly because he told me to keep away from there, and partly because in the hour and a half around
peri-gee Earth shiftsfrom one side of this place to the other. Y ou can see only thefirst part from the
dome. | liketo go to the North Pole and watch it swing around the ho-rizon—you get ared sense of
motion. Whoever Smith sendswith me, if heletsmego a dl, will enjoy it. Maybe hed like to go himsdf.”

Robinson was doubtful. "1 suppose he won't shoot anyone for asking. | take it this happens pretty
soon.” Hoerwitz was glad of the chanceto look at aclock with-out arousing suspicion.

"Very soon. There won't be much more than enough time to check our suits. Remember, therésno
such thing asfast walking, outsde."

"Dont | know it. All right, I'll ask him. Y ou stay here with Mr. Brown."

"Y ou're sure you didn't damage anything in my suit except the radio?”

"Pogitive. Make aregular checkout; | stand by the result.”

"Aslong as| don't fal by it." Robinson shrugged and left. "Mr. Brown, in view of what your friend
just said, how about coming with me up to thelock so | can start that suit check early?”

Brown shook his head negatively, and nodded toward the controls.

"Smith said to keep it guarded." Hoerwitz decided that debate was usdess, and waited for the leader.
It was not redlly aslong await asit seemed.

Smith was accompanied by Robinson, as the manager had expected, and a so by Jones, who,
Hoerwitz had assumed, must be on guard at the dome. He hadn't stopped to figure out the arithmetic of
three men on watch at once out of atotal strength of four.

Smith wasted no time.

"All right, Mr. Hoerwitz, let's take thiswak. Have you checked your suit?'

"I've had no chance."

"All right, let'sget toit. Tell mewhat you expect to see aswe go up. With your suit radio out you
won't be ableto give a proper guide'stak outside.”

The manager obeyed, repeating what he had told Robinson and Brown afew minutes before. The
recital lasted to the equipment chamber indde the airlock, where the old man fell sllent ashe started to
make the meti cul ous checkout which was routine for people who have survived much experiencein



gpacesuits. He was especidly careful of the nuclear-powered air-recycling equipment and the reserve
tanks which made up for its unavoidable dight inefficiency. He was hoping to de-pend on them for quitea
while

Satisfied, he looked up and spoke once more.

"I mentioned only the North Pole walk," he said, ""because | assume you'd disapprove of something
else| often do. At the place where Earth is overhead at peri-gee, right opposite the radiators, | have a
six-foot optica flat with acentral hole. Y ou probably know the old distress-mirror trick. | have friends at
severd places on Earth, and sometimes at perigee | stand there and flash sunlight at them. The beam from
the mirror isonly about twelve or fifteen mileswide at athousand miles, and if | amit right it looks
brighter than VVenus from the other end—they can spot in full daylight without much trouble. Naturaly the
mirror hasto bein sunlight itself, and as| remember it won't be thistime, but | thought 1'd better mention
it in ease you came across the mirror as we wandered around and got the ideathat | was up to
something.”

"That was very wise of you, Mr. Hoerwitz. Actudly, | doubt thet there will be any random
wandering. Mr. Joneswill remain very closeto you at dl times, and unless you yourself approach the
mirror heisunlikely to. | trust you will have a pleasant walk and am sure that thereisno point in
reminding you of theimposs-hility of finding amean drifting in space.

"One chance in ten thousand isn't exactly impossible, but 1'd rather not depend on it," admitted the
manager. "But aren't you coming?"

"No. Possibly some other time. Enjoy yoursdlf."

Mac wondered briefly whether he had made some mistake. He had told only two lies since bringing
up the subject of thewalk and felt pretty surethat if Smith had detected either of them the fact would now
be obvious.

But he had expected to get out only by interesting Smith himsdlf in thetrip. If Smith didn't want to go,
why was he permitting it a al? Out of kindheartedness?

No. Obvioudy not.

For amoment Hoerwitz wished he hadn't esten that last medl. It threatened to come back on him as
he saw what must be Smith's reason. Then he decided he might aswell enjoy the memory of it while he
could. After that, dmost in a spirit of bravado, he made afina re-mark.

"Jones, | don't pretend to care what happens to you outside, but you might remember one thing.”

"What?' Thefdlow paused with hishemet dmost in place.

"If 1 do anything that you think callsfor shooting me, be sure you are holding on to something tightly
or that your line of fireisupward.”

"Why?"

"Wdll, as Mr. Smith pointed out some time ago, the escape velocity of thisasteroid is about one foot
asec-ond. | don't know too much about guns, but | seem to recall that an ordinary pistol shot will
provide a space-suited man with arecoil velocity of around athird of that. Y ou wouldn't be kicked
entirely into space, but you'd be some time coming down; and just think of the embarrassment if your first
shot had missed me. Don't say | didn't warn you."

He clamped down his own helmet without waiting for an answer from either man. Then hewished
he'd men-tioned something about the danger to a spacesuit from ricochet, but decided that it would be an
antidimax.

