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For ewor d

The genus Honp sapi ens belongs to the famly of Arisia. Human bei ngs, together
with all

their related humanoid races, were the fruit of Arisian seed, and they lived,
along with their

bi zarre cousins and exotic kindred, anong the mllions of planets throughout
the island

uni verse known as our M| ky Wy gal axy.

Wthin our, space and time, the ancient Arisians were the genesis of al
intelligent life.

Where or how they began at the dawn of the Cosnpbs not even their records could
tell for

certain. Their honme was the planet that must have been the very first upon
which life

formed. For eons, as the Arisians progressed beyond the stages of mechanics
and

technol ogy and evolved fromentities of flesh into entities of energy, they
prospered al one

and unt hreatened. Wen their first nmother sun grew old and di ed, they noved
their pl anet

to a bright, new star, until, as the eons rolled on, they had to nove again.
Al that time, in the

vastness of interstellar matter, they were al one.

Then came the tinme of the Coal escence, when the MIky Way and Lundmark's
Nebul a

passed through each other, edge to edge, and billions of new planets were
born. Wth this

mar vel ous expl osi on of new opportunities cane a sinister shadow of the
ultinate terror,

Eddore. This was another planet with another race from another existence. As
good and

Godl i ke as were the Arisians, so evil and Devilish were the Eddori ans.

Thus began the ages-old conflict that led to the formati on of the mghty
Arisian weapon, the

Gal actic Patrol. On the countless new planets flourished galactic nultitudes,
a thousand

mllion years younger than their ancestors. Slowy but relentlessly they
clinbed out of the

prinmordial elements into, Gvilization and toward perfectionism Serving as
Quar di ans,

secretly encouraging them were the nental forces of the Arisians. In
opposi ti on, seeking

absol ute power over all mnds and bodies through crime and corruption, were

t he

Eddori ans, with their infamus chief henchrmen, the Eich, masterminding their
conspi racy

of a diabolic counterculture. Cvilization was tested with the task of

di scovering the rea

enemny, not being told of the existence of the Eddorians, while the Eddori ans,



in turn, were

brai nwashed into ignorance of the existence of the Arisians.

So the Arisians, stressing self-reliance anong the maturing races, let them
fight their own

battl es. However, Mentor, the suprenmely wise entity of the Arisians, gave the
elite officers

of the Patrol a quasi-living instrument of tel epathy, the Lens. The only ot her
hel p offered by

the Guardians was limted to counseling.

Mentor was the unit name of the fusion of the nentalities of four of the
greatest Arisians,

al so known as the Ml ders of Cvilization. Each one was concerned with the
devel oprent

of one of four extrenely different races fromfour w dely separated pl anets:
Tellus (Earth),

Velantia Ill, Rigel 1V, and Palain VIlI. Each planet had eventual ly produced
one exceptiona

Lensman, specially trained by Mentor as a Second Stage Lensman. Nadreck, the
nost

illustrious Z-Lensman, although not the first Pal ai nian Lensman, was the
genui ne geni us

who did reach the L2 or Second Stage.

The Mol der in whose charge the destiny of Palain VIl was placed was call ed

Br ol ent een.

Brol enteen had two tasks to perform sinultaneously. Ofensively, he had to
encour age t he

grom h and effectiveness of a meager nunber of Pal ai ni an Lensnen; defensively,
he had

to block the direct intervention of a top Master of the Innernmost Circle of
the All-H ghest of

Eddore and its vicious Boskoni an conspiracy.

When Virgil Samrs, the first wearer of the Lens, went to Palain VII to seek
recruits from

t he New Thought C ub, Brolenteen was, secretly, already there. Sams's nini mal
success

in that encounter would have seened nore heartening had he known that

Br ol ent een was

subtly helping him Wthin a year, five Pal ainians had visited the nysterious
pl anet of Arisia

and had been given their Lenses. Anong them was Bovreck

Bovreck was the ancestor of Nadreck.

Nadreck, later to becone the only Second Stage Lensnman in the history of
Pal ai n, has

al ways seened a baling and inexplicable creature. Very little has heretofore,
been tol d of

hi s background and personal life, primarily because he is overwhelmngly a
Z-type in the

H storian Smith twelve digit classification system

This historical adventure, out of the files of the Galactic Patrol, is not a
bi ogr aphy of
Nadreck; the Z-Lensman from Palain VII, but the, reporting of these events

does cast a
great deal of light upon who Nadreck really was-and why he was that way.

David A. Kyle Tellus



Pr ol ogue

Eukoni dor, the youthful Watcher from Arisia, had turned back the brazen
attenpt to invade

Arisia by the mighty First and Ei ghth councilors of the Eich. He had changed
the course of

their mamoth torpedo so that, in a sweeping circle, it had returned to slam
directly into

the great cruiser of those forenost Eich | eaders.

The worst was yet to cone.

Far, far away, in the Second Gal axy, was Jarnevon, the home planet of the
Eich, and it was

soon to be the scene of one of the nost titanic space battles in -the history
of Gvilization,

personal ly directed by the Tellurian Lensman Ki nbal | Kinni son. The victory
that was to

cone-an absolutely crucial one for the Galactic Patrol would bring about the
utter

destruction of the Eich planet, crushed between the nutcracker of two gui ded
wor | ds

col I'i di ng.

But, as a Watcher, Eukoni dor had di scovered another plot, one in which the

Ei ch could

have a victory that would be nearly as great for Boskonia as the battle of
Jarnevon woul d

be for Arisian Gvilization. This plot was devel oping in the Pal ai nian system
t he system

| east integrated into the plans of the Galactic Council and the nost

vul nerabl e-as Pal ain

was a Z-type planet to the designs of blackguard Z-type relations in other
parts of the

uni verse. O those schem ng nonstrosities, the worst by far, of course, were
the servile

followers of the Eich high in the councils of Boskoni a.

The pl ot had evol ved out of the defeat of the notorious villain, Gay Roger
who had been

defied by the Triplanetary Patrol, forerunner of the Galactic Patrol. G ay
Roger, a

mani festation of the nmighty CGharl ane of Eddore, had then turned his attention
to ot her

systens and other planets, and Pal ain seened the nost likely victim

Eukoni dor was encouraged to find that two Pal ai ni an Lensnen al r eady
intuitively

suspected the gathering onsl aught against them These two were the nost

out st andi ng

menbers of a cadre of Patrol men and Lensnen, which, though excellent in
quality, was

vexingly small in nunbers. They did not know that it was the supermnind of
Gharl ane t hat

they were preparing to confront, but independently they were investigating and
preparing to

defend their world agai nst anything on any plane. To encourage them Eukoni dor
i nforned

Brol enteen, the Mentorian Guardi an overseeing that area. This resulted in the
conveni ng of

a special Court of Gray Lensnen to pronote the two Palainians into this elite
cor ps of

Unat t ached Lensnmen who wore the distinctive gray |eather harnesses of the Gay
Legi on.

That was how Angzex and Nadreck becane G ay Lensmen. As such, they were free



agents, no longer tied to a regular unit of the Patrol, able to formul ate
their own plans to

protect the Pal ai nian system authorized to draw upon any asset of the Patrol
wi t hout

accountability.

Angzex concerned the personal self, that which could not be properly described
as either

"his" or "her" self, with defensive plans. This self gathered intelligence,
noni tored the First

and Second Gal axy, and stood guard between them for it was fromthe Second,
the site of

the nmother world of the Eich, that the strength of the Boskoni an conspiracy
was drawn.

Angzex enlisted an ancestor, old-Ynkzex, into sentinel duty, making Bovreck's
deep- space

| aboratory the key picket-post.

Nadreck concentrated hinself, in this case "hinself" was a relatively accurate
term on the

of fensi ve side, |ooking for ways to attack the eneny before it could attack
them upsetting

pl ans before they could be executed. This took Nadreck out anong the stars and
into

direct involverment with the far-flung activities of the Patrol. As Angzex was
to ol d- Ynkzex,

so Nadreck was to ol d-Bovreck. Nadreck found that his relationship with

ol d-Bovreck fitted

perfectly into the el aboration of his plans. Bovreck's space | ab becane not
only the

early-warning station for Angzex, it also becane the communi cations base for
Nadr eck' s

ext ensi ve operations. just as the two zex-line fam |y menbers harnoni zed
perfectly in the

intricacies of their thought processes, so did the reek-line famly nenbers.
Nadr eck had

t he deci ded advant age of Bovreck's Lens for increasing his ability for rapid
and precise

i nformational interchanges across the light-years.

It was inevitable, therefore, that the existence of the Pal ainian Research
Laboratory Five

shoul d have precipitated what happened.

Not since the days of the Triplanetary League, with its Triplanetary Patrol

t he predecessor

of the Galactic Patrol, had Civilization's once audacious and dreadful foe
attenpted to fight

back fromhis huniliating defeat. That once mighty entity, who singlehandedly
had brought

Tellus close to unsal vageabl e ruin, was Gharl ane.

Ghar | ane, Master Nunmber Two of the Innernmost Circle of the Al-H ghest of the
Eddori ans,

had never ceased planning for the day when he woul d agai n personally chall enge
t he

Patrol. Finally, he had decided to initiate his personal battle against
Cvilization by

choosing Palain VIl as his target.



1 Space Pirates Attack

The attack of the space pirates on the intergal actic space station was sudden
and

unopposed. Brol enteen, his attention fixed tenaciously on his own pl ans,
arrived too late to

stop it. He was not perturbed, however. Hi s prodigi ous power as Arisian
Quar di an of

Pal ain was reserved for the true peril, which cane not fromthe guns of the
Boskoni an

outlaws but fromthe nmenace that traveled with them

Brol enteen was hinmself nost particularly involved in the Iives of the two
Pal ai ni ans who

were in danger of being killed. Bovreck had been one of the first of the
strange frigid

bei ngs to have received the Lens of Arisia fromBrolenteen's superentity,
Mentor. As for

Bovreck' s coresearcher, Ymkzex-although not measuring up to being a Lensman
had

nevert hel ess joined the Galactic Patrol as a technician assigned permanently
to Bovreck .

Their deaths were not the worst of what could happen to them they could be
made into

traitors, instruments to destroy the Galactic Patrol and thereby all Cvilized
progress in that

sector of the gal axy.

The seriousness of the situation could be judged by the fact that Mentor

al | owned

Brolenteen to be here and not in the other gal axy where Armageddon, it
appear ed, was

about to happen at the place called Jarnevon

Here, alnost within the First Galaxy, a different, though nonethel ess

noment ous, conflict

was about to happen, unnoticed by all but a handful of participants. A small
Pal ai ni an

space station, manned by ol d-Bovreck and ol d- Ynkzex, was to be the focal point
for an

equal ly inportant defeat of an insidious plan of the ultimte eneny, the

I nnernost Gircle of

Eddor e

The pirate spaceship, notionless, now hung in deep space with all its

i nstrunments targeted

ahead on an invisible speck. Although no light illum nated the distant object,
it registered

as a faint dot on the vitascope; it was a small, inhabited space station. -On
the front

screen, the life formradiation pul sed agai nst the el ectromagnetic net of

di stant stars

sprinkl ed across the, jet-velvet blanket of the universe. On the rear screen
atrillion mles

behind the rear of the fifteen -hundred-ton, cylindrical black raider, was
spread the glorious

edge of the M| ky Way-gal axy, a hundred thousand |ight-years fromend to end.
Ahead, on

the forward screen, a glow ng snmear above the calibrated bull's-eye, mllions
of light-years

beyond the space station, was the barely discernible disc of the Second

Gal axy,

Landmar k' s Nebul a.

The pirate captain, a half-caste with slick dark hair and bl ui sh skin,



nervously cast his eyes

back and forth fromhis instruments to his charts. His arns were stiff, hands
spread wi de,

pressing back his curious mates who kept crowdi ng against himon either side.
"Hunmpf!" he said aloud. "Damm if you're not right, Val-d or. It's the
Pal ai ni an Research

Laboratory Five. The chart coordinates are wong, like you said. No doubt

del i berate. "

"No doubt," said Val-d or, the navigator. "No doubt, Captain Balltis. It's
their wealth they're

afraid for." "Hunmpf. You're damed good as a navigator, Val-d or. | admt it.
We're lucky to

have you. Finding you when Joey got hinmself killed was the only good thing
that's

happened to us in the last three nonths. You got us out of the gal axy right
past the Patrol.

And then to find this place is practically a mracle. Now we hope you're right
about the

treasure."”

I'mright. My source is infallible. There will be practically no resistance.
And no

Pat rol nen. "

"No defenses, no Patrol," said the second-in-conmand, undi sgui sed suspicion in
hi s

voi ce. "How do you know t hat ?"

"Stands to reason. A small Palainian |ab," Val-d or said. "Strictly oddball,

el derly

Pal ai nians, in a toxic atnmobsphere. Two or three of them at nost. You afraid?"
"I"mcautious, smart guy. We all are. That's how we keep alive. There are such
t hi ngs as

Pal ai ni an Patrol men."’
And very

unlikely out here. You got no worries.”

Captain Balltis was keenly glancing fromone to the other, in his fidgety way,
out of the

corners of his puffy black eyes. When the exchange of remarks was over, he
exam ned t he

faces of the rest of his crew crowded into the tiny pilothouse. He intimately
knew ei ght of

the nine of them all tough, experienced rogues. He saw that he would have to
nmake the

decision. They were all on edge, ready to crack fromfrustration, desperate
for some action

and some profit, and concerned about being in uncharted deep-space; where they
had

been driven by a Patrol ship that their clever navigator, a stranger, had
managed to outwit.

"Pal ai ni an Patrol nen? Not many of them around. Very few.

"I say we attack," Captain Balltis said. "W'll make it quick. Quick success
or quick retreat.
Pal ai ni ans are cowards, but we'll take no chances."

"Pal ai ni ans are al so known to be poor,'
scarred flesh

permanently drawn back fromhis big, yellowteeth. "Talk of treasure stil
seens foolish to

me. But | don't really care. I've never seen a Palainian, let alone killed
one. That chance

makes it interesting."

"You can't really see Pal ainians;'
vi sion. They're al ways

novi ng, so even pictures are worthless. They can't be depicted. |'ve seen a

one spaceburned pirate said, pink

the captain said. "They distort your



few and even |
can't describe them"

"Well, | can describe them" one of the crew said. "They're repul sive,
poi sonous nonsters.
Unl ess there's noney to steal, or we can sell their bones or skin, | say let's

forget 'em and

find a safe port and bust |oose fromthis tin can.”

"Well, that's the point," the captain said, scratching his whiskers and
obvi ousl y beconi ng

inpatient. "I don't believe they're poor. |I think Val-d or's right. The way
they' re forever

furtively poking around the weirdest corners of the gal axy, always |oners,
acting like msers,

my guess is they got unlimted funds. 11l bet they have hoards of val uable
things waiting for

some enterprising freebooters like us to lift '"em Val-d or got us here. | say
we attack. How

say you?"

There were two mld dissents, but after the briefest of argunents, there was
an unani nous

agreement. Captain Balltis wasted no tine. He accelerated toward the station
bar ki ng

orders. The crew scranbled into frantic action, five of themsuiting up in
arnor and ar m ng

t hensel ves as a boarding party, although seven wanted to go and only two or
three shoul d

have been goi ng.

"G me a reading," the captain said. "Wat're we up agai nst?"

"Not hi ng. Absolutely. No defense screen. No weapons. A | ead-pipe cinch.”
Wth the speed and skill devel oped over their years as an outlaw team the
pirates, their

ship firmy pressed agai nst the docking port of the station, assaulted the
space station.

Three of the five penetrated the station's inner hull in a shower of sparks
and swirling

snoke, while the other two covered them Browni sh-green gas, the station's
deadl y

at nosphere, boiled out under pressure and crystallized in space.

The trio in the vanguard died first, inexplicably. At one nmonent they were
chargi ng forward

irresistible; in the next noment, for no apparent reason, they were spraw ed
out in the

passageway, dead. They had made no .outcry, showed no reaction

Then the other two, weapons weightlessly spinning free, collapsed in silence,
equal l'y

unmarred and equal |y dead.

In the pil othouse there was panic anbng the remaining pirates. The captain
attenpted to

di sengage and flee, even with plates extended, the side of his ship open. H's
hands froze

over the control buttons, quivering, and his face rippled under his whiskers
as though from

a continuous series of electric shocks. He fell forward on the console. Then
t he

second-i n-conmmand and the hel msman col | apsed, falling upon the back of the
dead

capt ai n.
Only Val-d' or, with a queer, inconprehensible expression around his wi de,
brilliant eyes,

remai ned alive, his body fixed in a grotesque pose against the room s nmain



st anchi on.

Brol enteen, although en route and still |ight-years away, knew instantaneously
what had

happened. He was not surprised, for he long ago had visualized the event. Wen
he

reached the station within hours after the deadly attack, he found exactly
what the newy

arrived Lensman Arnstrong had found earlier

Tellurian Lensman Dick Arnstrong was thoroughly puzzled. The station was
without life.

There was no Bovreck, no Ynkzex, nor any trace of them He stood in the
passageway of

wi ndowl ess, unlighted Laboratory Five, staring down at the three hunman bodi es
di scl osed

by his headl anp, talking to hinself.

"Three bodies in the pilothouse, two nore inside the open air |ock. Eight
corpses with no

signs of wounds, but certainly death by sonme kind of violence.
He set the tinme of death at fromninety to a hundred m nutes before he' had
sped to the

scene under full emergency power. He had been in a globular cluster, picking
up supplies

at the outpost GP base, when the urgent Lensed nessage had arrived from
Resear ch

Laboratory Five.

The nessage had been directed to "Ang, Dingwall outpost" and stated: "Boskone
i mm nent. Category 23x 4y bl ackpatch. B plus Y." For some inexplicable reason
Armstrong was the sole recipient of the Lensed signal. Wen he attenpted to
acknow edge it, however; he nade no contact. Instead, a third mnd inpressed
itself upon

his own with an explanation: “Armstrong, you are to act in the absence of Ang.
Laborat ory

Five is shortly to suffer a pirate attack, categorized as a ninor nmenace but
possibly a

forerunner of a different disaster, as judged by both Bovreck and Ynkzex.
Leave Di ngwal

at once, go to their aid. Keep a tight thought-screen, no Lens.

Armstrong, his ship already fuel ed and packed with the priority freight, left
Di ngwal | out post

in less than eight GP minutes. He had travel ed thousands of |ightyears already
wi t hout

i ncident; he was close to his destination; as an arnchair Lensman he had
expect ed

anyt hing to happen out there on the frontier. So, although he was extrenely
excited, he

wasn't as bothered as he shoul d have been about the unorthodox and ill ogica

si tuation.

That was, as he was to | earn, why he had been chosen to be invol ved.

Hs trip across the light-years to the station in less than two hours had been
as swift as

possi bl e. He had, however, been too late. He wi shed he could have Lensed
Bovreck on

his way, but he had obeyed his commandi ng instructions. |Instead, he revi ewed
hi s

assi gnment, somrething that had come about overnight, conpletely w thout
war ni ng. He

was to go to Pal ai nian Research Laboratory Five. Sealed orders would await him
there.

That was it, plain and sinple. He had the right, because of his age and
disability, to decline



to go, but, naturally, he didn't. Hs swift courier-freighter, enpty until his
stop at D ngwal |

was sufficiently automated to have nade the trip without him He was no nere
truck driver.

Why had he been chosen to cone all the way from Tellus? Wiy was a

raci al - psychol ogi st

needed? Why hin?? He had never met a Palainian in all his thirty-nine years of
duty in the

Gal actic Patrol, despite his specialization. He had never left the Sol ar
Systemin all that

time. The reason for his insular service had been explained as his being "too
brilliant” to

be taken away from Prime Base, the gigantic Patrol base on Tell us,
headquarters for the

Grand Fl eet. Unspoken was the fact that he was "too di sabl ed"-somnet hing nore
technically

true than actually true. H's shorter, stiff left armwas uninportant; it was
the m ssing

twentyfive percent of his brain, a fluid-filled section covered by a plastic
skul | -plate, that put

himon limted duty. The zwilnik bullet that had done that to him however,
had turned him

into a sentient encyclopedia of "racial sensibilities" and a GP "resource" to
be given

special treatnment. Anyhow, the few Pal ai nians that he had al nbst seen had

al ways been

encased in heavily refrigerated atnosuits, and even these glinpses had
occurred a nere

hal f -dozen times. Usually each Palainian "visit" to Prine Base was made in
synchr onous

orbit overhead in a personal speedster, obviously only a person of great

i mportance to

rate such a vehicle.

Dick Arnmstrong, he told hinmself, was the nobst unlikely Lensman to have been
sent on this

nost bewi | dering mi ssion. He had asked for. an explanation on Tellus and again
at

Di ngwal I, but he had received none. As for his retirenment, he was assured that
"a few

weeks tenporaryduty” woul d nake no difference.

Armstrong was a slimand handsonme man, with strands of white in his thick

bl ack hair,

whi ch he conbed over his plate, a true Tellurian with the blood of all the
hurman races of

Earth flowing in his aging veins. He had risen, in his two working lifetines,
to high

adm ni strative responsibility within the elite GP officer corps. He had had
opportunities to

be sent off Tellus; one offer had been . excellent, but he had refused, and
hi s deci sion had

been exactly right, for he had then been given the disciplined life of a
speci al GP

assignment at Prinme Base. He had becone "racial psychol ogy anal yst," an

i mportant but

sedentary task far renoved fromthe popul ar idea of an adventurous Lensnan,
and he

t horoughly enjoyed this reginented life. He had planned to end the second of
hi s wor ki ng

lifetimes shortly by taking his third full Life-Restoration and retiring into
sone research



center.

How could it be that he was here, on the border of nowhere, between two

gal axi es, on a

deserted alien space station, standing am d the corpses of pirates, and faced
with a weird

riddle?

At the heart of the puzzle was the di sappearance of Bovreck and Ynkzex. They
had

presunmably both been on the station |less than two hours ago, at the time of
the attack. Now

there was no physical trace of them of that Arnmstrong was certain, having
searched al |

nmoni tors and records. The only clue was the recordi ng, on nonel ectronic,

t el epat hi c

br oadwave, filed on the nessage board. He had played it three tines to be
certain he had

registered it properly.

"This is Bovreck. If | die and Ynkzex lives, neutralize Ynkzex as
untrustworthy. Do not

destroy this order, Ynmkzex, if you hear it; instead, destroy yourself. If,
however, Ynkzex

dies and | live, | rmust be purged. | order nyself not to destroy this nessage,
but to act on it.

In any case, Angzex must be informed of all this, and he is to determ ne who
el se nmust be

i nforned. "

To Arnmstrong the nessage was perfectly clear, although the reasoning behind it
was not.

Who was Angzex?

Could it be that Bovreck and Ynkzex were already dead, perhaps even as a
consequence

of this order by Bovreck?

Armstrong coul d have used at that nmoment a Pal ai ni an sense of perception, that
nment al

ability to perceive the innernpst structure of physical objects, that
incredibly effective

substitute for sight. He did have, though never adequately tested, the use of
an extrenely

sensitive rapport with all lifeforms, but this talent now was producing
not hi ng but chaotic

feelings within him Any hope of understandi ng was dependent upon his ability
as a

Lensman. It was tine to use his Lens.

He raised his left wist and stared at the thing strapped there. On the

pal I adi umiridi um

bracel et was a convex disc, like silver-pink nacre or a tinted piece of sunset
cl oud,

suggesting fires burning deep within it. Under the waves of thought in which
he was now

bathing it, the disc, his own unique Lens of Arisia, swirled to life. A

t housand t housand tiny

gens seenmed to travel across its surface in straight Iines. and curves,

pal pitating to the

rhythmof his own life forces. The beauty of its speckled mass of

pol ychromatic col ors was

awesone: Hi s thoughts were being gathered by its crystalline structure,
anmplified, and

di ssem nated at infinite speed.

"Bovreck. Ynkzex. \Were are you?"

At first, he swept the ether with his nind, probing for a sense of life, then



he drew. back to

push out neticulously yard by yard and mile after mle. Back he came and out
agai n. At

every nmoment his nental search was being steadily subjected to a bl anketing or
a

constriction, like nothing he had ever experienced. He did not know if such a
screen was

ordinary, but fromits firmand unyielding quality he suspected it was not.
He had no doubt that the resistance was the product of life forces; the screen
was alive; he

sensed it was being generated by an extraordi nary superpower. At the' sane
tinme, he felt

somet hing el se, a cyclonic hole of enptiness into which his nental probing
sank and was

anni hi | at ed.

He attenpted to reach out, back to the gal axy, beyond D ngwall, for contact
wi t h anot her

wearer of the Lens. It was, however, as if he were in a prison, surrounded by
novabl e yet

i npenetrabl e, invisible walls.

"Bovreck. Ynkzex. Bovreck. Ynkzex."

He sensed the nmind screen nore strongly now. There was a |lifeform

over poweri ngly

strong, nauseatingly evil, undeni ably Boskonian. He had never net the worst of
the villains,

an Eich, and only once had he felt its devilish mnd, but intuitively he knew
that this mnd

was far, far worse.

Armstrong tried to connect and unify every cellular particle of his centra
nervous system

t hrough the instrument of his Lens to discover the source of the m nd screen
t hr ough t hat

whirling hole. Instead, he felt the presence of a different life form It was
conmi ng through the

mael strom

It was then that he began to see his first Palainian. The figure materialized
as a barely

perceptible lumnosity out in the void, a mle or nore away. It was rushing
rapidly at him

emtting a mental humm ng that grew | ouder as the formincreased in size. It
was on a line

bet ween the bows of his freighter and the silent pirate ship. At first he
believed it to be a

projection, but it wasn't. It was solid. It was real

Froma faint waith, it solidified into pieces of a creature, fifty feet away
fromthe open port

in which Arnmstrong stood. The Lensman, never before having drawn a gun for

sel f-def ense, but nonethel ess perfectly trained, unhol stered his hand weapon
and leveled it

at the floating junble of organic parts. That the precaution mght be futile
di d not

di scourage him The slender fingers on his thinner and | onger right armwere
firmy

wr apped around the gun butt; his hand was steady, and with a flick of his

t hunb, he

rel eased the safety catch

Armstrong had seen nmany aliens and nonhumanoids in his half century at Prine
Base, but

all entities, although nmany had been very strange, had either mingled freely
as equal s or



noved restrictedly encased in functional |ife-support dress. He had seen

hol ogr aphi c

nmotion pictures of many exotic lifeforms. He had only heard about Pal ai ni ans.
For himto

encounter one personally, however, was a uni que and ghastly occasion

At first the Pal ainian appeared as a sort of gelatinous nmass squirming into a
spi dery

forma dozen spiky linbs ningled together with many shapes and sizes of ugly,
glistening

sacks of plasmic flesh. It quivered all over. Then the appendages fused
together into a wet,

hairy covering like a sea anenone, bands of tentacles thrusting froma

bl oat ed, pul sating

body. The underside tw sted upward, turning inside out, and with a rim of

i nnumer abl y

faceted genms as eyes, or teeth, ringing a nmenbrane-grilled nmouth or gill, the
creature

stared back at him

As he | ooked through the view plate of his space hel met, which seenmed to have
becone

as distorting as two feet of flowi ng water, he was no |l ess startl ed because he
expect ed

something like this froma Pal ai ni an: a metanorphosis, the thing changing into
a

rai nbowhued, scaly worm whose , eyes crawl ed |like bugs across its iridescent
skin. The

wormitself reshaped into a burst of cold fire, tiny blue and green tongues of
flame outlining

a new ovoid form The flanmes solidified into feathers, and appendages grew
into w ngs

and fins. In turn they were forned into arns, claws turning into

mul ti-fingered hands. The

creature now was al nost humanoid, with two, three, or four arns, the
asymretrically

fingered hands nore consistently attached to wists instead of sprouting from
el bows or

shoul ders. In amongst -the linbs and tentacles there flared, fromnonent to
nonment, the

face of a Lens.

Armstrong held a vision as nearly humanoid as his concentration could retain.
To him now,

this was the appearance of the Palainian with m niml, though constant,

vari ations.

"I am Bovreck," the thing projected, delicately and calmy, into the
Tellurian's brain. "You

-are Lensman Richard Arnstrong. Were i s Angzex?"

"Hel | o, Col onel Bovreck," Arnstrong said, so off balance he sounded i nane. He
automatically clicked the safety catch to neutral, where two squeezes woul d be
needed for

firing. "I"'mreporting for duty. I don't know who Angzex is."

"Angzex was scheduled to come with you. You are worthless at this nonment to
ne, worse

than worthless. It is ny blane to have requested a weak, but intelligent

Tel I uri an-an

earthman, that is, not a colonist for ny experinent. Ynkzex's offspring on
Pal ai n, Angzex,

tried to have your orders canceled. Failing that in tine-a sickening fault of
cP

bur eaucracy-he said he would come with you. You |l ook |ike what | ordered, but
Angzex has



vi sual i zed such trouble that ny work has been suspended. It is a shame, for
am near the

end of ny life. You nust be nearly at that point, too, for you nust be as old
as | am

conpar atively speaking, of course. Tellurians, | amtold, become senile with
age, unlike
Pal ai nians. | trust that you are not. Don't gray strands in your hair nean you

are worn out?"

"I shoul d hope not,'
hol di ng t hrough

the function of his interpretive Lens was shifting far less wildly; the
Pal ai ni an was now an

imtation of a badly assenbl ed human fi gure conposed of m sshapen parts,

soneti nmes

with winkled skin and sonetimes of raw flesh. The two eyes were bl ack

bottom ess hol es

appearing and di sappearing by expansion and contraction

"Your Lens reveals that 'you are disgusted by nmy appearance. No matter, you
recogni ze

that my body is an illusion because of my multidi nensi onal aspect. Your Lens
al so reveal s

that you cannot trust ne to react |like a true Lensman because of ny despicabl e
Pal ai ni an

behavi oral patterns. Your doubt is stupid, of course. You rmust know of the
infallibility in the

Armstrong said. The i mage of Col onel Bovreck he was

bestowal of. a Lens. You cannot fear ne-1 will do what is expected of one who
wears a

Lens. "

"Sir. ." Armstrong began. He was chastened and enbarrassed. He hadn't realized
hi s

prejudi ces had shown through. It was comobn know edge that Pal ai ni ans t ended
to be

somewhat ignoble and weak in human ethics and noral fiber-relative to the

st andards of

Tellurians, that is, Armstrong quickly thought, concerned that he m ght be
read as inpolite.

"Correct," Bovreck said imediately. "W are different. Pal ai nians are al ways
practi cal

and realistic. You humans are often inpractical and too idealistic. R ght now
I need a clear

t hi nki ng, ruthless assistant. Perhaps you will do, if Angzex has been selfish
enough to stay

away and avoid the present danger as any intelligent entity shoul d. Perhaps

t he naivete of

your life, your unwordliness, your instinctive revulsion for Z-type aliens
will substitute for

rut hl essness, should I ask you to kill me or Ymkzex when and if we confront
each other. If a

m spl aced consci ence doesn't get in your way, | expect you to be brave.
Expedi ency

makes cowards of all Pal ainians."”

"A cowardly Lensman?" Armnstrong had heard about this, but never believed it.
"A Palainian Patrolman is a contradiction in ternms, seem ngly, a paradox. |
'note that you

have never nmet a Pal ainian before this nonent. Not one of us at Prine Base,
with so

many opportunities--not even on Dingwall, where Ynkzex's grandson Angzex, our
security-watcher, is. How insular sone Tellurians are. But then you are a
Lensman for

personal gain, like nme."



"Personal gain!" Arnmstrong objected. "Nothing of the kind." He was injured

enough to
show sonme anger. "You are insulting."
"Insulting? I amtruthful. Probably the truth insults you. I ama Lensman

because it brings nme
personal satisfaction. Every Pal ai nian demands that. You' are a Lensman for
the sane

reason, are you not? W are both old nen; | never had any illusions-you should
have

outgrown yours. Did you not become a Lensman for personal gain?"

"Well," Arnmstrong said, "I cannot argue with you. By personal gain, we nean

di fferent

things. | say | reject material gain, meaning wealth."

"Then you nust realize we are the sane. Wth our-how should |I say it? within
our soul s.

know of no Pal ainian who is interested in wealth. W are interested in

know edge. "

"l apol ogi ze, sir,
i mredi at e

and terrible danger? | have felt a mal evol ent presence
"Danger, yes. WAsting time, no. An apology, a quaint and irrational custom is
not needed

by me, for I do not take of fense. However, you do need such an expression, and
| beg your

pardon for taking up your valuable and limted time, when ny owmn tine is
virtually unlimted.

Do you wi sh for danger to come nore quickly? It is alnost upon us. There is no
need to

hurry it."

Brol enteen saw t he danger comi ng, too, even nore clearly than Bovreck. Bovreck
was

destined to die.

As for the villainous Tellurian half-breed pirate, Vald' or, who floated
undetected in the

cool i ng pool containing the stations nucl ear reactor, he also would die.

Br ol ent een

wondered briefly if ingenuous Arnmstrong would be able to survive his

i nevi tabl e gunfi ght

with his half of the eneny. The destiny of the multiracial human was not yet
defi ned.

Ynkzex was as good as dead.

Angzex, great-offspring of Ymkzex was, of course; already dead.

There remai ned the crux of this situation. The deadly duel was about to be
fought. The

sal vation of a quarter of the gal axy was at stake.

Brol enteen, representing Mentor hinself, could not stop the Master Eddorian
who had

cone for the showdown.

It was now all up to Brol enteen's chanpi on, the gunfighter whose bullet was
fourth

di mensi onal

The gunfighter was Bovreck's great-offspring: Nadreck, Lensman from Pal ai n
V.

Arnmstrong said. "Aren't we wasting time? Aren't we in sone



2 Nadreck Accepts an O fer

When the hull of the space station had been breeched and the pirates had burst
in, waving

their guns and ready to kill; Bovreck and Ynkzex had been nonchal ant. They
were old

scientists, never warriors, alone and wi thout any neans of defense, but they
had a pl an.

The odds agai nst their ever being discovered, |let alone attacked, were
astronomi cal

However, typically cautious and apprehensive in their Pal ai nian ways, they
were primed for

any emergency.

Pal ai ni ans coul d be killed, although with great difficulty. The fluid,

anor phous parts of them

constantly in flux in the third di nension were as vul nerabl e as any nor nal
organi c materi al

Projectil e guns, space-axes, and knives were generally ineffective against

t hem Energy

weapons-that is, nost beanms and rays-and nental thunderbolts were their
concern. Their

natural environment was very protective under extraordinary conditions,

envel oped as they

were by poisonous air in an extrenely frigid climate. Qher races, far from
t he category of

Z, were fortunate that Pal ai ni ans were not warlike but were instead proudly
hunbl e and

aggressively passive and arrogantly introverted, qualities human bei ngs had
great difficulty

under st andi ng and dealing wth.

Bovreck and Ynkzex, therefore, treated the attack of the pirates with
contenpt: Their plan

of defense was to quickly retreat into individual square vaults of shiel ded
dureum al nost

i mpervi ous to conmon thieves, and patiently to wait, nonths if necessary,
until the danger

was over. Should that tactic be unsatisfactory, perhaps with the prospect of
bei ng

permanently entrapped, they could flee directly into space w thout spacesuits,
a theoretica

possibility yet to be tested. Existing in space with only their netabolic
extensi on in anot her

di mrension to sustain themwas one of their new experi nenental devel opnents. A
dozen

years of study had gone into this activity of dexitroboping-such a | ength of
tinme to them was

insignificant, irrelevant, and unnmeasured. The idea that this experinmenting
m ght be based

on cowardi ce was a meani ngl ess concept to them

When the pirates broke into ,their station with an ease no ordinary pirates
shoul d have

di spl ayed, they had been prepared to go into hiding in their strong boxes. But
what

happened sent them instead, hurrying directly into space.

They had i medi ately sensed the presence of a high-1evel Boskonian force

pl anning to

capture, not their bodies, but their mnds: The dynam kos struck all the life
forces in and

around the station, killing all the humanoi ds by burning out their brains.
Bovreck had been



too quick to be harned, slipping his mnd into the other dinension for as |ong
as he could

hold it there. Ynkzex, zoom ng away from'the station, had been pursued by the
evil spirit,

probably because of his greater vulnerability, not being a Lensman as Bovreck
was.

Bovreck worried that Ynmkzex m ght be caught and thus cause the great harm
about which

Angzex had vaguely forewarned. Bovreck, therefore, recognizing the danger not
as "23x

4y pirates,” as sent to Angzex-who did not acknow edge it-but as "Ix ly

Ei ch-plus,” went in

pursuit of Ynkzex. Before going, he left the nessage on the board for any
Pat r ol man or

good citizen. |If Ynkzex were caught and renained alive, he would have to be
rescued and

rehabilitated, or killed.

Killing was the nore secure way. And that certainly applied to Bovreck as
wel I .

Bovreck went on his search, blinded by incoherent nmental images janmm ng his
Lens- enhanced tel epathic powers and unable to reach any other Lens. H s
sust ai ni ng hope

was that Angzex, young and vital and talented and as far above an ordinary
Lensman as an

ordi nary Lensman was above an ordi nary Pal ai ni an, would soon arrive at the

| abor atory

and come to his assistance and join in rescuing Ynkzex.

At last a Lensing mind touched him just strong enough to reach himand not
beyond. To

hi s di sappointnment, it was not Angzex. It was that Tellurian Lensman,
Armstrong, who was

coming in fromdistant Tellus on the specific suggestion of Angzex for
research on

| ungl ess, nonbreathi ng, deep-space intelligent races. An A-Lensman coul d be
nor e

harnful than hel pful in the current situation, why hadn't his orders been
cancel ed? Did

Angzex actually want a human at the |ab for another reason? Bovreck considered
this new

i dea and decided it was the truth. Angzex wanted an A-Lensman for sone

unr eveal ed

reason; it had to do with the ripening nmenace that tellurian? now
sensed---coul d the eneny

be a renegade Tellurian? The Boskoni an | eaders were al ways described as devils
in

nmonstrous shapes, enotionally unbal anced, lustful, and greedy--did that not
descri be the

fiery bl ooded, tox-oxygenated, ugly beasts that were human?

Bovreck sped back to the station, on his guard.

A quick glinpse into Armstrong's nmind, done within the bounds of Lensman
probity,

cal ned his fears. The Tellurian was an acadeni c innocent, stuffed with

know edge but

bereft of experience with violence. Wth part of his Palainian mnd, Bovreck
began poki ng

away at the earthman, |earning about him [ ooking for something that m ght
hel p, seeking

some clue to youngAngzex's intentions. Wth the other part of his mnd, he
stood guard,

waiting for ol d-Ynkzex and waiting for some further nmove by the Boskoni an



pr esence.

Armstrong did not know that it was he who was being interviewed and examn ned.
To him it

seened that. it was the Pal ai nian who provided all the self-revealing talk.
The expert racia

psychol ogi st woul d have been very di sconcerted and sel f-conscious if he had
known t he

truth.

"Danger is alnmpst upon us-do you wish it to come nmore quickly,” Col one
Bovreck had

sai d. How could such an appalling being remain so cal mw th danger close by?
What had

he meant by "unlimted time" when tinme was obviously running out?

Armstrong recogni zed the paradoxi cal conplexity of Bovreck's thinking. Tine,
t hough

relative, was still being wasted by this creature who tal ked endl essly. "No,
sir," Armstrong

said flatly, "I don't want danger to cone nore quickly."

"I'n your term nol ogy," Bovreck said, " | amnot a 'sir.' You are a nmale, | can

call you “sir,"' but

I amnot |ike you

"Sorry," Arnmstrong said, taken aback. "Ma' amor niss?"
"Neither, really. For an expert, you are an ignoranus.
and

unaccustonedl y resentful. This inhuman nonster's character was a frustrating
m xture of

order and chaos. The blunt truthful ness but propensity for indirection was
quite irritating to

experience. Armstrong was a proficient psychologist who, in this real-life
situation, was

maki ng ridi cul ous bl unders. The expl anati on was i nescapable: this Palainian
or, for that

matter, any Pal ai ni an, had a physical senbl ance and bizarre personality such
as to

di sori ent any humanoi d, even one who was supposed to repress allsubjec-tive
reactions.

"I will call you Colonel, unless you prefer Professor."” "Call me Bovreck."
"Yes, Bovreck."

" 1 do note that you have a problem You are wondering howto refer to ne. Do
you say, ~He

is certainly far nore clever than I1?' O do you say, "She is certainly nore
intelligent than I ?

O perhaps you should use "it?

Armstrong felt foolish

| ama Palainian "two,' the defensive or protective sex, like a "nother.' Use
the female term
for me, if you nmust. Ynkzex, in contrast is a “three,' like the offensive or

aggressive sex, a

“father,' as is Nadreck, ny offspring once renoved. Angzex, the absent one,
who so wisely

chooses not to aid ne, toignore me, is a one,' like a prenuptial catalyst as
opposed to a

post nupti al catal yst such as “four.' Emmfozing-breeding, that is-is a
conpl i cated process."

"This Angzex, is he a Patrol man?" "Angzex is a Lensman."

“A Lensman?" Arnmstrong said, scandalized. "And he refuses to hel p you?"

"The prime tenet of a Palainian is to ignore and be ignored. Altruismis
usual Iy not

wort hwhi |l e. What Angzex has done, or will do, will neverthel ess be right,
proper, and

consistent with being a Lensman--and a Palainian. | am hunbly sorry that our



ways coul d

cost you your life. My life is uninportant. | apol ogi ze for endangering yours.
Armstrong stared at the figure of Bovreck, accepting without agitation the
shifting of the

pi eces in and out of focus. Bovreck apol ogi zes? Bovreck's life is uninportant?
These were

absurd inconsistencies. Could any Pal ai nian be truly understood? Could any
Pal ai ni an

ever be loved, even if only by one individual froma single race anong the
tens of

t housands of humanoid races? It seemed unlikely. No wonder few humanoi ds knew
or

associ ated with Pal ai ni ans. No wonder he, Arnstrong, had never done so.

(No wonder, too, that in the near future a Pal ai nian by the name of Nadreck
woul d becone

one of the four greatest Lensman of the Civilized universe and yet remain for
many, many

years unknown and nysterious to Kinmball Kinnison, the greatest of the great.)
" Col onel - |

nmean, Bovreck-1 amhere to help you. | ask again: Aren't we wasting tine?"

"Ti me? W have exchanged these thoughts, since we net, in a mcrosecond. You
have

been drawn in, as it were, under the influence of ny netabolic extension into
t he

hyperdi nension. Tine is subjective when one awaits, as we are awaiting.
observe. Wen

you first spoke to ne, you |atched your gun. Listen--"

Wthin his space suit, transmtted by vibrations through the fabric, Arnstrong
heard a

sharp, | ow pitched note. Wat was that? The recognition formed in his mnd
Bovreck was

giving himthe power to understand-to understand that this continuous sound
was the click

of his safety catch! The past and the future renmained | ocked in the present!
Ti ne was

standing still! O seened to be, so fast were they thinking, passing thoughts
bet ween

t hemsel ves! | ncredi bl e!

Armstrong now knew t he extraordi nary power of a Palainian mnd. What nust a
truly great

Pal ai ni an Lensman be capable of ? Coul d a yout hful Angzex possibly be greater
than an

el derly Bovreck?

"You wi sh to know what we are awaiting? W wait for Ymkzex. He is out there,
sonewher e

| chased him but he eluded me. Neither of us have been out, in deep space
bef ore w t hout

a three-di nensi onal space.suit of this space-tine conti nuum At |east, not for
the 4,980 GP

seconds that have now el apsed. ™

"I'n space wi thout arnor?" Arnstrong was astounded. "You seemto disbelieve.
assure

you that we Pal ai ni ans do need an atnmosphere to breathe. Poi sonous to you, of
cour se,

and -so cold that it seens a thick syrup. Nonethel ess, we do breathe and
cannot live in

tenperatures of absolute zero. That is the nature of my research. And of
Ynkzex's, too. W

are preparing for the day when Palain VII will have |ost the envel ope of gas
t hat supports



our life. Have you ever been to Pal ain? No, of course not. It is a barren
planet. It is nostly

rocky, netallic soil, so frigid that it would burn. your feet off, even

t hr ough your insul at ed

sol es. The surface of Palain is a wilderness. Only the junkyards of our
abandoned citi es,

t he deserted buildings of every size and shape tunbl ed together, would

i ndi cate that

intelligent life had lived there. That plus the pitted landing fields, with
their scars and

puddl ed pools of netallic, unnatural lava. This is all there is to see on our
bl eak pl ains,

whi ch stand shrouded in an intense darkness where nights are indistinguishable
from

days, where our sun seens only another feeble star in the sky."