Hewould have liked to hear the remarks passed be-tween them, but he had aready discovered that
Robin-son hadn't wasted time cutting out his transmitter but avoiding the receiver. He had smply
depowered the whole unit, and Mac could neither transmit nor receive.

He stepped—using the word |oosaly—in the inner lock door, hit the switch that opened it and
stepped through. Turning to see whether Jones was with him, he was surprised to discover that the latter
gtill had not donned his helmet and was engaged in an animated dis-cussion with Smith.

Hoerwitz sometimes spoke on impulse, but it had been well over fifty years snce he had performed
an important action on that basis, the menta machinery concerned was rather corroded. It might be



possible to get theinner lock door closed and the air pumps Started before either of the two men could
reach theinner switch; if he could do that, it would give him nearly two minutes start—quite long enough
to disappear on theirregular, harshly lit surface of the asteroid. On the other hand, if they stopped the
cycle before the inner door was closed and the inside switch out of circuit, they would presumably shoot
him on the spot.

His spacesuit had the usua provisonsfor seding smal leaks, but it was by no means bulletproof. He
wished he had taken the time to make that remark about ricochet; it would apply well to the meta-walled
chambersthey were dl standing in. Unfortunately the thieves might not think of that in time.

Hoerwitz might, if given another minute or two to mull it over, have taken the chance on that much
data; but before he made up his mind the conversation ended. Jones donned his hdmet, safetied its
clamps and looked toward the airlock. At that same moment al three men suddenly redlized that Smith
and Jones were both out of touch with pushoff points. They were "standing” on the floor, of course, snce
they had been in the room for some time and weighed severa grams each, but that weight would not
supply anything like the traction needed to get them to the switch quickly. An experi-enced spaceman
would have jJumped hard, in any direc-tion, and trusted to the next wall collison to provide steerage; but
it had become perfectly evident in the last couple of days that these men were not experienced spacemen.
Hoerwitz's impulses broke free with an amost audible screech of meta on rust, and he dapped the
cycling control.

Vil

Jones had drawn his gun. He might have fired, but the action of drawing had spoiled his stance.
Hoerwitz thought he had fired, but that the sound failed to get through his suit; the bullet, if any, must have
gone bouncing around the equipment room. The inner door was shut, and the red light indicated pump
cycling be-fore any redly interesting details could be observed.

The pumps took fifty secondsto get the pressure down, and the motors ten more to get the outer
door open. Hoerwitz would have been outside almost on the instant, but hislow-gravity reflexestook
over.

One smply does not move rapidly in aplace where the effort which would lift aman hadf amillimeter
on Earth will give him escape velocity. Thisistrue even when someone can be counted on to be shooting
at you in the next minute or so; a person drifting helplesdy out of touch with pushoff massisaremarkably
easy target. Theideawasto get out of sight, rather than far away.

The asteroid was not exactly porous—no one has found a porous body made of lavayet—~but it was
highly irregular from afew hundred million years of random collisions out beyond Mars. There were
explo-sion pits and crevices from this source, and quite afew holes made by men in the days when the
materia of the body itsalf had been used for conversion mass.

There were plenty of nice, dark cracks and holesto hide in. Hoerwitz maneuvered himsdf into one of
the former five yards from the airlock and vanished:

He didn't bother to look behind him. He neither knew nor cared whether they would follow. All things
considered, they might not even try. However, they would very probably send out at least two men, one
to hunt for thefictitious mirror and the other to guard the spaceship—not that they could guess, the old
man hoped, what he intended to do about the latter.

Both places—sub-Earth and its antipodes—were just where Hoerwitz wanted them to be; they were
the spots where an unwarned space-wa ker would be in the great-est danger.

However, the ship would be arefuge, if it were still there, and Hoerwitz wanted to get there before
any pos-sible guard. He therefore set out at the highest speed he could manage, climbing acrossthe
agteroid.

It was like chimney work in Earthly rock-climbing, smpler in one way because there was no
sgnificant weight. The manager was not redly good at it, but pre-sumably he was better than the others.

Earth was overhead and dightly to the west—about asfar asit ever got that way, seen from near the
air-lock. That meant that time was growing short. When the planet started eastward again the asteroid



was within ahundred degrees or so of perigee—an arc which it would cover in little over three-quarters
of an hour, at thisend of its grossy eccentric orhbit.

Travel grew more complicated, and rather more dan-gerous, as the planet sank behind him. Roche's
limit for abody of thisdensity was at around twelve thousand miles from Earth's center, and thetidal
bulge—invigble, imponderable, amere mathematicd quirk of earth's potentid fieddd—was not only
swinging around but growing stronger. With Earth, now spanning more than thirty degrees of sky, onthe
horizon behind him he was safe, but asit sank he knew he was traveling to meet the bulge, and it was
coming to meet him. He had to get to the ship before the field had been working on that areatoo long.