Armstrong shuddered at the grimand desol ate picture Bovreck so vividly
painted in his

mnd with words and i mages.

"You, Armstrong, were to help me test ny theories. It would hardly 'be
startling for me or

Ynkzex to survive in space w thout space suits. But if a Tellurian were to do
so, a

ground-gripping Tellurian, at that, then such a denobnstration would be

remar kabl e and

prove the theories."

"Use me? Me? In space without a suit?"

"Wthout any clothes whatsoever. Which would be a stiff test indeed, as

Pal ai ni ans don't

wear clothes."

"1 would be mad to let you use me in such a way!" "I would expect to be able
to convi nce

you to do it voluntarily. Think of the pleasure of such a success for you.
woul d nake every

effort to see that you didn't die.

"Thank you very much," Armstrong said, hoping that his sarcasm woul d not be

| ost on

Bovreck. "I amnot particularly brave, nor am| particularly fool hardy. |
woul d not have

vol unteered. Nor could | have accepted any orders to do so."

" 1 knew this fromthe very beginning," Bovreck said, "but | -thought | would
try such a

request anyhow. No, you woul d not have gone out in space, but your assistance
woul d still

have been nost valuable. | stress this. Mst essential. Angzex the Young
One.insisted that
a human being is needed. He has a special role for you, | amcertain."

"I was proni sed seal ed orders."

'There are no seal ed orders. Angzex commands.'
by a

torrent of intense enotion that poured through him He was startled, half
frightened. In the

course of the conversation between himand Bovreck, they had drifted farther
down the

passageway and into the interior of the ship. The bl ackness was absol ute
beyond t he

circle of light fromhis headl anp. The shadows accentuated the distorted

i mge of the

Pal ai ni an and showed only the dull gray shapes of the ship's skeletal
structure. The limts of

the room could not be accurately gauged, but it felt oppressively small. The

Armstrong suddenly was scorched



absence of

gravity left himuncertain as to where the fl oor and doorways were. As for the
shifting

refl ecti ons of Bovreck, they showed eerie deformations in which top could not
be

di stingui shed. from bottom

What was that horrible feeling? "Prepare!" Bovreck said. "He's comng!"
"Who?" Arnstrong was really afraid of this unknown. "Prepare for what?"
"Ynkzex." Bovreck seenmed to be pointing with tentacles. "Ynkzex? Are you hurt?
The

creature with nme is the Lensman Arnstrong. Ynkzex! Wsat is wong?"

Armstrong twi sted his head in all directions, casting his |ight around,

| ooki ng for

ol d- Ymkzex. Optically he saw nothing, while Bovreck, with his eyel ess senses,
seened to

percei ve somet hi ng nearby-in anot her roon? Qutside? Arnmstrong attenpted to
conpensate for his handicap by using his Lens to pick up nmental images or
auras of living

matter. In part he succeeded. There was a lifeformin the center of the ship.
Human! And

now anot her, stronger force, growi ng around the human, "bright" enough and

"l oud" enough

to create the fal sehood of seeing and hearing- Ynkzex, his intuition told him
Thi s was

Ynkzex, the other old Pal ainian.

"Fight it, Ynkzex! Resist! Draw on -ne for strength!" A d-Bovreck sounded
frenzi ed- and

hopel ess.

To Arnmstrong, the human nmental and physical radiation seened suddenly to be
subnerged by the Ynkzex dom nati on and becone somet hi ng exceedingly nore
power f ul ,

and distinctively and strangely 'alien. Even the background clicking of the
nucl ear pile was

obliterated. How could a human be there?

"Cet back to the freighter!" This a loud mental conmand in his head. Was this
from

Bovreck? O from soneone el se? "Get back to the freighter imrediately!" It
nost definitely

was another mentality giving orders!

"I's that you, Angzex?" Bovreck blasted out. "Were are you? |Is Ynkzex al

ri ght?"

"Ynkzex is lost to us. | alnost brought himback safely to you, but he's
slipped into . . ." The

crackling interference, Arnstrong instantly knew, was deliberate censorship.
"Slipped into"

what ? He was al so consci ous now of the two different screening sensations he
had first.

experienced at the noment he had attenpted to Lens Bovreck and Ymkzex.

Ar st rong

could read the sources now. The bl anketing was com ng from Ynkzex. As for the
squar e

hol e of enptiness into which his Lensed thoughts bad sunk to be

anni hilated--it was one of

the crates he had carried from D ngwal |!

H s body passed through the freighter's cargo door quicker than he could
bel i eve, even

with all maneuverjets blowing fromhis suit. Bovreck was right behind him
Armstrong | ooked back and his | anplight showed the famliar out-of-focus
figure of the

Pal ai ni an just com ng through the door--and instantaneously, faster than his



[ight beam

noved, the figure was now on the other side of him standing in front of an
open crate.

Bovr eck? No!

There were two figures! Two Pal ai ni ans? Ynkzex had junped through space? O
was it

anot her ? Angzex? "Angzex?" Bovreck seened to be echoing Arnstrong's

puzzl enent .

"Angzex? But no.-. . You're not Angzex!" Bovreck was confused and distressed.
"And yet,

you seemto be, you really are Angzex, aren't you?"

"I amthe.'. . c-r-a-c-k-1-e ... Stand ready! Ynkzex is ... c-r-a-c-k-1-e ..

Armstrong! Defend

yoursel f! The doorway!"

Al'l at once the cargo room the doorway, and the passageway into the space

| abor atory

were brightly lighted, as if by magnesium flares. Com ng out of passageway and
into the

cargo hold was a wild-eyed humanoid, teeth bared in a snarl, face flushed,
sputa fl ecking

his mouth and nostrils. It was the navigator Val-d or, a bal eful puppet
appearing to

Armstrong as a maniac. Val-d' or had a knife in his left hand and an atom zi ng
automatic

pistol in his right.

Handguns seemed to appear in profusion anong the many appendages of Angzex and
Bovreck. Streaks of fire passed around Arnmstrong and into--and through-the
chest of

Val -d' or, but the pirate did not fall. Vald or's own shots had the remarkable
accuracy of a

superl ative marksman. Two or three in succession struck the Lens of Bovreck in
the brief

nmonents that the disc appeared. Expanding rings of stinging colors flew from
Bovreck's

Lens, and the ether was filled with a screeching cry, "Die, Lensman!" foll owed
by a

soul - shaki ng nmental thunderbolt that burst within Bovreck's mnd and killed
hi m

Bovreck's protection had been neutralized by the bullets from Val-d' or, but

Ar st rong knew

fromthe wi sdomthat flooded around himthat the cry and the thunderbolt had
come froma

furtive someone el se who was greater than an Eich

Wthin Arnstrong's brain a voice was saying, "Lensman! Only you can strike
down the

ot her human wi th your mind. You have the racial insight to destroy him Do so!
Dest r oy

him"

Armstrong' s DelLaneter had been in his hand, scoring on Val-d' or's body w thout
effect.

Now Arnstrong brought up his right hand and pressed his Lens to his forehead,
concentrating. Val-d or was intent on shooting Angzex's Lens and, being no
Lensman

hinsel f, with no support fromhis invisible ally, was not prepared for the
nmassi ve nenta

bl ow from Armstrong. He fell to the deck, his gun still firing, erratically
now, as his fingers

kept working the buttons even in death. But the |ast careful shot fromthe
pirate had hit

Armstrong in the center of his forehead, passing conpletely through his brain.



The Tel lurian Lensman tunbl ed over backward, stretching out on the deck that
was now

slippery with fluids fromthe living, the dead, and the machinery. He faced
his death with

conpl ete satisfaction and-heard, nore clearly than ever, the nmental turnoil
t hat bubbl ed

around him As he died he had, tenporarily, a sense of perception. He saw the
third

Pal ai ni an come into the room This was Ynkzex.

Ynkzex | ooked no different fromhis offspring Angzex. H s warped persona,
however, was

radi cally unlike Bovreck's, in no way cowardly or retiring. He, too, was
bristling with

weapons, firing rapidly and accurately. The fissile, . nuclide bullets struck
Angzex's

exposed Lens as Ynkzex screaned, "I have you now, Angzex!" and hurled his

nment al

t hunderbolt. The bullets, however, sinply plunged through the Lens w thout
effect and the
t hunderbolt was halted in mdflight by Angzex's unyiel ding screen

"You face nore than Angzex," said the other mnd, as cal mand blunt as Bovreck
had

been. "Angzex is dead. This is merely Angzex's body. A stronger mnd fights
you now.

"I thought so!" Ynkzex did not slacken his futile assaults. "But you are just
anot her

Lensman froma different world. | wll destroy you, too!"

In the far side of the cargo room which was no |onger |lighted, not even by
Arnstrong' s

i noperative | anmp, the position of one Pal ai nian was marked by a gl owi ng Lens
t hat

appeared and di sappeared with the pulsing of. the simulation of Angzex's

nmet abolism On
the other side, dimy outlined by the distant gal axy beyond the open port,
floated the other

Pal ai ni an, Ynkzex. To them however, the absence of |ight meant nothing, for
to themthere
was no such thing as darkness.

"I amnore than what you think I am Gve up Ynkzex's body and go back to
Eddore. "

"You mention Eddore! Who are you to mention Eddore?"

"Does that worry you, Eddorian?"

"I amnot worried because | possess a body with which to strike at you. You
are only a

phantom Al so, | possess all the know edge fromthe zex-line and | know the
fam ly psychic

secrets. You have the weaker position. Success for you is inpossible. | tel
you, instead,

that unl ess you run away fromne, you will be snuffed out like a flane."

"Who am | to mention Eddore? That is the question whose answer you dare not
face. "

"Whom do you claimto be?" Ynkzex said.

"Don't pretend such guil el essness. | know you as well as you know ne."

"I only know that you are a foolish Lensman."

To the Angzex-nmanifestation this had the ring of an honest belief. Perhaps a
nment al

bl ockade, that zone of conpulsion that Arisians had fromtine to tine and from
one

occasi on to another inposed on Eddorians, had erased the nmenory.
Angzex-t he-i npost er



decided to permit a glinpse, of the truth.

As Brol enteen, he said, "Think! Admit that you are the Eddorian who once
uncovered the

forbidden truth-that the ultimte nenesis of Eddore is Arisial!"

"Eddorian? OF course, | am Eddorian!"
"Such admi ssion betrays two facts. You are an arrogant Eddorian Master, or
only such

woul d so flagrantly disregard your age-old rules of secrecy. And, secondly,
you recogni ze

me as an Arisian!"

The Eddorian was nearly thrown off bal ance. Brol enteen, who was Angzex,

sl anmed into

the Eddorian's mnd, if not strong enough to destroy, at |east strong enough
to throw him

out of the system

"My pride betrays ne," the Eddorian boasted. "Does it matter, since you wll
be

destroyed? The insanity of the human mnd that | threw against you failed. You
were clever

to anticipate ny attack fromtw extrenes of intelligent life. You are a
wor t hy opponent - and

thus I will have greater pleasure in smashing you. Wiy should | believe you
are an Arisian?"

He tried a trick, without expecting it to work. "Cone out of your shell and
show me

yoursel f."

"I will not expose nyself. But | will remnd you of a painful menmory. You were
t he Eddori an

who was once driven fromthe Tellurian sector by soneone |like ne."

"1 remenber! But | remenber it with pleasure; not with pain." The Eddorian's
t hought s

were tenpestuous. "Yes, as | recall, | shot himseven tines, as fast as |
could pull the

trigger, through the brain and through the spine, with bullets that

vol atilized the flesh. Speak

nmy nane and trenble!"

GHARLANE.

"Yes, | am Gharl ane! Eddorian Master Nunber Two, second only to the
Al -Hi ghest in

power and ruthl essness! Now you know it is futile to oppose ne!" For the very
first tinme,

t he possessed body of Ymkzex began to shiver with repressed excitenment. "You
V¢ neet

at last!"™ Aweird nmixture of fear, and pleasure was in the thoughts. "You
are-the Director of

all Lensnmen. You are-STAR A STAR'"

The i mage of Angzex flickered as Brolenteen's steady concentration faltered.
Gharl ane's

i ncredi bl e noti on confounded him GCharl ane's response was so intense, so
over w ought

with enption, so ridiculously wong about the imaginary Star A Star, that
Brol enteen for an

infinitesimal part of a fraction of time allowed the tiniest of flaws, the
nmer est mcroscopic

crack to existance in his perfect shield against the Eddorian

In a sudden, savage, maddened, frenzied assault, Gharlane struck into

Brol enteen's

psyche.

The real essence of the zex-line of the living Ynkzex dissolved the imtation
zex-line of



Angzex. The specter of Angzex vani shed.

Brol enteen, the energizer of the Angzex manifestation, was stripped bare of

al | shi el di ng.

He reached for some spirit or lifeformon which to steady hinmself. If he did
not recover his

equi libriumimrediately, the equally startled Eddorian would recover first and
strip away

every secret. He reached out and grabbed--Arnstrong! The human was not quite
dead- unconsci ous and dying, but not yet dead. Brol enteen desperately tried to
anchor

hinself to the human mi nd, unable, however, to draw enough power there to keep
hi nmsel f

from possi bly being swept away by Gharl ane and hurl ed i gnom ni ously back
toward Arisia

in aterrible, perhaps fatal, psychol ogi cal defeat.

Gharl ane snorted and whined and squealed with glee, hesitating so he could

gl oat before

hi s deci sive bl ow

Nadr eck perceived his chance and acted.

Fromthe other crated dureumvault in which he had hi dden, Nadreck extruded,
uncoi | ed,

and precipitated hinmself into the room

Brol enteen pronptly and adroitly' strengthened his hold on his node of

exi stence by

switching from Arnstrong to Nadreck

Nadreck | aunched his optimal bl ow against the foe. Gharl ane, overconfident and
over ext ended, was sent reeling back, shaken off Ynkzex's body, which instantly
col | apsed

lifelessly to the deck

Nadreck was stream ng nental pul ses against the disenbodi ed m nd of Gharl ane.
It was a

direct channel between the two, which invited a counterstroke by CGharl ane that
coul d

destroy Nadreck. GCharl ane opened the barriers to his mnd to make his fatal

t hrust.

"Now! " said Nadreck to the Arisian, who had stabilized his condition. "Now "
Br ol ent een needed no special clue, no urging. He knew what to do. Before

Gharl ane coul d

fling his spear of energy, Brolenteen threw his. It plunged deep into the
nmental web of

Ghar | ane, di sappearing on sone |ong and instantaneous journey to wherever it
was t hat

Gharl ane's body really rested.

Ghar | ane, Eddorian Master Nunber Two, was gone. Nadreck was alone in the cargo
room

with the dying Armstrong. Bovreck's Lens was already cold and inani mate and

f ast

decayi ng, but the Tellurian's was strong and vital. Proper attention would
save his life, so

Nadreck gave it. The human's eyes were open, but until Nadreck snapped on
Arnstrong' s

headl anp, the man had assuned he was blind. Nadreck sat Arnmstrong up, touching
hi s

mnd to evaluate the damage. The bullets had not exploded in his head; he
woul d |ive and,

with a Restoration, recover. The swelling of the organ of the brain was the
nost serious

probl em and was quickly reversed

Nadreck next pulled sone cargo tarpaulins over the bodies of Bovreck, Ymkzex,
and



Val -d' or, as Arnmstrong quietly watched him The Pal ai ni an caught the
Tellurian's

wonder nent : "why, Bovreck | ooks positively human!" Nadreck, w thout any
prelimnaries,

said, "She's completely three-di mensional now, and your logic presents . you
with a nore

| ogi cal gestalt effect. | am Nadreck. | amglad you are alive. You have
conpl et ed your

mssion, | think, and can return to Tellus as soon as you are well enough.
That will be

sensible. | know you are strangely thrilled by this adventure and feel that it

is over too
qui ckly for you. Don't be as inmbecilic as the rest of your race seens to be.
Go home where

it is safe.”

"I congratul ate you, Nadreck," said the voice. of Brolenteen. "I understand
why you are

ashaned, but that is even nore reason for ne to congratulate you. I comrend
you for

savi ng the Pal ai ni an system from ensl avenent and for saving ne from

hum | iation."

"I was fool hardy," Nadreck said. "After Angzex's death, | hid in the cargo of
thi s ship,

perfectly hidden and secure in the vault, telling nyself | would be avail abl e
i f needed.

Actually | believe | did it out of cowardice. That |I should have appeared in
time to help was

nmore luck than anything. | don't deserve praise for being naturally selfish,
deceitful, furtive,

and sly. Yes, | am in fact, sinply a fool."

Brolenteen regretted the | oss of Angzex, a Pal ai nian Lensman who shoul d have
been

destined to clinb high in the Patrol. Now, however, he had a greater
appreciation for this

even nmore conplex fell ow, Nadreck, the Gray Lensman. The time had cone to nake
hi m

the offer, and Nadreck would say, "It mght only nake ny |ife nore dangerous,
but on the

other hand, | will have greater ability to defend nyself and to develop a
possi bl e

invincibility. I amnmuch too feeble, as driving away that Eddorian showed ne
by bringi ng

me much too close to the limts of my power. Yes, | think I may accept your

of fer. Besides,

have' a certain project that | would be reluctant to undertake as | know the
possibility is

good that | may suffer some personal harmandthis will help nme .

"Yes, | will accept."

And so Brol enteen took Nadreck to Arisia, where he received his advanced
trai ning and

became a Second Stage Lensman.

That el evation in rank and power was pleasing to the vanity of Nadreck. . Wat
he didn't

i ke, however, was the revelation that Gharlane had not died.

Wrse yet, Mentor had allowed, actually all owed, Gharlane to escape.



3 The Wedding Gfts

Nadreck of Palain VII, Unattached L2, curled an anorphous tentacle.
caressingly around

the shimrering jewel and absorbed its beauty with his mnd. It sparkled in
many

frequencies, tickling his many senses, stimnulating the sensuous pl easures of
hi s

bi omentalis or intrinsic mnd.

As the oscillating waves bl ended in lights and sounds and freezi ng radiations,
much as a

war m bl ooded hurman nonster night enjoy his high fidelity and three di nensiona
pl easures in the confort of his fiery hone, Nadreck rel axed and pondered.

So, at last: Gharlane was dead.

There are nmonents that are inportant turning points in history. Such a tine
was the

downfall of the Eich and the obliteration of Jarnevon. Billions of dwellers in
the two gal axi es

renenbered it as the salvation of the First Gal axy when the | eadership of
Boskone had

col l apsed. To the thousands of Patrol men who nmanned the G and Fl eet of the

Gal actic

Patrol, it was a nmonent in their lives when three worlds were fused together
by their

heroism for a cataclysmic triunmph. As they sped homeward through intergal actic
space

they all could see the incredible pyre they were | eaving behind them Where
Jar nevon had

been was a new star, the gravestone of the eneny that woul d have conquered

t hem

For Kinball Kinnison, the victorious commander of the G and Fleet, that nonment
was | ater

climaxed by his betrothal to his red-haired head nurse, the inconparable

C arrissa,

destined to be the first femal e Lensnan.

To Nadreck of Palain VII, the reluctant hero of the incident at Research
Laboratory Five,

this historical nmoment had marked the conpletion. of his special training as a
Second

St age Lensman. The psychol ogi cal effect of that upon himhad been profound,

r eshapi ng

himfroman inwardly selfish entity to one who only outwardly appeared to be
that way. No

Lensman °~ was nore dedicated to the greater principles of the Galactic Patrol
and the

Gal actic Council and Civilization itself than -he was now. He had the wit and
intelligence to

realize that he had not been changed by his education by Mentor-he had been

i nduced to

find his real self.

The fall of Jarnevon and the Eich has been recorded in the official history of
the Patrol as

the climax to the volune of The Time of the Gray Lensman. It did not, however,
mark the

begi nni ng of the expected universal peace or the marriage of Ki m Kinnison

to' -the

redhai red beauty. Instead; it was really the prologue to what followed, as was
recorded in

the Days of the Second Stage Lensnen by "Doc" Smith, chief of the historical
section.



Hal fway through that account of the Second Stage Lensmen is recorded Nadreck's
first

meeting with Kinnison and his becom ng involved extensively in the activities
of the higher

headquarters of the gigantic Patrol. Nadreck had distingui shed hinmself in the
"debacl es" at

Shi ngvors and Antigan, closely nonitoring the infrequent traces of the

unr epent ant

Gnharl ane, and then had narrowed his attention to Kandron, who was on the

pl anet Onl o,

forcing that cold creature to abandon his high position and to flee. Kinnison
on the

nei ghboring planet of Thrale working to destroy the Thral e-Onl oni an Enpire,
uncovered a

remarkabl e situation-the sinister adviser to the Tyrant of the Enpire was
actual ly Gharl ane.

And Ki nni son defeated him

Gharl ane was dead.

_To Nadreck, this was a distinct, personal disappointnent. He had wanted to
track down

Ghar |l ane and avenge the death of the reek-paternal Bovreck, not for
sentimental reasons,

but in keeping with the traditional Pal ai nian obsession with self-preservation
t hrough triba

inviolability. At the tinme of Gharlane's escape fromthe space station
struggl e, Nadreck had

bel i eved that the outcome had been the result of Brol enteen being too weak and
Ghar | ane

being too strong. In his training, however, he had |earned the truth. In fact,
for reasons of

strategy, Brolenteen had all owed Gharlane to escape and had deliberately
cultivated the

deception that Arisians were weaker, not stronger, than Eddorians, thus
encour agi ng an

arrogant overconfidence about a vincible

The pursuit and final disposal of Gharlane was a chall enge that Nadreck

m ssed, al though

he was nollified by the know edge that it had taken a supreme effort by the
great Kinni son

to acconmplish the task. Fortunately, Nadreck had another villain to chase.
This was the

Onl oni an, Kandron, who, although not as despi cabl e nor as. prestigious as
Gharl ane, was

much nore devious and del ectably nore interesting as a simlar frigid-Dbl ooded,
poi son-breathing entity. In a way, Nadreck rationalized, he had had his

vi ctory over

Ghar | ane, which Brol enteen had chosen to nullify. And that was what had

bot hered him

and still bothered him Nadreck did not understand Brol enteen's reasoni ng and
j udgment .

Why didn't Nadreck understand? He was an intelligent entity, a Palainian
Second St age

Lensman. He was one of the smartest entities in two gal axi es- maybe even the
smart est,

smarter even than Wrsel--so why didn't he understand Arisian thinking?
Arisians were his

ancestors. They were billions of years nore ancient than his own race, but

t hey were not

any brainier than he was, just nore experienced and psionically devel oped.
Nadr eck



couldn't help but feel slightly ashaned of hinself. Wrsel and Tregonsee and
Ki nni son

seened to understand the Arisian point of view Yet these other three Second
St age

Lensmen, to Nadreck, were seriously flawed by personal uncertainty and an

i nconmpr ehensi bl e unsel fi shness. Perhaps t hese weaknesses were sone kind of
strengt h?

Possi bly, but not probably. He was encouraged to know that he did think about
t hese

t hi ngs, unlike npost Pal ai ni ans. Maybe one day he woul d understand the Cosnic
Al nore

nearly as the Arisians did.

Gnharl ane dead. And Kinnison killed him Nadreck would have to have Brol enteen
confirm

this, before Nadreck would finally be convinced it was true.

So, for the first tine in what seened years, Nadreck was rel axed. Hi s special
proj ect,

retribution on Gharlane-for which he had, in part, beconme an L2-was gone.
Nadreck's attention cane hack to the jewel he was examining. His preferred
appendage,

at the nonment still looking like a tentacle, shaped its tip into a sort of
hand, picked up the

red gem and placed it back in its crystal box on a cushion of ammoni a
snowf | akes.

The precious gem perfectly and intricately faceted, was unsuitable as a gift
to the bride

On her hot planet, the stone woul d evaporate in seconds.

What was needed was the fire of a Manarkan stardrop, the brilliance of a

di anond, and the

psychedelic properties of an Ordovik crystal. It had to be capable of being
handl ed and

worn in the intolerable tenperatures of Klovia or Tellus. Nothing_ in

Nadr eck' s col |l ection

woul d be exactly right.

And then there was the problemof a gift for the groom

The marriage of Kinball Kinnison to Carrissa MacDougall would probably be the
gr eat est

soci al occasion that Cvilization, in all of its billions of planets, would
witness. In fact,

Nadreck suspected with good cause, it would probably be the nost inportant
event in the

Arisians' plans for Cvilization, based on their Visualization of the Cosnic
Al'l, the causa

view of all history and the future in all of time and space.

Yes, a very special gemfor Ms. darrissa Kinnison, the Red Lensman.

And for Kinnison? Wat was he interested in? Did he have any hobby besi des
hunt i ng

Boskoni ans? Nadreck had an inspiration

Now he knew exactly how to solve his problemof the wedding gifts. H s would
be t he equal

of the best of the billions of presents that would be pouring in for the happy
pair.

Nadreck didn't have to ponder long over his plan to get the gifts. He had a
wor kabl e pl an

left over fromhis various traps prepared for Gharlane. The only mgjor

di fference was that

the reward Nadreck had pl anned for hinself would go to Carrissa.

The first thing that Nadreck did was to nmake certain that Perbat, the
Pal ai ni an zwi | ni k, and

Chak, the Onlonian dealer in thionite, and every other illegal substance,



obj ect, or crinmne,

were still in business at the sane ol d di sreputabl e hangopts. They were
The second thing that Nadreck did was to take his Lens fromaround a forearm
and pl ace

it inasmll jewel case, ampbng the priceless itens that were. his finest
treasures.

Then, without his Lens, Nadreck went to Palain VI, directly -to the sinple
horme of Perbat,

whi ch was buried a thousand feet straight down into the frozen ground. Nadreck
knew

Perbat's personality well enough to have no qual ns about allow ng hinmself to
be cornered

inthe eneny's lair. Perbat felt utterly secure in his own personal fortress.
Aside fromthe

expense of maintaining his network of crimnals, he spent nost of his noney on
security

devi ces and bodyguards. Being a Pal ai ni an, however, he had no fear of the
nyst eri ous

fourth di nensional properties of his race that humanoi d zwi | ni ks had
difficulty in handling.

To Nadreck, whose body needed no di sgui se but whose m nd was inpersonating an
entirely different and carefully constructed individual fromhis repertoire,
Per bat was an oaf

who was easy to deceive

Nadreck considered the danger to hinself to be absolutely nil

"I know you have never net me," Nadreck said, ostentatiously staring around

t he

expensi vely furni shed room and all owi ng thoughts of greed and envy to seep

t hrough to
Perbat. But you no doubt have heard of me. | am as |. say, the notorious
Betical ."

Nadreck's "Betical" wasn't notorious, but the character was a docunented fel on
with a
wel | -contrived record counterfeited by both | ocal and Patrol |aw enforcenent

agenci es.

"Yes, Betical, | know of you," Perbat said, flashing rings and bracelets on
his arms and

legs. "I |ooked you up. | know everything about you. | know everything about
everyone."

"Well, sir," Nadreck said. "You al so know your guards have taken ny sanples.”
"Yes, | know. They seem good sanples. But they will have to be tested.

Nadreck knew what was comi ng. Perbat's method of doing busi ness was consi dered
practical if not anusing. Neverthel ess, Nadreck pretended ignorance and said,

"How | ong
wll that take?"
"No time at all," Perbat said. He waved his hand and one of the dozen

bodyguar ds handed

Nadreck a tiny, transparent capsule: It looked like it contained Nadreck's
speci al bent | am

derivation, but he" couldn't be sure until he tasted it.

"Take it, chewit, swallowit," Perbat said.

Nadreck |l et the manservant put it in his nouth, noted that it was not

poi soned, and did as

he was told. Many, many ni nutes passed before Perbat spoke. "You have passed
t he

test." OF course, Nadreck knew that Perbat had al ready had one of his
attendants eat

sone.

"It is a very good grade of benweed," Nadreck said. "Have sone. Have it all."
"Yeah," Perbat said, taking just enough to have an ecstatic fantasy. Nadreck



felt nothing;
he had saturated hinself with anti-bentlam nedication before he had arrived on
Pal ain VI

"Now take the thionite," Perbat said, beginning a different procedure. He

t ook a generous

pi nch of the purple powder and pushed it into the side compartnment of an

aer osol

di spenser. A squeeze of the trigger would send the powder, suspended in an icy
stream of

oxygen crystals, into the soft tissues of a being. Wthout oxygen, the
thionite woul d be

i nactive; with too much oxygen, the dose would be fatal

"Please, sir," Nadreck protested, "That is too treacherous to take when | am
here to

di scuss business with you. | ama dealer, not a user. It is dangerous for ne.

| must have a

clear head to tell you ny request." Nadreck was not really fearful, although
he recogni zed

At the chance of a bad.reaction was one in several nmillion. If he could avoid
taking it, that,

woul d be prudent.

"Al'l right," Perbat said. "Don't take it. Tell ne what you want."

Nadreck outlined his schenme. He had, he said, tons of raw bentlam stored away
ina

secret place. He al so had hundreds of pounds of thionite, the drug that was

t he nost

difficult to obtain and the one that was the nost in demand by

oxygen- breat hers. Operation

Zwi | ni kthe Galactic Patrol's constant fight against the drugs that Boskonia
and the

"zwi | ni ks" continually pushed for profit and for the destruction of

G vilization--had

i mpounded nuch of the illicit narcotics. Nadreck explained that Betical had

hi ghj acked

| arge quantities.

"lIt's not the first time that's been done,"” Perbat said. "But it's also a
trick used by narco

agents to destroy ny business and capture ne."

Nadr eck sai d not hi ng.

"So you want me to buy your stuff,’

Perbat finally said.

"No," Nadreck said. "I want you to introduce nme to Chak the Onlonian so | can
make a dea
with him" "Wat?" Perbat bellowed. "You are crazy! | amno internediary!"

Nadreck finally cal ned hi mdown by naking hi munderstand. Nadreck didn't want
noney.

Nadreck, that is, Betical, wanted to swap his al nost pricel ess cache of drugs
for sone of

Chak's al nost priceless gens. Chak didn't deal with the small fry, so Perbat
was

necessary. Perbat would get a conm ssion, maybe even sonme of the goods, if he
woul d

simply set up the neeting.

Perbat finally agreed. They exchanged contracts, nore for Perbat's protection
than for

Nadreck's. As a gesture of partnership, Nadreck told Perbat that the sanples
coul d be

kept at no charge. Nadreck turned to go.

"One nonent," Perbat said. He held out the aerosol container of thionite in
one of his

hands and waved it in front of Nadreck's twi sting head.



"Now, Betical," Perbat commanded, "now do as | say. Take the thionite!"

Nadr eck did.

By the time he was back on a commercial liner leaving Palain VI for Palain VI
he was

feeling the effects, despite all his preconditioning. He felt as if all of

hi nsel f were slipping

entirely into the fourth dimension. And then he had a "thionite dream" It was
so pl easant,

while leaving himwi th an overpowering craving for nore, that Nadreck knew he
had never

been in nore danger. He told hinmself he would never take it again, even at
Chak' s

dermand.
The call for a rendezvous cane sooner than Nadreck had t hought possible,
wi t hi n days.

Nadreck was told to board a liner out of Palain VII for a | ong voyage into
anot her sol ar

system ultimate destination unreveal ed. The ship was designed for deep space,
capabl e

of traveling at nearly a hundred parsecs per hour. He was told to go to the
cabin that had

been booked for himand to remain there until he was contacted. The only piece
of

baggage Nadreck had was a | arge case with preserved foods, toilet articles,
and his snal

box of jewels.

Aboard, Nadreck saw Perbat and six of his nost sinister musclenen. Under the
suspi ci ous eyes of the omipresent Patrol nen, they studiously ignored each

ot her.

After a seven-hour flight, the space liner, having covered 1500 |ight-years,
stopped at a

transfer station. "Get out of here!" cane a telepathic. order to him

Nadreck; taking his bag, left the liner, checked into a transient room where
he I eft the bag,

and waited in the | ounge.

Perbat soon came to him "Follow ne,’
corridors in

the conpletely dark and cold section of the station where the Pal ai ni ans, the
Onl oni ans,

and ot her such types passed their tine. In front of a door Perbat's bodyguards
sear ched

hi m t horoughly. They entered' a large, exorbitantly expensive, high-security
st at er oom

where another evil-looking party of six was gathered. Nadreck was searched
agai n, even

nor e thoroughly.

Chak was lounging in a fluid-chair and did not get up when he was introduced
to Nadreck

Chak was one of the npbst obnoxious, vile persons Nadreck had ever encountered.
Consi dering that Nadreck had just spent a great deal of tine on Onlo, the nost
heavi l y

fortified planet in the universe, secretly learning the identifying patterns
of every Onl onian of

any inmportance, to think this of Chak was extrenely deferential

Chak was al nost conpl etely three-dimensional. The unpl easant details of his

gr ot esque

figure, therefore, were not softened by extradi nensi onal extensions. H's color
was

distinctively silvery green, with 'a mantle of hoarfrost, which was rather
attractive. The

he said, and they wal ked al ong severa



revolting aspects of his appearance were the streamers of green that hung

-li ke rubbery

sputum from his mouth, the thick drippings of icy mucus around his eyes and
ears. H's

nmout hs boil ed out bilious, greenish vapors, which were deadly to humanoi ds,
but merely

stunk to the poison-breathers. Drops of phlegm squeezed fromthe edges of his
bug eyes

and forned into little pellets that rolled off his face and fell to the
ground, sonetines

shattering. Everywhere he wal ked, his huge, acidic footsteps coldly burned

pat ches on the

ground and the toughest floor-coverings alike.

To a humanoi d, Chak nade Nadreck appear handsome in contrast.

Nadreck stuck out a tentacle in greeting, offering to exchange touches know ng
that such

an of fer would be spurned. Chak had a reputation for being one hundred percent
anti soci al

and so conpletely selfish that he woul d do absolutely any despicable thing for
a profit. He

was, therefore, the nost infanous butcher of all the henchnen of the Eich. He
was

precisely the sort of creature that CGharlane would have used if he had deci ded
to go

toward this end of the First Galaxy instead of to the star Thrallis in the
Second.

The tel epathic interchange with Chak was very guarded. Nadreck presented his
proposition, suggesting a neutral neeting place where their bartered goods
coul d be

transferred. Nadreck was sonmewhat apprehensive to be dealing with Chak w thout
hi s

Lens, for Chak was as shrewd, sly, and sharp as Perbat was stupid. For one
brief moment

Nadr eck consi dered equi vocating, retreat=ing, and giving up his plan; instead,
he

cal cul ated the chances of his discovery at. a thousand to one odds agai nst,
and he judged

that the risk to his life was negligible. This was a bit of a surprise to

hi msel f. Heretofore he

had never acted unless the odds were a million to one in his favor. Anyhow, he
woul d take

the plunge into testing the wily Chak's intuition and understandi ng.

"This ugly old fellow, " Nadreck said to hinmself, "is not going to creep into
ny mind. If he

knows where | have ny stuff hidden, he'll sinply kill nme and take it all.

will not |et down the

doubl e nental screen around the information in ny mind. I will not |et down
the screens.”

Nadreck was satisfied that "the ugly old fel-l1ow' had picked up those

t houghts. They woul d

serve to msdirect and prepare

"You know what | want," Nadreck Said. "Show ne what you have to offer."

Chak opened a travel case and took out an ornanmented, round, platinum
cont ai ner.

The gens inside were not nany, but they were an odd assortnent. Perhaps a
dozen were

ordinary or a bit above average, and three were exceptionally good. One,
however, was extraordinarily exciting. This gem Nadreck tentatively identified
as a

Zel con-28-or higher. Nadreck pretended noderate interest, although the Zel con



woul d

have nade the whol e box of jewels a reasonable offer for the goods he clained
'to have

"This is not what | had in mnd," Nadreck said. "I amthinking of a
Hear t beat . "

The phl egmatic m nd of Chak burst into a torrent of activity. He babbled
angrily. Finally he

settled down and said, suspiciously, "Only a dozen entities know of its

exi stence. And

whosoever speaks of it to anyone but me will die. Wio told you of it? | will
kill him"

"I heard it -froma Lensman," Nadreck lied solemly. "He was an agent

i mpersonating a

snmuggl er and di ed of an overdose of ny good stuff" Such things sonetines
happened;

this was a good story, and Nadreck knew that villains |like Chak and Perbat
woul d believe

nost anyt hi ng about Lensnen. To have Betical dare to nention a Lensnman was

al nost

proof that what he said was true

Chak's conceit had been tickl ed.

From under frost-covered green material that could have been either Chak's own
nat ur al

growm h or a piece of clothing, he drew out an icy-beaded pouch. Fromit he
took the only,

Heart beat gem Nadreck had ever seen. It was an ebony-black pea, . so black
that not a

singl e wave of visible or invisible light was reflected by it.

"It is cold, now," Chak said. "But when | feed .it warmneat, it conmes alive.
I have seen it

cone to life a score of tines. And the nenory is pleasant."”

Nadreck read the pictures flashing from Chak and was horrified.

The "bl oody body of a Tellurian.

The mangl ed corpse of a Chickladorian. The disnmenbered parts of a Vegian. The
mai med carcass of a Kl ovi an.

The mutil ated cadaver of a Radeligian. ... And nore, nore, nore.

Al'l CGal actic Patrol nen.

The Heartbeat was a crystalline genstone whose optimum tenperature was 15 to
35

degrees Celsius. The Heartbeat, black and inert in the cold, would slowy
transformitself in

the warnmt h of a humanoi d at nosphere: fromrose-pink to blood-red, it was round
out si de

but intricately faceted within, and it pulsed. It beat in rhythmwth the
beating heart of the

wearer. Yet, if no living creature with poundi ng heart was near, it would
still click irregularly,

as though neasuring the irregular passage of the cosmic rays. Its essence was
i mpeccably harnoni ous, and the nmeasured logic of its existence unaccountably
stirred the

di spassi onate Nadreck. \Wat was horrifying was how, in the past, Chak had nade
it

bl ossominto beauty.

He would place it on the tortured or dying body of a captured Patrol nan,

whet her sol di er or

Lensman. Chak lived to see the Heartbeat genstone come to |ife-marking the
approachi ng death, and death, and after death of his hated enenies.

Only a superior being such as Nadreck was capabl e of masking the bl azing
intensity of his

feelings. Palainians were stern and tough and shockingly insensitive in



contrast to the

war m bl ooded nmen, but they were not cruel, nor, beneath their icy skin,
uncomnpassi onat e.

So Nadreck was enotionally distressed, as he had never been before. Hi's
angui sh was so

soul -searing that he vowed at that nmoment never to be so susceptible to such
enpat hi ¢

pai n again; for as long as he lived, he would present the face of a brusque,
sonewhat dour

and surly, archetypal Pal ai ni an.

The i mages of the ghastly, heinous crines that this barbarian was so proudly
permitting to

be read in his mnd were shrewdly cal cul ated to serve a purpose. Nadreck

i medi atel y

understood that. Chak used them as a rude shock to lure an undercover
Pat r ol man or

Lensman into revealing hinself. That it was a successful ploy was sickeningly
evi dent .

Nadreck' s composure never waivered. It was as if he had not glinpsed a thing.
"It is an uninpressive |ooking bit of stone,” Nadreck said flatly. "I expected
nore." He

sounded convi nci ngly di sappoi nted. "However, throwit in with the rest of the
jewels and it's.

a deal ."

"Yeah, sure," Chak said. "Now, Betical, it's tine for you to show us your
stuff. We'll take ny

ship to wherever you say.'
lid to the

contai ner, Nadreck said, "I'll just hold one of those stones now, that Zelcon
if you don't

m nd, " and pocketed it in his belt.

Chak did not object. Chak, Nadreck knew, was planning to take it back, and

Chak put away his pouch. As he started to close the

everyt hi ng
el se, too, including Nadreck's life.
"Yes, Betical," Perbat blustered, feeling left out of the negotiations, "show

us your stuff.”

Nadreck proceeded to do just that, but not in the manner that was expected.
While they were waiting for the Patrol to conplete their search of Chak's
private vessel

maki ng the inspection much nore thorough than a routine one, Nadreck nade as
if to

excuse hinself to pick up his bag but was obliged to | et Chak and Perbat and a
handf ul of

Chak's guards crowd into his transient room

Nadreck' s bag was opened, as he watched, and the few itens exani ned, after

whi ch the

| ocked jewel box was placed before Chak for his consideration

"These are some of nmy own precious jewels," Nadreck expl ai ned. "Like you,
carry ny

favorites with me. Open the case and perhaps we may have future business with
them™

Chak was constantly alert for trouble.

"G ve Perbat the key, Betical," he said. "Now, Perbat, open the case."

When the |id swng back, Perbat gasped with pleasure. "Look, Geat Chak
Jewel s that

glow with their own fires!"

I ndeed, in that square, dark cubicle of a room they radiated frequencies that
t hese

di msighted or blind i nhuman creatures could sense and even partly see. Perbat
pl unged



his hands into the collection

The screamthat came fromhis many |ips was abruptly ended with his death
rattle. Hs

fingers had touched the Palainian's |ethal trap-Nadreck's Lens, whose contact
was deadly

when not worn by him the Lensnman for whomit had been created.

Nadreck was prepared for what followed. As the Lens flew up into the air under
t he

convul sive jerk of Perbat's hand, Nadreck grabbed it. Using the Lens, which in
his own

knotted fist had becone the supercharger of his already extraordinary nental
power s,

Nadreck struck down Chak in a paral yzing nental blow Sinultaneously, a

tel epsychic

grenade smashed the dazed guards into sensel essness. Under their bodies
"sprawl ed t he

permmanently crippled Chak--tenporarily in a coma, but forever shattered.

At Nadreck's Lensed call, Patrolnmen swarnmed all around the area. The doltish
guards of

Perbat were arrested, the private vessel seized, and the unconsci ous body of
Chak seal ed

in a dureumvault for transporting.

In a pocket in one of Nadreck's belts rested the pouch with the Heart beat
jewel. The

wedding gift for Clarrissa was secure, and though she would never be told of
its grisly

hi story, someday, no doubt, she would learn to appreciate it even nore as a
sem | iving

nmenorial for all the brave Patrol nen who had died in the Service.

"About Chak," Nadreck said, explaining to the assenbl ed Patrol men the

i mportance of the

crimnal, “1 want himshipped unharmed to Prine Base on Tellus. | wll
personal ly informthe
Port Admiral." And, he nused to hinmself, | will personally informKinnison by

a notein a

gi ft-wapped package.

Chak was Nadreck's special wedding present for Kinnison. . Nadreck knew t hat
for such a

dedi cated man not hi ng woul d be nore auspi cious for the happy occasion of his
marri age.

As for Nadreck, he had the nagnificent Zelcon to add to his collection
Nadreck didn't for one nonment consider that he was stealing property
rightfully bel ongi ng

to the Patrol. He considered it, as any normal Pal ai nian would, fair payment
for his trouble.



4 Cadets Show Their Mettle

The fat face of the First Mnister of Noyyon turned a foul shade of orange
fromhis fierce

enotion. Hi s humanoid figure sprang to its feet, one fist pounding the wooden
table, the

di aphanous folds of his chain-mail regal robes swirling.

"I say it's wart" The First Mnister glared at the rest of his Council of

Twel ve. The ot her

faces were various hues of yellow, ochre, and orange, depending on the
intensity of their

feelings. Their little black eyes shifted back and forth fromone to the
other. "l say, no nore

talk! It is time to act! Vote!"

The eyes of the war cabinet were fixed on himas they turned their bicol ored
cubes

beneath their outspread right hands. One half was white, the other half was
bl ack. Wite

end up was a yes vote; black end up was a no vote; sidew se was for
abstenti on. One by

one they turned and twi sted the rectangl es and put them down.

A black, a white. Two whites, a black. Around the table went the display of
votes. Twel ve

votes. Six white, six black-a tie. The fate of the Northern Hem sphere,

whet her or not they

were to be bonbed by air and sea and thereafter invaded by the anphi bi ous
forces of

Noyyon, now depended on the First M nister hinself.