Thelast thousand feet should have been the hardest, with hisweight turning definitely negative;
physicaly, it turned out to be the easiest, though the reason shocked him. He discovered, by the smple
expedient of running into it, that the thieves had strung a cable between their ship and the airlock.

With itsaid, they would travel much faster than he could. There might be aguard there dready. Mac,
ter-rified amost out of his senses, pulled himsdlf dong the cable with reckless haste until hereached a
point where he could see the base of the ship afew hundred feet away.

No spacesuits were in sight, but the bottom of the globe was in black shadow. There was no way to
be sure—except by waiting. That would eventually make one thing certain. The old man amost hurled
himsdf dong the cable toward the ship, expecting every second to be hislagt, but trying to convince
himsdlf that no one wasthere.

He was lucky. No one was.

The ship was dready off the "ground" by afoot or so; the tide wasrising at this part of the asteroid
and weight had turned negative. Hoerwitz crammed himsdlf into the space between the spherical hull and
the ground and heaved upward for al he was worth.

At aguess, histhrust amounted to somefifty pounds. This gave him something over aminute before
the ves-sal wastoo high for further pushing. In thistime it had acquired a speed of perhapstwo inchesa
second rela-tive to the asteroid; but thiswas il increasing, very dowly, under tidal thrust.

The hull was of course covered with handholds. Hoerwitz seized two of these and rode upward with
the vessdl. It was quite true that a man drifting in Space was an dmost hopeless proposition asfar as
search-and--rescue was concerned; but a ship was a very different matter. If he and it got far enough
away before any of the others arrived, he was safe.

Altitude increased with agonizing downess. Earth's bulk gradudly cameinto view dl around the
planetoid's jagged outline. At firgt, the small body showed amost againgt the center of the greater one;
then, asthe shipinitslarger, dower orbit began to fall behind, the asteroid appeared to drift toward one
sde of the blue-and-white -streaked disk. Hoerwitz watched with interest and appreciation—it wasa
beautiful sight—but didn't neglect the point where the cable came around the rocks.

He was perhaps five hundred feet up when a space-suited figure appeared, pulling itsalf along with
little ap-pearance of haste. It was not yet close enough for the ship's former site to be above the
"horizon." Mac waited with interest to see what the reaction to the dis-covery would be.

It wasimpressive, even under circumstances which prevented good observation. The thief was
surprised enough to lose grip on the cable.

He was probably traveling above escape velocity, or what would have been escape velocity, even if
the tide had been out. Asit was, any speed would have been too great. For amoment, Hoerwitz thought
the fellow was doomed.

Maybe it was Robinson, though; at least, he reacted promptly and sensibly. He drew agun and
began firing away from the asteroid. Each shot produced only atiny velocity changein hisdrifting body,
but those few inches a second were enough. He collided with one of the structures at the base of a
radiator, kicked himself off and downward as he hit it, touched the surface, and clutched franticaly at
some handhold Hoerwitz couldn't see. Then he began looking around and promptly dis-covered the ship.

The manager was quite sure the fellow wouldn't try ajump. He wished, once again, that hisradio
receiver was working—the man might be saying something in-teresting, though he must be out of radio
reach of the others. It would be nice to know whether the thief could see Hoerwitz's clinging figure on the
ship'shull. It was possible, snce the lower side of the sphere wasiillumi-nated by Earthlight, but far from



certain, snce the man'sline of sight extended quite close to the sun. He wasn't shooting. But it was more
than likely that his gun was empty anyway.

It was disgppointing in away, but Hoerwitz was able to make up for himsaf astory of what the
fellow wasthinking, and this was probably more fun than thered facts. Eventually the figure worked its
way back to the cable and started aong it toward the airlock. The old man watched it out of sight. Then
feeling dmost secure, he resumed hisfavorite state of relaxation after fasten-ing himsdlf to a couple of
holds with the sngp-rings on his suit, and relaxed.

There was nothing more to do. The drifting vessal would be spotted in the next hour or o, if it hadn't
been adready, and someone would be dong. In away, it was a disappointing ending.

He spent some of the time wondering what Shake-speare would have done to avoid the anticlimax.
He might have learned, if he had stayed awake, but he dept through the interesting part.

Smith, upon hearing that the ship was drifting away, had made the best possible time to the radiator
gte. Knowing that there was no other hope, he jJumped; and not being alightning calculator able to make
al the necessary alowancesfor theloca quirksin the poten-tid field, he naturally went dightly off course.

He used dl but one of hisbulletsin attempted cor-rections and wound up drifting a avelocity very
well matched with that of the ship, but abouit fifty yards away from it. He could see Hoerwitz plainly.

Up to that time he had had no intention either of harming the old man fataly or blowing up the Sation;
but the redlization that the manager had had apart in theloss of his ship changed his attitude drastically.
When the police ship arrived, hewas il trying to de-cide whether to fire hislast bullet at Hoerwitz, or in
the opposite direction. Hoerwitz himself, of course, was adeep.