There was no doubt about the way he felt; he had been tenaciously in favor of
conflict from

the start. He turned his cube so that the white side was up

"War it is!" The First Mnister was jubilant. H s resolution had passed by
seven to six. They

had begun the norning discussion with only two council menbers on the
mnister's side,

si x undeci ded, and five adamantly opposed. He had swung four to his side and
had cast

t he deci ding vote. The Council had made the fateful decision, carefully

wei ghi ng t he

argunents for and against. At least, that is what the mnister believed.
Actual ly, the vote had been unduly influenced, not by the native Noyyonese

| eader, but by

the alien Lensnman from Pal ai n, Nadreck

Nadreck and his hal f-dozen Pal ai ni an cadets had nudged the undeci ded ones into
t he

mni ster's corner.

The Boskoni an pl anet of Togra, hone of the Noyyonese and ot her hunanoid races,
was

now about to tear itself apart and becone a hindrance, rather than a help, to
the revival of

Boskoni a through the new organi zing force of the Spawn. The supplies for the
econony of

t he Spawn confederacy and t e rebuilding of the pirate ships and the
privateers woul d be

di srupted. The degeneration of the Boskoni an nmenace after the recent fall of
t he Second

Gal axy to the Galactic Patrol would be accelerated by this one small action of
Nadr eck and

hi s trainees.

Nadr eck. and hi s young cohorts had been fifty mles renmoved fromthe Noyyonese



House of

M nistries when they had silently exerted their influence on the counci
nmenbers. The

Pal ai ni ans had been assenbled in the central roomof their special GP training
shi p,

Sapphi re, which had been parked in the wooded nmountain' clearing where it had
quietly

| anded a week before. Nadreck had sent out his mental 'probes earlier, as they
had circl ed

t he planet, and had chosen this point for their Pal ai ni an Acadeny exerci se.
There had

been many opportunities for themto sow their insidious seeds of dissension on
t he pl anet

Togra, but Nadreck had picked the npbst propitious one.

"I congratul ate Cadets One, Two, Three, and Five for your successes. | comend
Cadet s

Four and Six for your excellent attenpts and note your huniliation and
despair. This has

been a very successful exercise, and you all have passing grades, although in
the future

Four and Six will have extra field training and additional chances to
practice."

Nadreck was nestled in his soft cushion in the center of the group, the six
Pal ai ni an cadets

fromthe Z- Acadeny of Palain VIl in various attitudes around him Nadreck's
speci al

training party nunbered three Pal ai ni ans, one apo- Onl oni an, one apo-Ei ch' on
and one

Ki nchook. They were all nore or |ess males except for the Kinchook, who was
fenmal e--all

Ki nchooki an males died at mating tine. To each other they | ooked solid and

di sti nct,

appearing in their true form which certainly no humanoi d had ever

conpr ehended, nor

ever woul d, because of that peculiar netabolic extension into the
hyper di mensi on

Al of themwere Z-types, naturally--a requirenent for any cadet for
admittance to the

Z- Acaderny, which Nadreck had hel ped found-but the Ki nchook was sonewhat

di fferent

chemically and physically. Wereas the others .had the usual cartil agi nous
vertibral colum

passi ng through the center of the horizontal torso off which, Iike branches of
a tree, cane

t he many appendages, the Kinchook was nore like a Rigellian. The Kinchook had
a

| eat hery, chitinous exoskeleton with tentacles anchored to her shell. Unlike

t he Ki nchook,

the others' upper linbs were "arms,
li ke

tentacles, the | ower ones being stiffer and_ thicker. Al had their heads, or
brai n cases,

sitting on top of the torso with orifices for eating and breathing. The
vestigial eyes now

were the centers of their perceptual senses. None of the cadets had a

di stinctive visua

color, but the Pal ainian aura was characteristic for types fromdifferent

envi ronments and

hel ped Pal ai ni ans easily recogni ze each other as individuals. Their body sizes
ranged

many jointed and so flexible as to appear



fromfour feet tall to eight feet tall, depending on the nood of the entity or
its node of

nmoverrent . | f a humanoid coul d have seen nore clearly, he. would have been
startled to

find the Pal ai ni an shape, not utterly anorphous, but vaguely anthropoi dal

with a triplicated

torso having three doubl ej oi ned arnms topped by a trilocular head with
conpart ment ed

brai n, and quadruplicated fromthe hips down with four double joined, nany
jointed | egs.

"We have concluded our training on this planet,” Nadreck said. " | am both
pl eased and

di sappoi nted. | am di sappoi nted because we have not di scovered the Boskoni an
masterm nd controlling this world of Togra. | amstill convinced that the
Dregs of Onlo are

its corrupters. Perhaps another tinme and another place will lead nme to the
Dregs. "

Nadreck's ability to turn frustration into a renewed dogged persi stence was
clearly felt by

the cadets. They knew that, with the infinite patience of a Pal ainian, he
woul d sinply try and

try again until he reached his goal. O the six, those who nost appreciated
end under st ood

Nadr eck' s di sappoi ntnment in not uncovering the puppet-nasters of Togra were

t he

di ssenter Eich and the maverick Onl oni an, known as Two and Three. The
apo- Ei ch' on and

t he apo-Onl oni an were two of Nadreck's special recruits, whom he had picked
out as

potential candi dates after diligent m nd-searching around the Krish-kree
system As kin to

two of the nost. evil races that acted for the as yet undiscovered Eddori ans,
this pair of

cadets was Nadreck's particular interest. Devel oping theminto Lensmen who
woul d be

distinctly different living weapons fighting for the Patrol would enornously
gratify the

Second Stage Lensman from Pal ai n. But above all, Nadreck had plans to use them
in his

pursuit of his "personal" enem es--the .fugitive Onlonians and those even nore
si ni ster

ones, Eichwoor and the Eich, who bothered his friends, the Second Stage
Lensman

Wrsel and the robotic Lensman Kall atra.

"However," Nadreck said, "as far as you woul d-be Lensnen are concerned, we
have

achieved a total triunph. Togra will deteriorate into a dark age, and, when it
has purged
itself, its people will be ready to rise to the standards of G vilization. W

have upset three

government s, sabotaged t he Boskoni an research station of advanced sciences,
and have

now started a war that shoul d becone worldwi de. Wat is the nost inportant
| esson you

have | earned fromall this?"

"That the fire people or Tellurian types," One replied, "can be made to
arrange their own

destruction.” Two then spoke up quickly; "That we have the power to sit safely
in our own

environnent and send our minds out to do the damage."



"I agree with Two,'
versus materia
power, in which the Lens of Arisia and higher stage training nay eventually
conpletely

repl ace all technol ogically based weaponry.

"It is interesting that both of you, Two and Three," Nadreck said, "should be
t hi nki ng of

mental power and its superiority over material power as the nost inportant
points. As you

are apo-types, one fromthe strain of Eich and the other fromthe strain of
Onl o, you have

the queer reliance on technology in opposition to nmental powers. | have |ong
sensed t hat

the Eich, for instance, have been unduly influenced by perhaps sone higher
authority into

reliance on technology. | say this is in contrast to the echel ons of
Cvilization that have been

tending, in the course of evolution, to replace technol ogy with paraphysics
and psi oni cs.

Three said. "But the enphasis is one of nmental power

Soneday we will have to apply our Z-techni ques of study, dissection, and
analysis to the
racial lines of the Onlonians and the Eich."

I think the nost significant thing I've learned in this exercise," said Four
"is the vulnerability

of the humans and the humanoids to their own self-destructive thoughts. They
are strange

creatures who are overwhel mingly concerned with others, m stakenly believing
that a

profitable sel fishness grows out of envy and jeal ousy, when, in fact, they
should treat their

rivals unenotionally."

"That is very true, Four," Nadreck said. "They think we are cowardly, |azy,
egocentric, or

conceited and often all these things, when we are sinply |ogical and
pragmatic. They are,

I'"mafraid, often mentally unbal anced. You have found a truly inportant

understanding. | am

pl eased. "

"What has surprised ne, Nadreck;" Five said, "is the self-deception of. hunman
bei ngs who

are supposedly intelligent. Are Tograns untypical of hunmanoi ds?"

"No, Five," Nadreck said. "Even Tellurians are this way. Tellurians have
greater

self-control, but they still have very strong simlar feelings. This planet of
Togra is very much

like Tellus used to be before space flight was invented, and it's been kept

i sol ated and

pl anet - bound by Boskoni ans for reasons of slavery. This section of the Second
Gal axy has

a thousand Togra types for our experimentation and their eventual edification
W are thus

fortunate to be able to study barbaric hunmanoi ds wi t hout emnbarrassi ng our
friends."

"Surely Kinball Kinnison does not think this way?" Five asked, incredul ously,
glinmpsing the

truth. He was | ooking forward to becom ng a Lensman and then meet-ing with,
per haps

even working with, the | egendary Gal acti c Coordi nat or

"Ch, but he does," Nadreck said. "Kinnison is nost remarkable in being
logical, like a



Pal ai ni an, but unconfortably flustered about our truths. He always seens to be
enotional |y

fighting his savage self. You will certainly find himfascinating, alnopst
unbel i evabl e, when

someday you neet and work with him™

"The others have said what | would have said," Nunber Six, the Ki nchook
comment ed.

"However, the idea | have found nmost profitable is that all lifeforms have
free-t hi nki ng

m nds and honestly believe thenselves to be the clearest thinkers who are

cl osest to the

absolute truths of life. I hadn't realized humanoi ds were capabl e of such
conpl ex and.

prof ound thought, even if nuddl ed and erroneous."

"Ch, human beings are not to be underestimted," Nadreck said. "Even the

bar bari ans

have strange noral codes. You may not be able to follow their rules, but you
nust

understand their ways."

"Yes, Nadreck," the Kinchook said, "that seens to be a problemfor me. That is
why | did

not sway mnmy Noyyonese enough to nmake himvote for war. He believed it was
wrong. He

seens to be anti-Boskonian, and his principles are strong. Therefore | am

bot hered that he

will suffer with those who deserve to suffer. | think Four found a simlar
situation. Shoul dn't

we try to, help such humanoids? | mean hel p theminstead of abandoni ng then®"
"That is an interesting phil osophical point, Six," Nadreck adnmitted, "but not
a Pal ai ni an

one. To us, everyone on the wong side is equally wong. He will go along with
what is

wrong, and therefore he, too, is, wong. W do not attenmpt to save such
entities, we sinply

elimnate them"

' | am uneasy about your argunent, Nadreck. Can it be that | amnot worthy to
be graduat ed

and receive ny Lens of Arisia?"

"Not at all, Six. Not at all," Nadreck was unmoved. "You have an affinity for
t he

war mt bl ooded, hunman sense of conpassion, and, of course, your religion is far
di fferent

frommne. You will nake a good Lensnan, able to work closely with the
fireheads."

The Ki nchook then proposed a startling idea: offer her council nenber the
choi ce of

| eaving Togra or staying to face the devastating wars. The proposal, she said,
shoul d be

sinmple: join the "aliens" for a trip to another world and be a panpered
"guest" in | aboratory

confinenent for as long as he was happy. Back on Palain VIl the Acadeny could
profit

i mensely fromhaving a |ive humanoi d barbarian to study.

"That is a provocative idea, Six," Nadreck said. "That council nenber is the
cleric of

hi ghest rank for their official church. If he were to cone to the Acadeny, the
entire Galactic

Patrol, as well as our Chaplain General, could be the beneficiary. Yes, we
will put the

guestion to him"



"Why not just take hin?" the apo-Eich' on asked. "Perhaps we will do just
that," Nadreck

said, "but we would be best served by having hi mvol unteer and thus encourage
hi s

cooperation."

Nadreck, now thoroughly famliar with the Noyyonese culture, swiftly contrived
a plan to

tenpt the Noyyonese high official, called Gonitskog. As the six cadets
observed, the

Lensman' s m nd sought out Archbi shop G onitskog within the government offices
and then

firmy yet softly shaped a thought and sent it into the Noyyonese's head.

"I must get out of here," Nadreck whispered. "I nmust find a lonely place to
think. I will go into

the park and think what | should do." These thoughts caressed the humanoid's
m nd,

i nsi nuating thensel ves down into his unconsciousness. "l must go into the park
and pray."

And while the six cadets watched through their senses of perception, assisted
by their

mast er, Nadreck, they saw G onitskog nake his way through the corridors and
the exits

and the gates into the adjoining park |awn.

Then Nadreck threw over the area a zone of conpul sion, masking fromall but

G oni t skog

the event that followed. Fromthe sky cane a whirling aircraft. It was the
Pal ai ni an shi p,

Sapphire, appearing in a form-as suggested by Nadreck in the humanoid's

m nd-f rom

cont enmporary Noyyonese lore. The real, though distorted, inage was i mediately
recogni zed.

"The disk fromthe sky!" the man said, recogni zing and naming in his own

t ongue t he

| egendary flying saucer of humanoid cultures. The man wanted to turn and run
but Nadreck

encour aged his paral ysis of wondernent.

"Gronitskog!" Nadreck placed a call in the excited brain. "W conme from

anot her world

and we give you a choice.’
coul d either

keep his present, uncertain life or enbark on. a new adventure in the stars.
Nadr eck had

no fear of disclosing forbidden information, so he told the truth of the

Z- Acadeny and what

it would nmean to the humanoi d. Nadreck did not speak of gods, nor did he
nmention the

actual place or the Galactic Patrol or the Lensnan; any future nonitoring
Boskoni ans

woul d cone to their own bew | dering concl usions.

Nadreck was al ready pl anning for Gonitskog --the Togran humanoi d, archbi shop
of

Noyyon, uncommitted Boskoni an dupe-to be assigned, on alternating half years,
as a

resident alien at both the Pal ainian and Tellurian GP academies. Yet, in his
heart, Nadreck

had a sense of inpending doom He had no suspicion, however, that it would
lead to the

exposure of an extraordinary spy within the ranks and at the very heart of the
Gal actic

Patrol .

The choi ce, Nadreck expl ai ned, was that the nman



Because of Gronitskog, Nadreck altered his plan to return directly to Palain
VI1. He and his

band of Z-cadets went to Tellus so that hunmans at the Academny mi ght exam ne

i ndoctrinate, and certify as psychologically fit for duty the vol unteer
Gonitskog. It was there

in the towering skyscraper, Wentworth Hall, heart of the humanoi d Acadeny of
the Gal actic

Patrol, that by chance they met Kinball Kinnison. The informal conference that
followed this

nmeeting of old friends was the begi nning of what was to beconme the. death
struggl e of two

gal axi es agai nst the pernicious, dianetrically-opposed double assault of two
pr epost er ous

eneni es.

A score of variously colored spheres whirled crazily around '"in the air. They
wove

t hensel ves into a heni sphere surrounding the small band of Patrol nen, zoom ng
in close

for an attack and scooting away. They varied in size froma foot in dianeter
to nearly three

feet, and each one, brilliant in their primary coloring, was studded with gun
barrel s poki ng

out an inch above their crisscrossed shells. Wsps of snoke from burning oi
and powder

puf fed fromeach muzzle as it fired.

Li eut enant Benson C oudd, sweat streaking his face, turned and dodged and
fired again

and again. Sometinmes he was in front of his charges, six young nen in the
spot | ess silvery

gray unifornms of Acadeny cadets, and sonetinmes behind them

The young men were equally busy fighting off the spheres. In their right hands
wer e

conpact DelLaneters sending out short but continuous bursts of energy beans.
Hal f of the

beans were tuned for high intensity-thin, flam ng rods of enornous™ power. The
ot her hal f

were set at |large aperture, one naking a cone-shaped pattern and two formng
fans of

energy. The cones, with mininmal penetration capacity, slowed all approaching
projectiles

to a wal king pace so that they could be picked off by expert marksmanship. The
fans were

anot her defensive tactic, exploding the bullets that passed through them The
r ods,

al t hough used to pick off the shells individually, spent nost of their force
on of fense, raking

the sides of the spheres, |eaving black marks and sl ashes with each hit. One
energy rod

woul d score on a bright blue ball, another blast would strike a green gl obe
squarely. In

each case, there would be a shower of sparks and the attacker woul d bounce
away

unharned. Blue, green, red, yellow, orange-they crowded in.

"Great! Geat!" Coudd was shouting. "Cover each other! Keep noving!"

Li ke some extraordinarily violent dance, the seven of them were hoppi ng madly
up and

down and back and forth on the brown-carpeted floor. Myst of the time they
seened to be

synchroni zed in an exceedingly well choreographed routine, two or three of
themhitting, or



nearly hitting, a sphere as it drove in on them forcing the attacker to be

i naccurate inits

fire.

"Keep going!" doudd urged, gasping for breath. "Don't slacken! They'l
soon- suf f er - power

drain!" One of the cadets was knocked to his knees by a direct hit. The
spot |l ess fabric

over his left shoul der blade had turned into an ugly brown-and-purple splotch.
Two of the

others nmanaged to pull himerect with their left arms, never losing their
concentration on the

flying objects and firing steadily.

Three quick hits were scored by the spheres, on the thighs of tw cadets and
on Coudd's

right calf. He felt the sting, but no pain. In return, five or six of the

gl obes spit a shower of

sparks and spun downward, half out of control, thinning out the strength of

t he hem sphere.

Every human bei ng was marked with wounds now, except for one red-haired youth.
Suddenly, in the mddle of his chest, the nasty brownish purple splattering
appear ed.

"You're dead!" C oudd shouted. "Stay down!" Although with no visible cue, the
remai ni ng

six simultaneously noved a few paces t the side, away fromthe prone body, to
clear their

footing for the continuing fight. The brown carpet was splashed with dark

br own- and- pur pl e

stains soaking into the fabric.

The rapid fire fromthe spheres was intermttent now, , grow ng noticeably
weaker. The

beams fromthe Patrol nen's guns were intercepting the projectiles fromthe
spheres

al nost without fail.

"They're out-of ammunition," Coudd said. "Ready for-the axe!"

Wth a prodigious series of bounds, acting as one, the group of six noved
several yards to

some stacked space-axes.

"Now! " O oudd conmanded

Their pistols went back into their holsters as each one's left hand reached
for an axe.

Cl oudd wrapped his huge fists around a tacky handl e and hefted his axe, his
eyes on the

circling spheres. From second to second he and the others dodged the

occasi onal pell et

fired at them They were all in a ring now, axes at the ready, fending off the
spheres, but not

seriously striking at them

A space-axe in the two hands of a skilled, strong man is an awesonely deadly
weapon.

Few, if any, force screens could deflect the cutting edge of an axe that

wor ked, not from

energetic frequencies, but from sheer physical power. Its pure dureum nmess,
thirty pounds

perfectly bal anced, slid al nbst uni npeded through force fields designed to
strengthen with

every increase of the nmegavelocity of a projectile or the negavolt of a
projector. Its

nol ecul ar - sharp edge woul d cut through the strongest personal arnor and
lightly plated

defenses. No wonder that the mpbst renowned fighting nen, vanBuskirk's crew of



Val eri an

Patrol men, preferred the space-axe to any other weapon.

"Now " Cl oudd barked out, and one by one, as the opportunity presented itself,
their

bl ades bit into the shell of a globe that came too cl ose.

Wthin a minute the ranks of the balls had been deci mated. The remai nder
whirl ed about in

a spiral and di sappeared.

A happy Coudd threw his axe to the ground and attenpted to enbrace the five

j ubi | ant

cadets who surrounded him Then, quickly, he noved over to the fallen figure
and hel ped

himto his feet. "Sorry, Djereth," Coudd said, "Soneone was bound to die. You
were it. But

you were just as outstanding in this fight as all the others.’
red- hai red young

man a playful tap on his chin. "For your sacrifice, you'll lead the victory
par ade tonight."

"And you, Lieutenant Benson C oudd-" cane a powerful thought, which they al
clearly

heard, "-you were truly magnificent. Fool hardy, but magnificent. Not that ny
own young

students agree--to them your performance was, rather absurd, if not downright
silly for

being so contrary to reason and comonsense. But then, | tell themyou are
human. "

Cl oudd | ooked up in amazemnent.

Standing on the platformthat encircled the gymasi um were seven | arge
figures in

atnosuits, and one of them had the distinctive markings of a Pal ai ni an Second
St age

Lensman. C oudd recogni zed the suit, confirmng his identification of the

t el epat hi c

t hought. He knew who this was, but found it hard to believe that the Pal ainian
was really

there.

"Nadreck!" O oudd burst out, w th genuine pleasure.

He gave the



5 Reunion at The Crcus

"Nadreck!" O oudd repeated-and snil ed.

From wherever it was that the Palainian had cone, and for whatever reason, he
had cone

in good spirits, playing his little joke. Nadreck was wearing his frivol ous
Gray Suit. There

were six other large figures in atnosuits standing next to him in their plain
met al numy

cases with novable feet, all obviously Z-types, and they nmade Nadreck's

out r ageous

parody of a Tellurian's Gray Uniform'stand out |ike the proverbial sore

t hunb. Nadr eck

didn't wear clothes at hone and couldn't wear clothes while associating with

t he hunans,

but he expressed his peculiar sense of hunor by dressing his |ight arnor or
atnmosuit with

i npractical garments and buttons and belts and badges on occasion. He found it
particularly effective in making hinself seem nmuch [ ess of a nonster, and sort
of fun, when

neeti ng humans who weren't used to him After he had created his effect and
made his

point, much like a heavy nudge in the ribs of his human friends, he would
strip off his

costume, and with the exception of his Patrolman's rank and the transparent
panel , about

where a normal heart would be-to display his Lens when necessary-he woul d be
as plain

and unadorned as his cadets. Actually it was all the fault of the dragon
Lensman, that

m schi evous Worsel of Velantia. Nadreck was noted for his |ack of sense of
hunor - a

condition that was the target for the teasing banter of Wrsel-and this was
Nadr eck' s

| ogical, if heavy-handed, nmanner of disarm ng Wrsel and indicating that hunor
was not

entirely unknown to him

"Nadreck!" C oudd repeated, dismssing his cadets with a wave of his hand.
"Waere did

you cone fronP" " | came fromny own training exercise. Against a real foe.
Wth my own
six cadets, like yours. | taught mne to stay out of trouble, not Iike you.
Hand- t o- hand

conbat is barbaric when one has a good m nd--and you do, Coudd, even if you
aren't a

Lensman. Wth Lenses, why should your human young ones get into such trouble?"
"Yes, Nadreck," Coudd sighed, brushing away sone of the brown and purple
powder t hat

had dried on his calf. He had spent a long tine in Nadreck's conpany while

t hey had been

chasing first 'the Dregs of Onlo through the Kresh-kree system and then the
dat adr ones at

t he Pi nwheel DW33 nebula with no success. He had been |ectured to
frequent|y-when

Nadreck hadn't been conpl etely incomruni cado. Nadreck was a "funny. duck" to
Cl oudd,

but he was always frank, |ogical, and single-mnded. Even with the physica
barrier

bet ween them always forcing one or the other to be suited up in the other's
presence, a



maski ng curtain keeping themapart, it was difficult for the Tellurian to
overcone his

vi sceral repugnance for the strange entity. The humanoi d races had an

i nstinctive revul sion

for the Z-races, worse than the Homp sapiens had for reptiles. This was
reinforced by the

fact that nmost of the worst of the Boskonian villains were Z-types or their
kin. This sense of

rejection was in part responsible for Nadreck and his il k being secretive,

i ntrospective, and

egocentric. Cloudd ultinmately had had a marvel ous tine bei ng uninhibited and
mental |y

free, relaxing his iron conmposure, because Nadreck was absol utely uninterested
in the

man's personal affairs once C oudd had been classifled and his life-pattern
filed away in

Nadr eck' s cavernous mi nd.

"Please join me in the visitor's |ounge tonight, Coudd," Nadreck said. "W
have some

tal king to do.'
bal cony.

The visitor's lounge in Wentworth Hall was known discreetly as The Circus
because it was

round with gl assed-in segnented sections |like a spoked wheel. The hub of the
anphitheater could be utilized alternately by any of the aliens whose segment
had been

environnental |y adjusted. Dependi ng on the nunber of races or types. of aliens
in

conference, the description was, within the Acadeny, nodified appropriately,
such as, "It's

a tworing circus today," or "Five rings tonight at The Circus."

When Benson Cloudd arrived that evening, Nadreck was already there, talking
mental |y

through the walls with the Acadeny Commandant, while the archbi shop G onitskog
was in

a section by hinself. Nadreck was half out of his flexible pressure suit,

whi ch he usually

wore under his armor. The enpty arnor, |ooking |like a sarcophagus from which a
nonst er

had energed, was grotesquely resting at an angle in a corner. Through the
eddyi ng, frosty

soup of Nadreck's atnosphere, Coudd could see his shifting shape, like a
dimMy seen

deep-sea man-creature. The commandant was in the center and nodded to C oudd
when

he came to his front w ndow

"I'"ve been discussing with the commandant the future of that barbarian over
there,"”

Nadreck said, giving Coudd a nental picture of the dignified humanoid sitting
stiffly on a

chair, a white Acadeny gown draping him To O oudd the alien | ooked |like a
Tellurian-Martian with' features that suggested a cultured man rather than a
bar bari an.

Nadreck' s thoughts quickly filled Cloudd in with 'the details.

" 1 have agreed to | eave Gronitskog here on Tellus for a few days of

He turned away and | ed his cadets back through a door off the

exam nation. | hope he

will be sent on to Palain VII to show to our graduating class before they
depart in about ten

days. | have al so requested the conmandant to rel ease you as soon as .possible

i n order



for you to come to Palain to |lecture the upper classes on datadrones. Can you
follow ne in

a few days?" C oudd, although accustomed to Nadreck's precipitous deci sions,
found this

one too quick and unexpected even for his own inpetuous lifestyle. "Wy, ah
that's nice, |

guess, Nadreck, but my work-"

"Your work here is conpleted, Coudd,"” Nadreck said inperiously. "You' ve been
here

weeks and have | ectured on the datadrones, and you' ve taught everything there
is for you

to teach. The Z-cadets need to hear of your experiences firsthand. Wiat's to
interfere with

t hese pl ans?"

"Not hing, really, | suppose,” Coudd said. He cocked his head at the
conmmandant .

"Per haps the conmandant has sone nore definite plans for nme?"

"No, Lieutenant,"” the commandant said. "I have no plans for you to be on

per manent staff.

And there's no appoi ntment being considered for you as an officer trainee for
t he Lens-you

have stated, | believe, that you wouldn't be interested.”
"well...." Coudd said, unsure of what he wanted. "Then it's settled,"” Nadreck
said. "I'm

| eaving at mdnight. You can followin tw or three days on the nonthly
shuttle run.

Agr eed?"

"Why don't you stay for a few days, Nadreck?" C oudd said, avoiding the
guestion, stalling

for tine to conpose hinself, and finding his idea worthwhile even as he
broached it. "Stay

and see our graduation. This. is the third class this year and it nunbers over
a hundred and

twenty. You'll have plenty of time to get back to your own graduation
cerenoni es, whi ch,

understand, aren't held for another week or ten days."

"No, Coudd," Nadreck said. "Thank you, but | rnust return. Before | do,
however, | want to

know t he | atest about the datadrones. Sit down, Cloudd. I'll be with youin a
nmonent . "

Cl oudd idly watched Nadreck conclude the conversation with the commandant and
consi dered what he had to say. Over a year had passed since the phenonenon of
t he

dat adr ones had brought himinto contact with the highest echelon of the

Gal acti c Counci |

and its Patrol. H s independent studies of the plague of probes that had

fl ooded t hrough

the First Galaxy had led to his comm ssioning in the Special M ssions Forces,
changi ng

himfromthe i ndependent space rover known as D. D. "Doubl e-dee" Coudd into
Pat r ol

Technician Cass TripleA, then into Lieutenant Benson C oud. He had tracked

t hem

caught them and dissected them but he had not solved their nystery. Were
did they

cone fromand where did they go to? He and Nadreck had scoured the Pi nnwhee
sector

for a trace of themand had failed. They had sinply evaporat ed.

That they had headed out of the gal axy toward Andromeda had never been
confirmed.



Ol oudd had wanted to check out a Patrol ship and press on toward Androneda,

t oo, but

going out of the vicinity of the "nei ghborhood," neaning the two gal axi es of
CGvilization and

their satellite galactic clusters, was absolutely forbidden by all the highest
aut horities. That

initself was a nystery that bothered C oudd. So, he had spent the past half
year

establ i shing a Departnment of Datadrones for Kinnison and the Gal actic Council,
somet i nmes prospecting by hinmself for the el usive datadrones, but nost of the
tinme

overseeing the conpilation of all reports and statistics concerning these

i nformationcol |l ecti ng machi nes that had appeared, seem ngly from nowhere, for
a year or

so and then vani shed as inexplicably . as they had come. He knew not hi ng nore
now t han

he had when he had | ast net with Nadreck. The only thing that had changed was
hi s

attitude. He was fed up with the paperwork, he was bored stiff with the

| ecturing, and he

was dying to get out on the trail once nore, cold and dead as the trail was.
When t he commandant had gone, taking Gonitskog with him Nadreck turned back
to

Cl oudd and found the Tellurian worked up into a consum ng desire for a change,
of scene

and acti on.

"Perhaps," Nadreck said, "after you do your briefing next week at Pal ain,

wi |l arrange for

some of mnmy cadets, ny new Lensnen, to nmake one nore search

Perhaps, | say, Coudd. It will be up to you to inflame themwi th the desire
to pursue this

course of action.” :'I will!" Coudd vowed. "I dam well will!" "Good,"
Nadreck said. "I nust

confess that the Z's and the Z-oil's are not easily inspired. They do not
have the burning

ent husi asm that you and other Tellu-rians, especially Kinnison, can devel op.
If you can

inspire them | wll be nmuch pleased and | will help you in every way to make
your work
meani ngful , too." "Wat shall | prepare for?" C oudd asked. He had heard

runmors of what

the Z- Acadeny was like fromthe Tellurian cadets, but he knew he coul d not
bel i eve any of

the stories.

"Let me show you," Nadreck said. "Relax and follow nmy thoughts."

Ol oudd was suddenly in an utterly dark place. "You are underground in Palain
VI1," Nadreck

expl ai ned. "Look with your eyes and feel with your senses so you can
understand, but | wll
have to help you a bit."’
lights. "We have

In Coudd' s mind s eye, the scene grew bright with

no lights, of course, but for you it will seemwe have." The cl assroons were
i nterl ocking,

random y joi ned boxes, |like a mass of square-shaped soap bubbles. "They are
solid on

three sides, but for you they will seemtransparent.” In the cells, sitting,

novi ng, sonetines

upsi de down or spread out on walls, were the cadets. Cccasionallv one would
fl ow down

fromone half open side into another cell or would attenuate itself upward



into a cell above.

Everywhere there was equi pment in strange designs, all transparent, and
seeming to be

as mul tidi mensional as the Z-cadets thenselves. "The machinery is not that
way, really, but

| have nmade it easier for you to see.”

Cl oudd coul d recogni ze the instructors by the silvery harnesses that passed
around and in

and out of their bodies. Mst of the entities |ooked alike, varying only
slightly in size, nuch

i ke Nadreck, obviously Pal ai nians. But there were other nonstrosities there,
too. They

were nore strange and nore grotesque than any entity C oudd had ever
encountered. The

variety of Z-life inpressed him "They are only a few of the billions from
t housands of
Z-types, | nust hunbly confess,” Nadreck said. "W are lucky to get even a

m ni num f or

our recruiting purposes for our standards are high and the personal notivation
is not at all

as natural as it is with you Tellurians."

Thr ough Nadreck's mind; C oudd noved rapidly around the warren of rooms and
canme, for

the first time, to a corridor that had separate doors. Behind the walls were a
hal f dozen or

so other lifeforms in their own environnments, a couple of A's, Qs, T's, and a
WAZY and

ot her m xed types. "Yes, they are “cages,' as you imediately think, but they
do get out in

pressure suits, and they do have recreational |eaves when needed, and, please
note, there

are already two Tellurians tenmporarily on the staff, so you will have

conpani onship. One is

of the female sex, so you may find a mate, who knows?"

"Fascinating," Cloudd said. "I'"'mnot interested in a wife." He thought of the
bri de he had

al nrost had who had di ed because of the zwilnik pirates. "Besides, she's

pr obabl y

interested in the other Tellurian considering the circunstances,” C oudd
added, drily.

"That is true," Nadreck said. "I was only suggesting that a new conbi nation

m ght nake

new possibilities. Do you really find this picture I have shown you so

depr essi ng?"

"Well, let's say, it's an acceptable starting point. It will be new, it wll
be different, and it wll

| ead to our renewed chase of the datadrones, won't it, Nadreck?"

Cl oudd, now brightening at the prospect of adventure, took |less than a day to
wrap up all

hi s | oose ends.

When evening had cone, just after the final supper hour when the graduating
cl ass had

sung their traditional songs in the ness hall, Coudd went to his quarters for
his last mnute

preparations and an early bedtinme. The followi ng day would be a full one for
him There

woul d be the graduation. cerenpnies in the norning and in the afternoon he
woul d be

boarding the shuttle run to Palain VII, the last one for a nonth.

He was rel axed, his feet up on a cushion, listening to the life of the



Acadeny, when he got

the call to go to The Grcus. H's door had been open and the of f-duty sounds
from The

Shaft came sharply to his ears. Five hundred feet up, froma wi ng of the
topnost, ninetieth

floor, cane the jubilant sounds of the noble Five-Year Men, those who woul d be
graduati ng

on the norrow. The Shaft was twenty feet square, with ninety bal coni es without
railings, the

hol | ow core of the magnificent, dazzling chrom umand gl ass tower of Wentworth
Hal I . The

Shaft was filled with floating students in junp belts going and coni ng al ong
its

passageway, 'but there was no noise fromthem for the graduating cadets were
ruling this

week. Only they were allowed to be heard, and the joyous |aughter and shouts
and

occasi onal , spontaneous renderings of "Qur Patrol" were as thrilling to the
under cl assnen,

who anticipated the day when they would be up in "the Eyrie.

Cloudd felt the nmonment keenly. He hadn't been in the Hall for even one, short
senester, but

e had been caught up in its traditions. There was gnawing within himthe
desire to cone

here and earn the Lens, but he knew that he could never, space-bitten veteran
as he was,

ever share in the youthful enthusiasm of these exceptional young nmen. He woul d
never

"drop free" on comencenent day. He woul d never, no never, as nmuch as he
dreaned it,

step fromthe top floor for that glorious free-fall to the ground. The

di zzyi ng,

br eat ht aki ngpl unge |Ii ke a human stone was a thousand feet straight down. Only
a

graduating classman could take it tined to an exquisite finish with heels a
fraction of an

i nch above the marble floor as inertia was snapped back on by the steady hand
at the

uni form bel t.

"Li eutenant C oudd,"” the "nessage had conme. "Your presence is wanted in the
visitor's

| ounge. "

When O oudd wal ked down the steps of the anphitheater, through the staff
section, he

found the two gl ass doors leading into the Hub were w de open. Inside the Hub
there were

two dozen people, all Tellurians, but when he raised his head and gl anced at

t he encl osed

sections, he saw that one was occupi ed. Through the reddi sh-blue, frozen haze
of

Ri ng- One he saw Nadreck. Nadreck! The Pal ai ni an shoul d have been gone two days
ago!

"I"ve been waiting for you, Coudd. You are not going to get much sleep
tonight. You will be

meeting with your friends now, but shortly we will be having a conference.”

Ol oudd pressed -courteously through the outer line of people in service
uniforms mlling

around and caught sight of the aging formof the nost powerful nman in

G vilization, Port

Admi ral Hayes, the president of the Galactic Council



Next to himwas the chaplain general of the Patrol, Chon, in a black civilian
suit! Who was

that he was talking to? It was! The slimfigure with the silver face was the
robot oi d woman

Lensman, Lalla Kallatra! A flush of mxed irritation and pl easure burned

t hrough him That

bi zarre and di sturbing Lalla Kallatra!

A greater shock, however, came fromthe recognition of the sturdy,

br oad- shoul der ed

figure behind her. Inpeccably dressed and grooned, his dark hair sweeping
across his

broad forehead and his jutting chin thrusting froma stiff collar that
glittered with braid and

badges, it had to be. : . The ruggedly handsone face, stern and hunorous at
the sane

time, turned toward him Their eyes net. The man raised his hand in casua
greeting. This

was the person O oudd nost admired, the hero of the gal axies, Kinbal

Ki nni son! Ki nbal

Ki nni son, hi nsel f!

Cl oudd opened his mouth to speak a wel come, but the Gal actic Coordinator had
turned

away to talk to soneone el se

What in the devil was Kinnison doing here? Wiy was Nadreck still here? Wasn't
that-?

Yes! That was LaForge, admiral of the Grand Fleet! Wiy all the notabl es?
"Hell o, Lieutenant O oudd," said a soft, but powerful voice.

Cl oudd turned. The small, iron-gray beard and the florid face bel onged to
Chapl ain

CGeneral Chon, and C oudd stamrered out a greeting. The first thing C oudd
sai d,

i mpul sively and to his enbarrassnent, was, "Wat is Kinball Kinnison doing
here?" "He's

cone to see his son, Christopher. You know about the baby's training, of
course?"

"Yes ... That is, | believe ... infans vitae ..

"That's howit's formally known, through nost human cultures, that is. Mre
popularly, it's the

Better Baby Course that's what we call it. You ever had any experience wth
chil dren, sons
or daughters, | mean, nieces or nephews, perhaps?"

"No," Cloudd said. Al the pain of his past life with Lucille surged up to
choke him He had

had his dreams with her-marriage and children. Al nost on the eve of their
marri age the

pirates had killed her. Nearly three thousand entities had di ed when the space
l'iner had

been cut to pieces by the Spawn raider. There had been one survivor:
ironically it was the

owner, the man whomthe vindictive outlaws had really wanted to destroy-D. D
Cl oudd.

The wonder of it came to himagain, and the torture-why was it that he |ived
and that such a

pretty, sweet, innocent girl as Lucille had died? H's subsequent wld career
as an

adventurer along the spaceways, in and out of the Patrol, had heal ed the
wound, but left a

tender scar. "Lucille and I would have foll owed the Better Baby practice, of
course. "

"I amsorry, Benson," Chon said, his cheeks even nore flushed with distress.



"l phrased

t hat awkwardly. Forgive me. | know how nmuch you | oved her."

"No, no," Cloudd said. "I'mthe culprit. It was all the recent excitenment over
Chri st opher

Ki nni son's birth that raised the old ghosts. I'mknown as the perennial

bachel or, so what

you sai d, knowi ng what you know about ne, rel eased those deep down feelings
I"ve built

up. Actually, | appreciate your understandi ng. Anyhow, .-about the Better Baby
Course, I'm

not a hundred percent sold on the idea that all geniuses are nade, not born
But |I'm highly

in favor of planned stinulation right frombirth. Lucille felt no effort
shoul d be spared during

the first fewnonths. In fact, she felt that planning before and during her
pregnant period

was also vital. W had things well thought out, as you can guess. Anyhow,
heredity is

i mportant, too." "Certainly. That's still a hot controversy. | take the niddle
view, of course
Naturally |I feel that God still gives us our potential and it's up to us to

make the best of it. |

go along with the conputer analogy up to a point, but someone has to build the
conmput er,

for good or for bad, and there are certain preprogranmed things put in the
organi sm-instincts, animating essences, or, if you will, the soul."

Coudd's mind was drifting off the subject. Hi s thoughts were on Lalla
Kal | atra. What had

she been doing for the past six nonths since he had briefly seen her when

Nadr eck and he

had skipped through Utra Prine, the Patrol base on Kinnison's planet, Klovia,
the center of

the hustle and bustle prevalent nowin the Second Gl axy?

"What's Lalla Kallatra doing here, sir?" Coudd said, feeling that Chon woul d
not resent the

prying of alowy lieutenant. "lIs she still doing psychical research? Have

t here been any

devel opnent s about Ei chwoor ?"

"Lalla is here as Ms. Kinnison's conpanion."

"M's. Kinnison?The Red Lensnman is here?" C oudd swivelled his head back and
forth, his

dark eyes searching the room anxious to catch a glinpse of darrissa My
MacDougal

Ki nni son, the fabul ous first woman Lensman. The expectati on he now had of
nmeeti ng her

thrilled him The fact that Lalla Kallatra was a wonan Lensman, too--to his
know edge the

only other one in two gal axi es, and sonmeone he had worked with-didn't dimnnish
the allure

of the Red. Lensman one particle. Kallatra was a robotoid-yes, a freak, just a
young kid

wi th enormous talent and an unlucky life-but Carrissa MacDougall was the

undi sput ed

beautiful heroine of two gal axies, the fermale of the | egendary matched pair.
"Well, actually,"” said Chon, "she's at the Institute of Advanced Pedi atrics.
Visiting

Chri st opher, you know. He's been here for a nunber of weeks and obvi ously
she's m ssed

him He's been away from her |onger than she'd had him But now she'll begin
her training



along with him and | dare say, knowing the abilities of Ms. Kinnison and
suspecting the

abilities of her child, they'll both be returning to Klovia in a few nont hs.
expect she'll cone

by to see us all before this little social gathering breaks up. You haven't
met her yet? You' ve

areal treat in store for you. And incidentally, Benson, | don't believe |I've
had a chance to

say how glad | amto see you. You |l ook fine. Do you like lecturing? Don't you
wi sh you were

back out there in deep space chasing those things you were after? | w sh |
wer e younger.

I'd have chosen a few years of wild adventure. There's so much going on, so
many things to

do, and I'mafraid I'
visits get awfully du
sonetinmes. "

Cloudd was a bit taken aback by Chon's frank selfrevelation. Yet it wasn't so
remar kabl e.

G oudd had a high degree of intuitiveness; he was very sensitive to the
personalities and

reactions of people despite his strong attenpts to tone down if not ignore
this softness in

hi s nature--and Chapl ain General Chon had i npressed him as being forthright
fromthat

very first day in Kinnison's office at Utra Prime on Kl ovia.

"In fact," Chon added, "she's here now "

C oudd caught a glinpse of the famus red hair, but before he could nove

cl oser, there

was a shifting of the group in her direction, she was swallowed up in the

uni fornms, and then

she and her husband were noving out the far doorway.

Gl oudd turned away, disappointed, and al nost knocked down Lalla Kallatra.

Her reaction was swift. Instead of a stiff-|egged novenent away from him she
apparently

activated the wheels under the soles of her knee-high boots and skated a few

i nches

backward out of danger. Their faces had conme close to touching and, for an

i nterm nably

I ong split-second, her wi de eyes had gazed into his. Wre those electrifying,
bl ui sh-gray

orbs of hers real? He had wondered that once before. Surely such deep eyes had
to be

living cells to affect himso?

"Hell o, Coudd." Her polished metal face, a Lens inbedded in the mddle of her
shi ni ng

forehead, could give no expression. Fromunder her cloth skullcap there peeked
curls of

brown hair. This was something different from how she appeared last tine.
Vanity, d oudd

t hought. The android is typically fenmale. That touch, however, nade her seem
nore human

and his feelings warnmed toward her

"Hello; Kallatra. Welcone to the MIky Way." He extended his hand. "How have
you been?

Ceneral Chon tells nme you cane with Ms. Kinnison. WIIl you stay with her
whil e she's

here? It's good to see you.'
"I"'mfine. | hope you have been, too.
hers. He

Il never have the chance. You know, these high |evel
[l

He really nmeant it.
" She made no effort to take his hand in



renenbered the cool, hard feel of those netal fingers the last tinme. "Please
excuse ne,

Cloudd," she said. "Cris has left and | must be with her. | expect to stay a
f ew days,
perhaps we'll find a chance to visit." She began'. to stalk around him

O oudd suddenly felt angry. She was snubbing hi mand no machi ne was going to
do that to

hi m

He grasped her left-shoulder, gently. It was the first time he had touched
her, except for

t heir hands, and he was shocked at his audacity. She stopped but didn't turn
her head.

"Don't go away nad, Kallatra," he said. He tried to sound |ighthearted.

"I"'msorry, Coudd," she said. "I really do have a lot on ny nind. Please
believe me. | do

hope we neet again. Call the Institute tonorrow. Please excuse me. | nust go."
And she left.

O oudd watched her |eaving the room noving stiffly in her standard

t uni c- and- pant al oon

uni f orm

"Well, 1'lIl be dammed," C oudd said under his breath, his mnd in confusion
"Go along, Coudd," a voice said within his head. It was Nadreck. "Go al ong
with them"

Cl oudd | ooked up at the conpartnent Nadreck was in. The nmonster seened to be
wavi ng

his tentacl es or arns.

" I"mnot invited, Nadreck," Cloudd said. "That's the entrance to the private
reception hall.

Nobody goes there without an invitation."

"You are invited. | invited you. You will be my representative,"” Nadreck said.
"Don't waste
time. Go!" "You?" Coudd said, startled. "You invited ne? But they have to

invite me---don't

you under st and?"

" |1 understand. It's been arranged. The conference is to take place now. |'l]
be there by ny

sense of perception. You nust be there physically. There are docunents to | ook
at. Wiat's

the matter with you-don't | nake nyself clear?"

"Ch, yes, Nadreck. You do. I'msorry." d oudd shook his head as though to
clear it. The

whol e past hal f hour had been bewi | dering. But Nadreck was a Second Stage
Lensman,

and Nadreck knew what he was doi ng.

Cl oudd went into the roomat the end of the |long corridor. The reception hal
was just |arge

enough to hold the dozen people confortably. It was |uxuriously furnished in
ancient earthly

style, with thick carpets, upholstered furniture, pictures in gilt frames on
the paneled walls. It

was a roomstrictly for Tellurians and their kin, with one wall of full-length
wooden fol di ng

doors suggesting it could be nade | arger

Al nmost everyone was seated on the soft couches and in the easy chairs when

C oudd

cane in. Kallatra stood at the far right. Kinnison stood in the center
hol di ng a sheaf of

papers in his hand. When Kinni son saw Cl oudd enter, he gave hima cheery wave
of his

hand and a big snile. Then he becanme serious again.



"W have received these reports since we've been in The Circus," Kinnison
sai d, waving

t he sheaf of papers to enphasize his point, "and they are all garbled. W have
done our

social duties in the past hour. W have just the graduation cerenonies,
tonorrow. | think

we can all attend. | believe there is no suspicion as to our real purpose for
bei ng here. You

have all been convincing in your reasons for coming to Wentworth Hall. Let's
keep it this

way. "

Ki nni son | eaned agai nst the edge of the heavy table and rested informally in
his favorite

| ecturing pose. "The garbled reports are proof, if we needed any nore. Qur
machi nes are

playing funny tricks. Patrol comrunications are in a shanbles. W' ve got
interference and

aberrations in all. our equipnent."

Ki nni son tossed the paprs down next to himand put his hands on his thighs,
bendi ng over

in that betweenyou-and-ne posture, massive head tilted up, dark eyes under his
f r owni ng

eyebrows peering at each person individually.

"Friends, we've lost contact with ten percent of our forces on the other side
of this gal axy.

concur with the majority of you. This galaxy is about to be invaded by sone,
as yet,

undet ect abl e eneny. "



6 Rai ders from Nowhere

The el ectronic noi se began as an inaudi ble humand rapidly rose in frequency
and

anplitude to a skullshattering scream The entire spaceship quivered under the
vi brati ons,

with relays and cutoffs poppi ng open as danger points were reached. One by
one, the

m xed crew of non-Oxos withed to the decks and | ost consci ousness.

Lensman Di ck Arnstrong, the only one aboard who was A-Oxo, being a Tellurian
oxygen

breather, was in his pressure suit on his way to the navigati on room when the
troubl e

began. As the only one isolated fromthe environnent, the rest of the crew
breathing their,

to Arnmstrong, poisonous air and working w thout clothes, he was anong those

| east

affected. By the tinme he reached the chart room only. the tough old Onl onian
navi gat or,

Noc, was still on his loose-jointed | egs. Armstrong coul dn't speak Onloni an,
al t hough he

could read and wite it, but his Lens sorted out the frantic messages passing
bet ween Noc

and Fi nndha, the Pal ainian captain of the freighter Palai-Kkai

"Bad trouble, Cap'n!" Noc was not only strongly projecting his concern, he was
literally

shouting his agitation above. the piercing din, blasting nessages through the
conmuni cati on pipes. "No collision reported.

W ain't hit nothing. Al outside readings are normal. The breakdown's inside.
My nonitors

show di sruption of the Bergenhol mchips. Wat's Praast say?" Praast was the
engi neeri ng

of ficer.

"Praast went into the boxes at the first sign that we had a problem and he
hasn't cone out,"

the captain replied. “And none of his staff are answering either."

Noc had hi s upper appendages w apped around his head and didn't see Arnstrong,
but

he sensed his presence. "Do something for us, Lensman! Use your Lens!"

The situation didn't appear 'critical, although Noc obviously was in a panic,
and there was

not hi ng that Arnstrong could do about it anyhow. He had no job as part of the
crew. He

was sinply a Patrolman on rim patrol, autononpbus and unfamiliar with the
ship's routine,

nost especially this ship, which he had never been on before.

"It's the dammed drive," Noc said. "I told ya and | told Praast the. thing
woul d gi ve out one of

t hese days when were in top free flight. So it's finally happened. Even | can
tell that."

"Don't overheat yourself, Noc," the captain said. "W got two hundred
passengers on

board,"” Noc yelled. And we got another hundred fifty raw, ignorant nenials.
This scow s a

freighter, not a passenger shipand |'m a navigator, not a panpering chi ef

st ewar d.

What t anuh gonna do when they run riot?"

That explains a lot, Arnmstrong thought to hinself as he heard Noc's conplaint.
They had

i nsisted on a human for the rimPatrolman to avoid "psychol ogical intimdation



of the

pl easur e- seeki ng passengers" when actually they were relying-on his human

i gnorance to

avoid criticismof their substandard accommodati ons for their living cargo.
Noc was

probably right; a serious panic was a distinct possibility.

"Shut up, Noc!" the captain ordered. "'Watch your instruments. |'ve pulled
the plug. W're

going inert." This ", rimpatrol" was supposed to be sinple and utterly
boring. It was a

Gal actic Patrol surveillance assignment established around the edge of the

M| ky Wy,

carried on nost intently on the side toward the Second Gal axy, as an early
war ni ng system

Wth Boskonia so potent in the Second Gal axy, invasion fromthat direction had
been a

constant threat before the Patrol had |aunched its own invasion, fought the
Battl e of Klovia,

and subdued the Second. Now that the | evel of danger had been substantially
reduced,

with only small fleets of pirates anticipated, a rimpatrol assignment was
certain to be dull.

The duty was not nade any nore bearable by the use of nonschedul ed,

i ndependent ,

tranp cargo ships to carry the Lensman

The deep-space freighters, irregularly com ng and goi ng over obscure routes,
were idea

observation posts for the occasional, unpredictable Patrol surveillance

assi gnments. The

vessel s, usually small and unobtrusive, curved around the flattened side of
the disk of the

M1l ky Way en route fromone side to the other, free of the conplexities of

i ntragal actic

navi gati on.

Armstrong considered hinself lucky to be given even this dull chore. He saw it
as a uni que

opportunity for study and experience to further his forthcomng civilian
anbitions to be a

consultant in racial psychology for a big transportati on conpany. Nadreck had
arranged

the special duty for himat his request, still appreciative of the help
Armstrong had given

hi m not so | ong ago on Pal ai ni an Research Laboratory Five. That taste of rea
advent ure

had made it possible for himto enotionally accept this task, so different and
| onely,

especially with Z-types.

"Not hi ng' s happening!" Noc said. "My readings're still crazy!"

No sooner had Noc conpl ai ned than the ship gave a lurch. Noc bounced agai nst
his chart

table, while Armstrong banged into the wall. Armstrong was shaken but unhurt
because of

t he cushioning of his suit.
"The ship's slipping out,"
to nean that

the freighter was losing its inertialess nbde in an erratic nmanner, which
could end in an

atom c explosion. "By Klono, |I'mswtching back in!"

Buf feting started as the ship wavered between the two states. Under Bergenhol m
drive,

Captai n Finndha said. Arnmstrong rightly took that



theoretically only the tenuous matter in space prevented the ship from
reaching infinite

speed. Making top speed, so inmportant for profitable tranp freighter
operations, was why

this ship and so many like it circled on the outside of the galaxy instead of
going through it.

Bergenhol m "free" speed was in inverse ratio to the density, of matter in
space. Going

around or over, the gal axy produced the fastest speeds and the | east chance
for any

surprises. Rmpatrol was a quick trip through enpty space, at the fastest
practical speed,

fit for only semretired, retired, and reserve Patrolnmen. Once in a long, |ong
whi |l e, however,

somebody never cane back. The buffeting stopped.

"We're back into free," the captain said, his voice comng out of all tubes
and el ectric

speakers throughout the entire ship. "Check for danage."

The response came back quickly. fromthe regular crew. There were a few m nor
i njuries,

but not hi ng seri ous.

The report fromthe hospitality crew, on the other hand, was rather
unsettling. "Chief

Steward" Noc was told that a couple of crew nenbers were dead or dying and

t hat anong

t he passengers "even worse" had taken pl ace.

Noc pulled an assistant up fromthe table he had crunpled over, shoved himin
front of his

control board, and left in a great hurry to straighten out the ness bel ow. The
scene on the

nmoni toring screen for the passengers' |ounge was di stressing even to

Ar st rong, who

under ordinary circunmstances had difficulty judging the health or condition of
a Z-entity. This

freighter had once been primarily a passenger carrier; later, the main |ounge
had been

converted into cargo space; recently, because of the increase in persona
travel after the

reducti on of the Boskonian piracy nenace, the cargo hold had been reconverted
back into

a passengers' salon. The decorati ons were new but cheap, the furniture was
chosen nore

for durability than beauty, and the floor plan was awkward and led to
overcrowdi ng. The

result, even to Arnstrong, was obvi ous chaos: grotesque passengers coll apsed
on chairs

and floor, having pulled down the decorations trying to retain their bal ance,
and the

i ghtwei ght furniture shoved around in a hazardous fashion

Armstrong was suddenly consci ous of sonething far nore renmarkable on the
exterior

noni toring screens. Space wasn't enpty!

Spaceshi ps seenmed to be everywhere

"Noc! Betzman! Riaml Get back to your posts!" The captain's face was on the
comand

viewi ng screen, his face uglier than ever to Arnmstrong, undoubtedly distorted
by strong

enotion. An al arm began to whistle and clang. "Defensive positions!

Uni dentified

nmechwar e! "



Crewnen were crowding into the navigation room including Noc. There was much
excitement, with flashing Iights and dozens of gl ow ng visualizations on al

t he screens.

Armstrong was roughly shoved into a corner and ignored while he kept probing
the m nds

around himwith his Lens, trying to find out what was happeni ng. He had the
cl ear and

uni versal inpression that whatever was happeni ng was unexpl ai nabl e and
frighteningly

nmysterious. The Lensman projected his telepathic feelers out into 'space in
search of any

ot her sentient beings, but he felt no response. He checked his Ordovik crysta
detector; the

readi ng was negative-no hyperspatial tube nearby.

"Stand by!" Captain Finndha said. "Stand by for inert!" The captain was
bringi ng. the

freighter out of free flight into inertia. Like everyone el se, Arnstrong
braced for the

expected jolt when the shift took place.

Again there was a shock that unpl easantly shook the ship. Armstrong coul d

i magi ne the

addi ti onal pandenoni um and i njury anmong the terrified passengers.

"Curses of Klono!" the captain exclainmed. "The damed thi ngs have dropped down
al ong

with us! We're headed upstreaminto the thick of them Deflector screens ful
on! Collision

course! Prepare for deflections! Prepare for collisions!"

Noc had all the screens focused outside, fromvisible Iight frequencies on
down to

supraetheric. Mwving swiftly past the freighter were objects of assorted sizes
and vari ous

shades of silver. They vaguely resenbl ed torpedoshaped spaceshi ps. No

i dentification

mar ki ngs were vi si bl e.

"All gravity fields reverse! Check! Al engines reverse!" Arnstrong had barely
time to grab

a handhol d before the artificial gravitation began fighting the inertia of the
decel eration

process. He felt as if his arns were going to be dragged. fromtheir sockets.
Capt ai n

Fi nndha was sl amm ng on full energency stop, trusting that the gravity field
reversal woul d

be working properly to prevent every |oose object within the ship from being
squashed fl at

agai nst the forward bul kheads. Good God! Arnstrong thought, if the fields
weren't

operating properly in the passengers' quarters, they would have their already
shapel ess

masses mashed into puddles of jelly. The captain was shutting down to zero
forward

nmotion, jockeying fromside to side to avoid the objects that seenmed to be on
a direct line

with him obviously afraid to nmake a sweeping turn, which would expose the
ship

broadsi de. The silvery projectiles now seened to nunber in the hundreds.
Armstrong felt the deck turning under him The captain was executing a

pi nwheel turn,

rotating the ship on its own axis. This was a fancy maneuver expected from a
war shi p, not

froman anci ent passenger-cargo vessel



"Full ahead!" the captain shouted.

The Tellurian Lensman again felt the deck pressing up against him his body
straining to

resi st the conpression. A full pinwheel turn and a junping acceleration on a
one hundred

ei ghty degree reversal! Sone trick! Ch, the poor passengers and their staff!
"Prepare for inertialess drive!" The captain sounded cal mer now, although

Ar st rong had

to marvel that Finndha had never |ost his self conposure under the assorted
probl ens t hat

a Patrol captain would have found trying. Armstrong swung around slightly,
into a nore

confortable position, wedged in between the squirning, |eathery torso of one
of the crew

and the wall of the small room He could still see the screens with their

pi ctures of silvery

cigars. The projectiles had sl owed down relative to the freighter, which was
now pi cki ng up

i nert speed.

Silvery projectiles. Wiat was that? Farther away they were grayer, fading off
into invisibility.

Their nunbers could be infinite, nore unseen than those seen. There was an
obvi ous

correl ati on between their appearance and their distance fromthe ship. The

cl osest ones

were the brightest, alnobst mirrorlike in their sheen; slightly farther away
they were silver; far

away they were gray, and then al nost black. There weren't just hundreds, there
wer e

t housands upon t housands!

"Bet zman! \Where are our rear deflector screens?"” " | put all the power into
our front ones,

sir." "Y' dam fool! Qur rear is uncovered now. Shunt sone power into-"

Crash! The noise vibrated up fromthe bottomof the ship through air and netal
and rattled

everyone in the navigating room

This is Rlam Captain. The eneny just blew a hole into aft section R The

aut oseal s have

i solated sections Q R and S."

"Classification now hostile," the captain inforned his ship. "Prepare to repe
boarders."

Armstrong, at the first identification of the |ocation of the crash,

i medi ately probed the

area with his Lens. Hs powers were limted to registration of life forces and
he coul d read

none.

"This is Lensman Arnstrong, Captain Finndha," the Tellurian telepathed. "I've
scanned t he

damaged area. There are no lifeforns.”

"Check, Lensnman! Do what you can aboard. Al so Lens out our position and status
and get

some hel p. Riaml Round up sone of the purser's nmen and be ready to armthemto
r epel

boarders. The Lensnan says no pirates are aboard, but it' may happen in the
next stage."

Lensman Di ck Arnstrong sent out his messages, an official report and a | ow
priority cal

for help. Hs calls went back into the galaxy to the chief of the Rm
Surveil | ance Section, but

there was added a special signal for Nadreck's attention, which fulfilled



Arnstrong' s
prom se to "keep in touch.” He reported the appearance of unknown craft and
t he
possibility of destruction by chance or by choice. He stressed that there were
possi bly
t housands of unidentified objects, varying in size, but he couldn't be sure
what si zes.
Havi ng no fixed reference point, they could range froma small space torpedo
up to a large
freighter. They had not made a hostile nove, although damage, by design or
accident, to
the rear of the undefended freighter had been reported. The unidentified
swar ns were
heading in an angle that would take theminto an outer armof the MIKky \Way.
The freighter
"m ght be in need of rescue nonmentarily. A score of Lensmen picked up his
nmessages for
relay on to Operations HQ

don't know where they came from
and none of
nmy records show a thing. My guess is that our path crossed theirs in free
flight and that they
had no instrunentation to notice us, to notify us, or to anticipate
over |l apping fields of
i nfl uence that would disrupt both our tracks."
"A chance encounter, in other words, ". the captain said. "Could be. One of us
knocked t he
other out of free flight and we're still entangled. That neans we got bunped
accidental ly
when | pulled back fromrami ng one of those things we were running down. D ja
hear that,
Ri am ?"
"I heard, Captain. But |'m breaking out the weapons for ny party of thirty.
"What ?"
" 1 | ooked through the autoseal w ndows. There are things noving around on the
ot her
side.” Riamwas a col d-bl ooded Yl orian who couldn't raise his enotional |evel
one degree
if he were standing in front of an execution squad.
Armstrong inmedi ately | ooked at the screens that Noc and Captain Finndha had
redirected, but they were bl ank. The assunption was that they had been made
i noperative
by the collision, but now the situation was uncertain. Armstrong threw his
mnd into the
penetrated area. He did not have the power of perception and there was no
lifeform
t hrough whi ch he could get any inpressions, so he saw and felt nothing.
"Lensman, " Finndha said. "Take a |ook..."

Noc was saying. "None of my charts

"Sorry, Captain;" Arnstrong said. "lI'munable to find any trace of organic
life. There mi ght
be other forns or robots. | can't tell."

"Captain!" Noe's shout was painfully sharp. "Captain, |ook at starboard
screens three and

four! It's a manmot h spaceship!"

Armstrong gl anced above Noc's head. There it was, a huge gray sphere! Ten or
twenty

mles in diameter, maybe larger, for judging the size was difficult; if not
i mpossi ble. And

beyond it? Beyond it?

"Captain!" This tinme it was Arnmstrong's turn to sound agitated. "There are



nore than one.

see anot her beyond it. Darker. Maybe even bigger."

"Yes, Lensman," the captain said. "There are dozens of them"

"Dozens?"

"W can read the screens better than you," Noc said. "Look on the port
screens. There are

nmore." He flipped through the entire battery of screens.

"There nust be hundreds, Noc," the captain said. "If there are bl ack ones out
there, the

nunber could be unlimted."

"Captain," R ambroke in, quietly. "Those thingsthey're trying to break into
the ship."

"Thi ngs? What things?" Captain Finndha asked, distracted by the situation
out si de.

"The invaders."

"The i nvaders?" Several screens in the navigating roomflashed white or gray
as he tried to

pi cture sonething. "W're getting nothing on our screens. Whatta they | ook
i ke? Whatta

t hey doi ng?"

"They opened the bul khead doors and are nmoving slowy down the main corridor
t oward

the Iounge. | can't see too well through the glassports. Looks to nme like a
hundred spheres

about two feet in dianmeter. They could break in at any of the connecting
passageways. |'ve

i ssued weapons to ny group and |'ve dispatched three maids to cover each
doorway. They

have no authority to fire until you issue instructions. | recomrend | circle
around into the

| ounge and i ssue weapons to all conpetent passengers.”

"Klono!" the captain exclainmed. "If they start wecking doors, . . . we'll
| ose our atnosphere,

and we're a thousand personal |ife-support systems short. . . It'll be
nmur der !,

"That may not be a problem Captain. They've kept the corridor seal ed. They
open doors,

they don't blast them™

"Boskoni ans!" the captain said. "Sure as the nine purple hells! Do what ,you
have to, Riam

You have ny conplete authority ... Lensman! Who're the eneny? Find out. Use
your Lens
Noc! | want to know nore about those ships outside.”

Armstrong had anticipated the captain's request. He had taken the initiative
to punch up

screenings on the corridor and doorways, w thout any success. He had carefully
sifted

through all the mental waves filling the ether, finding the feelings of the
i nhuman

passengers -a turnoil of pain. Through all frequencies he found sone kind of
pervasive

i nterference, going right down partway into thought and etheric wavel engths.
The

screenings did not hold firm against the Lens, but neverthel ess he found
not hi ng he coul d

identify as intelligence. He conbed the ship. Then he projected outside and
mental |y

poked at random sanplings of everything he could see. Nothing.

Dick Arnmstrong was a trained Lensman. He hadn't exercised a fraction of his
i nher ent



talents and latent abilities; now he sunmoned everything within his will power
and ained it

at the main deck corridor. He conjured up a two-foot spheroid, and he threw
his full

energies against it.

He felt something! H's sense of power was incredible! The thrill of realizing
he was so

pot ent overwhel med himfor a noment. He was showi ng hinself to be a true
Lensman, a

positive force, not a passive intellectual, and he was very greatly pl eased.
The spheroid he visualized bounced away, gl ancing from one conpanion to

anot her.

Sonehow hi s nental powers had made this happen.

"They' re suddenly noving around faster," Riamreported wi thout pronpting. "The

spheres

are kind of excited, but they're pushing ahead at the same rate. | expect the
| ounge doors

to slide open at any noment. |'m here with about a hundred passengers, passing
out

weapons. |'musing part of ny force to police the rest of the passengers and
even sone of

the crew. They're alnpbst insane with fear. I'"'mgoing to try to drive them back
to their

quarters:"

Armstrong, elated to be nmaking sone kind of positive contribution, was,
however,

realistically disappointed that nothing was bei ng acconplished. He directed
hi s

rudi mentary psionic powers outside. He visualized, with the help of the
central starboard

screen, the nearest silvery cylinder, and strove to penetrate its hull. The
cyl i nder

i medi atel y vani shed.

Armstrong tried the sane procedure on another, |arger spheroid. This one
seened to

waver and beconme unstable, but it did not vanish. Could be, the Lensnman
guessed, they

react to inimcal thoughts, so the first had gone into free flight and the
second one was on

the edge of doing it.

The Tellurian shifted his attention to a big cylinder, big enough to be a
destroyer-cl ass

spaceship. Again he tried to press his nind into the interior. He couldn't.
This tine he

asked, Who are you? W are friends. W are fell ow Boskoni ans." Amazingly, the
si de of

the ship materialized a huge bl ack enblem the traditional skull and
crossbones! The ship

was a pirate! There were other markings, too. This sleek cigar-shaped nachine
now

showed ot her special nunmbers and.markings in black letters. In red letters was
A-ZZ. No

doubt about it, this ship was part of an organized fleet. One and all, they
were mani festly

Boskoni an probes, warships, or both.

The strain on Armstrong was too much. He had to drop 'his concertration. He
had,

however, found out sonething inmportant. He reported it to Captain Finndha.
"It figures," the captain said. "The raiding parties' are robots. In the past
few m nutes, while



you've been in a trance, they've invaded the | ounge and have a smaller party
com ng

through the crew s stairwells toward our control room They seemto open and
cl ose our

doors at will. The lounge | ooks |like sonething out of Dante's Del goni an

I nferno. The robots

are sucking the life out of our people."

To illustrate what he was saying, the captain put up several screens fromthe
| ounge. They

weren't white or gray or blank anynore; they displayed incredible visions of a
battle and a

ghoul i sh feast going on sinultaneously.

In a semicircle, backed against a wall near the doorway to the main corridor
a small party

of uniformed and naked nonstrosities was blasting away at a wall of gl obes
churning two

or three deep. Farther into the | ounge were others of the passenger-nonsters,
as

Armstrong now saw themin their primtive crawlings and posturings, in various
st ages of

prostration. Over them hovered scores of the spheres. To Arnstrong, they
seened to be

punpi ng fluids out of the withing bodies! The sight was nauseating.

The ray beans slipped off the sides of the globes |ike sprays of water off
greased paper.

The gl obes had many jointed, sticklike appendages thrusting from sockets at
their bases

and wavi ng about haphazardly. Some of them had standard GP approved weapons in
their

grasp, stuck out at the end of their armrods, pointing in every direction and
not firing.

Sone of the gl obes were draggi ng passengers off the tops of piles of
passengers.

The scene was utter, horrible chaos.

"Lensman!" It was the captain, speaking sharply to get his attention, and
shutting down the

screens. "Wat have you heard fromthe Patrol? W can't raise them on our

st andard

bands. "

"I"ve sent out information and calls for help, Captain.” "Call Nadreck, can
you, Lensman?

You have the power, you have the authority, you know hi mand he knows ne_.
Call him sir.

| inplore you. He's got a speedster that can get himhere in hours, maybe even
within

mnutes. It's bad enough that 1'mgoing to | ose many or all of my passengers,
that 1'm 1l osing

nmy. ship-but | think I'"'mgoing to | ose nmy own existence. My |ifeboat doesn't
stand a purple

chance of breaking through all these Boskonians. I'Il take you along with ne,
of course,

Lensman, but | think we're dooned. Get that message across to Nadreck, wll
you? He's a

superbody. He's ny friend. For ny sake-for Klono's sake--get himhere now "



7 Lensnen CGet Their Orders

The al arm cl ock was buzzing, at first softly, and then nore insistently. It
was six A M

Cl oudd groaned, rolled over, turned it 0o%; and put his feet on the cool floor
He was

extremely fatigued. H's night had been terrible, filled with nmuch tossing and
turning and

unpl easant dreans.

The eveni ng had not lasted very |ong, but when refreshnents were served,

Cl oudd had

lingered awhile, hoping to talk to Kallatra. He was di sappointed to | earn that
she had

excused herself immediately in order to arrive early the next day at the
Institute of

Advanced Pedi atrics, but he did talk to Kinball Kinnison, who al ways nade a

poi nt of
speaki ng personally with as nany peopl e as possible.
After sone chitchat, Kinnison had said, "I understand that you're part of this

conf er ence,

Cl oudd, at Nadreck's request, which nakes plenty of sense to nme. W' re working
out

assignments tonight to give out tonorrow norning, and you're included, teaned
with

Nadreck. In you he's got a Tellurian to be close to, one to identify with.
Nadr eck' s al ways

wor ked al one in the past he just doesn't nmingle well with humans, and no
wonder. That

goes for Z-types, too--their lethargic ways irritate him Now, you're the
exception. Since you

knocked about together out around Pinwheel, chasing the datadrones, he's got
i mrense

confidence in you. And so do I."

"Sir," Coudd began. If anyone could give himadvice, it should be

Ki nni son- -who was

concerned with every one of his men especially since Coudd had chosen

Ki nni son as his

standard of excellence. "Sir, I'"'mnot a Lensman and | don't know if | can
measure up. If |

were on ny owmn |'d be gung ho, but I'mnot sure |I should accept this duty.
Don't get ne

wrong-1'mnot looking -to be a Lensnman."

"Cloudd,"” Kinnison said with a laugh, "half the Lensnen | know felt that way.
Don't worry

about it, just do your job, that's all that's expected of you. Nadreck knows
what he's doing,

believe ne. Trust him"

So Cloudd left feeling better about hinself, but worried about the

uni verse--what did it al

nmean? Before going to bed, Coudd softly called Nadreck's name, not wanting to
awaken

the Palainian if he was resting for the grueling norrow. He wondered what

i deas Nadr eck,

who had nonitored the neeting through doudd' s mnd, mnight have.

"Li eutenant C oudd." Nadreck, awake; instantaneously entered his mnd. "Do you
doubt

me? Have ny past performances been so pathetic that you shoul d question ny

wi sdon? |

was hurt by your expression of doubts to Kinnison concerning ny choice of
you. "



Cl oudd was surprised and genuinely contrite. " | apol ogi ze, Nadreck. He should
have put

his worries directly to Nadreck wi thout showing disloyalty. " | didn't doubt
you, | doubted

nysel f. But you are right."

"We are both at fault, | nore than you. You doubted because | failed to
convi nce you of your

wort h. Remenber, | know your capabilities, and you are neither worse nor
better than what

| know you to be. | reject your apol ogy as unneeded."

Cloudd felt strong again, know ng Nadreck's evaluation. H s self-doubt was

vi ci ous and

puzzling. Way? Lucille's death had driven himfrom conventional respectability
to reckl ess

space adventuring, -facing everything and fearing nothing. Since joining the
inner circle of

Lensmen, though hinmself not a 'Lensman, for no discernible reason he had felt
inferior. He

was bei ng changed and part of hinself resented it. Wat did he really want to
do, to be?

Fortunately he was about to see action again. He could decide his future
later. He said, No

apol ogi es on either side, then, Nadreck. I'm QX and |"'mw th you."
"Good. You Tellurians are conplex creatures, and we do not think alike. Tel
me al ways

when you have nisgivings so that | nmay understand you. We do not have the sane
intuition, as you are Tellurian and are different, and that is why | chose
you. | do not need

nor want a Lensman

"Now l et ne tell you how this has all come about. You Tellurians have a need
to know

things, and you are a fine specinmen of a Tellurian, intelligent yet
irrational, optimstic while

pessim stic, stupid yet brilliant. But it is your intuition that | need,
Tellurian intuition, and you

do have it to a renarkabl e degree.

"This conference was brought to my attention by accident. | canme to the
Acadeny just as it

was happening. This is a Tellurian conference, because the Tellurians and
thei r humanoid

relations seemto be nost affected. | have not solved that riddle
yet--although | believe it

has something to do with you humans havi ng the best technol ogy and therefore
are prime

targets.

"This Tellurian conference is top secret, but having inadvertently becone
aware of the

basis for it and because | ama Second Stage Lensman, and at hand, | was
invited. |I don't

think I was really wanted there, even telepathically, for diplomatic reasons
and as a matter

of precedence. My presence is considered premature. That is why you are ny
representative, nmy Tellurian representative. President Haynes, and Ki nni son
t oo; now

consi der ny presence fortuitous--they did not. invite me by slighting
others-and the first rule

of absol ute secrecy concerning know edge limted strictly to only those who
need to know

has been maintained. "

Nadreck seened to be through, so Coudd thought: "I really don't know what



this is all

about. | have not been briefed. Should I know? Do | need to know?"

"I can tell you this. There have been a disconcerting series of events taking
pl ace, starting

at the edge of our galaxy in the direction of Cassiopeia and noving inward.
Conmuni cati ons becone garbl ed and spacecraft go tenporarily out of control

Qur

conput er banks have started nal functioning. Nothing di sastrous has happened,
but the

synptons are very serious. Because our defense systens were the first

technol ogy to be

af fected, the Galactic Council becanme concerned and turned the problemover to
Tregonsee, as head of the MIlitary Intelligence Service. The MI1.S. gave the
opi ni on t hat

this could be a prelude to an invasion from outside the gal axy."
"From out si de?" Coudd said. "But that's fromthe wong direction if we assune
it wll be

Boskoni an. | would think any threat would come fromthe direction of
Saggitarius."
"And so would I. That is what would indicate that the attacking vessels would

have to be

i nvisible and not register on any detectors. Gtherw se, they wouldn't be able
tocircle

around our gal axy and attack us, as it were, fromthe rear. _But |let us save
t he specul ation

The neeting in seven hours may furnish us with nore details.”

And so Cloudd had retired and had his fitful rest. The meeting was schedul ed
for nine

o' cl ock back at the |ounge, but C oudd had determned to be at the Institute
bui I di ng before

eight o' clock to look for Kallatra. She wouldn't be expecting him but he
hoped to have a bit

of time with her before the official gathering. Wien C oudd found the right
section, he had

to talk his way through a security check. The Kinnison heir was thoroughly
guarded, even in

this two hundred square miles of highly restricted mlitary property. He had
the credentials

to get up to the BB wing, and no sooner had he stepped out of the el evator
than he saw

Carrissa Kinnison in the center of a huddle of nothers, presumably, and
depart ment

personnel. Lalla Kallatra, however, was not one of them

"Thank you, thank you very much,"” Carrissa was saying. "l appreciate your

ki nd wi shes. "

She was nodding and sniling as she noved toward the doorway to the nursery.
C oudd quickly stepped close to her, before she could slip through, draw ng
two guards

toward him The younger was a Lensman, with a broad white streak in his dark
bl ond hair,

wearing the | apel badge of an MI.S. officer. Security furnished by
Tregonsee's Mlitary

Intelligence seened unusual to C oudd, but considering the | ady and her baby
it rmade

sense.
"Excuse me, ma'am" Coudd said. "I'mLieutenant Benson C oudd and |I'm | ooking
for

Lensman Kal l atra." She | ooked himsquarely in the eyes. Her direct, forceful
gaze was

al nrost a physi cal shock. Her tawny brown, gold-flecked eyes showed hima truly



remar kabl e wonan. She shook her short bronze-red hair negatively. "I'msorry,
Li eut enant,

she's not here this norning. She has an inportant nmeeting in an hour and she's
resting."

"I's she all right?" doudd asked, on an unexpl ai nabl e i npul se.

"She's a bit under the weather," the Red Lensman said. "Nothing serious." Her
eyebr ows

arched qui zzically and her attitude warned. "Wren't you and she involved | ast
year in

wor ki ng out sone trouble with ny husband?" When he nodded, she said, "I
remenber your

nane. You were spoken of highly. I'mvery pleased to neet you." She held out a
firm young

hand for himto take.

She had drawn himinside the room and they were talking small talk, which he,
in a daze to

find her such a fine person, hardly heard or conprehended.

" and being here at the Academny, you're famliar with the Better Baby
Course," she was

saying. "Well, not really.
"I"'mlearning nyself. It's nothing newthe idea that the ability to take in
facts, basic facts, is

an inverse function of age. Genius is acquired by the earliest possible
frequent, intense,

and extended stimulation of the brain to devel op a sophisticated cortex."
Clarrissa was an

ent husi ast .

"The brain is an organ to be exercised, encouraging the myelin insulating
sheat hs

surrounding the tails of the brain cells for-proper interconnections. The nore
synapses, the

nore brain power. Christopher is being provided with an operating system to
use

conputer jargon, basic skills for perform ng future conplex tasks." She

st opped and

| aughed.

"I do go on, don't 1? | must be keeping you fromyour work. You'll find Lalla
wi th my husband

in the Hall someplace. But before you go, wouldn't you like to take a peek at
ny young

one?" She turned to the plate glass wi ndow and tapped on it with a ring to
sunmon a

nurse. Cl oudd noticed that she wore no Lens on either of her slimarnms. For
the first tine

he noticed al so that she was dressed sinply in a softly fem nine dress, a very
attractive

| ady.

The nurse brought a baby in his arms, and the two in front of the glass |ooked
down at it,

one with great pride and |ove, the other with awe and respect.

The baby was beautiful, of course nothing remarkable, being so incredibly tiny
and barely

weeks ol d, but somehow appearing strong and powerful. The little eyes opened,
there was

a flash, a glint, a sparkle, that seemed peculiarly striking, and the eyes

cl osed and the

Vi si on was gone.

Christopher K. Kinnison, child of the Lens.

Cloudd left the hospital feeling uplifted and depressed at the sane time. He
didn't try to



anal yze his feelings, instead he sinply allowed hinself to recognize that he
had had a

uni que, never to be forgotten experience. The baby was the ultimte,
perfection. He was

suddenly conscious of his own physical inmperfection, and he jamred his left
hand into his

si de pocket as though to hide the fact that half of the last two fingers of
his | eft hand were

-m ssing. Soneday. Someday sonething was going to happen to himand he woul d
dare

to seek to becone a Lensnan.

He was there at five minutes to nine and so was Lalla Kallatra, but there was
no tinme to talk

to her. He studied her under |owered eyel ashes. She was a statue, a parody of
a wonan;

to think that she was the other woman Lensman was to be aware of the al nost

i nconcei vabl e contrast. Was there something wong with her? What did Carrissa
Ki nni son

mean by saying the robotoid was' "under the weather?" The body was
nmechani cal - she

was all nachine, except for her brain. Did she have headaches? Ch, well.

Cl oudd snorted

at his thoughts and derisively nunbled to hinmself, "she's probably got a
-screw | oose. "

Ki nni son got right to the point. Nothing new had devel oped overni ght. He was
turning the

neeting over to President Haynes.

Haynes, naster tactician and strategist, wasted no tine either. He jutted out
his chin, ran

his still strong fingers through his graying hair, and said, "I have your
orders here on the

table," tapping themwith the fingers of his other hand. "You will pick up
your copies when |

di sm ss you."

"Now |'mgoing to give you a sunmary of your assignnments:

"Kinmball Kinnison is to return to Klovia to organi ze the Grand Fleet of the
Second Gal axy.

"Clarrissa Kinnison stays here at the Institute, training with the Kinnison
baby and guardi ng

hi m

"Raoul LaForge will assenble the Grand Fleet of the First Gal axy, operating
out of Prime

Base for the present. "Chaplain General Chon is to talk with the recent

def ect or,

Groni tskog, about the possible inplication of the Eich. In one week's tine,
dependi ng on

his findings, he will go to Velantia for discussions with L2 Wrsel

"Lalla Kallatra will go imediately to the Wrsel Institute on Velantia for an
exam nation

and for research on the latest activities of the Eich, later to nmeet with L2
Wrsel and

Chapl ai n General Chon.

(A oudd i mediately noted the phrase, "for an examination." What did it nean?
Was

Kallatra really ill?) Wile Haynes was listing the assignnents for other
Lensnmen whose

nanes C oudd didn't know, C oudd was studying the inpassive nmetal face of the
girl

robotoi d. How ol d was she? Seventeen, eighteen, nineteen? He coul dn't
remenber. Had



she recovered fromthat terrible noment out there in deep space? Had she been
truly

retrieved fromthat ghastly tragedy when her body had been destroyed and her
fat her had

given up his life to save her brain? Was she dyi ng? Wul d he ever see her

agai n?

" and Li eut enant Benson C oudd. " Cloudd snapped back, aware of Haynes's
cl osi ng

words, ". . . will be going with L2 Nadreck.

"Remenber, |adies and gentlenen," Haynes finished, your reports daily to L2

Tr egonsee

are essential. That is all: Now let's conduct ourselves as if. the graduation

day cel ebrations

were our only interest and | eave as naturally as possible. If |I don't see any
one of you at the

spaceport, please be assured that my best w shes and those of the Council go
with you."

Everyone began shuffling about, getting copies of their official orders at the
table. d oudd

noticed that the Lensman with the broad white streak in his dark blond hair
was there, but

Clarrissa Kinnison wasn't. Wthout being obvious, C oudd jockeyed hinself into
position so

he could talk to Kallatra

"Pardon me, Lalla,"” doudd said, "I |looked for you at the Institute this
nmorni ng, and Ms.
Ki nni son told nme you weren't feeling well. | hope you're better." He nmade that

statenent as

much a question as a w sh.

"She told you that?" Kallatra's peculiarly sem human nmechani cal voice was very
| ow. The

di fference between it and that of the sweet, rich, and softly erotic voice of
Clarrissa

Ki nni son that he had just experienced was pathetic. "Please don't speak of it
here." He

could barely hear her in the buzz of conversations. He said nothing. He stood
there

pretending to exanmine his orders, waiting for sone positive sign from her
Finally O oudd could stand the suspense no longer. “Are you avoiding ne?" he
asked.

"Shall | stop bothering you?

She turned around then and stared at himwi th those expressive eyes. "Walk ne
over to

the Institute, Benson," she said. "I don't have rmuch tine and neither do you."
"1 leave at two thirty with Nadreck. Wen do you | eave?" he asked, as they
wal ked out of

the [ ounge toward the canpus exit. He sensed that sonething unusual was going
on with

her, perhaps between them that he was about to learn, and it made himvery
appr ehensi ve.

"My departure is at one GPT," she replied. "I have just enough tinme to
personal |y say

good-bye to Ms. Kinnison and the baby. You're right; | thought | was avoiding
you for

reasons of security, but I knowthat isn't the real one. You are a peculiar
m xture of an

extrovert and a sensitive, and, because of my own eccentricities, you have
frequently made

me uneasy. Yesterday and today | haven't felt able to cope with soneone I|ike
you.



Neverthel ess, it is inmportant that | do talk with you. | have to pass on a
war ni ng. "

She still seemed distant, but he felt in contact with her again. That he made
her uneasy

was an unpl easant revel ation. But what could the warni ng be?

"By a warning, | refer to information of danger, not a threat to you. | once
nmentioned that in

your search for datadrones you m ght discover. their source to be a so-called
mech- pl anet .

Wl l, | have heard through psychic forces that such a place does indeed exist.
And | am

convinced that it is not within the realmof the Galactic Patrol. | fear that
it has something to

do with E chwoor, the ghost of Eichlan. | suggest that you pursue this with

Worsel and that

you pay nore attention to this Iine of exam nation."

A mech-pl anet! This runor wasn't new. However, that such a place night not be
inthis

pl ane of existence was fantastic! Coudd was intrigued with this entirely new
possibility;

i ndeed, Kallatra was right to warn hi mhe had never thought of -this hinself.

"But | also nust say sonething about nyself," she continued. "I don't want to
al ar m anyone
who doesn't already know, so keep what | have to say confidential: It concerns

my ability

power - - el ectro-psychic comunication, my ability to receive frequencies that
only a few

Lensnmen, |ike Wrsel, of course, can sense.”

"I know, Lalla. You're speaking of psychic forces, not physical processes,

li ke

tel epathy--you're a sensitive, a psychic nedium a-" He paused

"-a soul sniffer.”" She filled in the derogatory termfor him They were
strolling together along

t he snmoot h canpus wal kway, and she stopped to | ook at him her Lens in her

f or ehead

glowing. "But that's not ny only unusual trait. | have sonething else, which
i S now

recogni zed as an affliction.”" He felt the hair rise on the back of his neck
She turned away

and began wal ki ng again. "I am subject to malfunctions in ny circuitry, a sort
of

neur o- mechani cal oscillation, fromoutside forces. Evidentally there are
frequenci es

peculiar to mechanical senmlife fornms that | pick up unwittingly. They affect
nmy robotic body,

but are not recognized by ny organic brain."

"Good Lord, Lalla," he said, "it sounds serious!"™ "It is. | have difficulty
controlling nmy body at

times. This stroll with you, for exanple, is in the nature of an experinent.
How wi Il | do? WII

| falter? WIl | fall? And if | do, will | recover in tine? How | ong can ny
brain live without this

i ndependent support systen?" "Lalla,'
your life in ny

hands and | appreciate your trust, but can | be of greater hel p? Forgive ne
for believing

you indifferent to ne. Wiy should this be happening now? D d your father
Deuce, when he

was simlarly tied to a nechanical body, have this trouble? Wat can be done
about it?"

he said, greatly shaken, "you've put



"The trouble's a recent devel opnent. I'mgoing to Wrsel and there, at his
institute, we're

going to work on ne. You see, Benson," she hesitated and again fixed himwith
one of her

lustrous stares, "there is a far greater calanity that seens to be happening
than that which

affects me. It has to do with the future of Gvilization."

"I don't follow you... "

"I thought you were briefed? Onh, but you nust have conme in late on this whole
situation. I'm

one of the things that's going wong but not just ne, everything, our gal axy,
our culture, our

Gal actic Patrol, everything!"

Cl oudd i mpul si vely grabbed her netal hand. He had a vision of her buckling and
falling on

her face.

"It's our machines. Qur finest, our best, our nost valuable servants of
manki nd and all our

friends. They're devel oping aberrations. Things aren't going right. CQur

i nformati on banks

are churning out errors. Qur conmuni cation networks are mal functioning. Qur
def ensi ve

m ssiles are no longer trustworthy. Even the ships of our fleets are becomn ng
unmanageabl e.

"And I'mthe litmus paper. I'mthe thernoneter that shows the synptons. OCh,
Benson, |I'm

scared!" "Scared?" he said, pretending to feel her pulse, trying to josh away
her fears.

"You, scared? You'll be all right. Wrsel will fix you up."

"It's not for me. I'mnot scared for myself, I'mfrightened that this is the

end of Givilization!"

Li ke a painful cranp in the mddle of his head, Coudd felt Nadreck's thought:
"Cloudd! Kallatra! Go inmediately and join General Chon, who is questioning

G oni t skog.

He indicates there is information about the Eich and their planned invasion! |
want t hat

information within an hour. Kallatra, | want you to | ook for evidence of the
ot her pl ane of

exi stence. Whatever you find, Lens nme at long range. Cloudd is to do the

i nterrogation

t hrough you and Chon. Can you do this for ne, Kallatra?"

"Certainly, Nadreck. I'll nmake the tine."

"Lens you at |ong range?" C oudd said, surprised. "Wat do you nean?,

"At the monent ny cadets are unloadi ng ny personal speedster, and I'lIl be
departing in the

next “few mnutes. Save any questions for ny Lens linkup with Kallatra. I'min

a rush to file

my reports and to clear base here."

"What is it? Has sonething happened, Nadreck?" "There's a Pal ai ni an freighter
that's run

into the invisible invasion fleet out at the rim A rimpatrol Lensman has
just flashed the

word. I'mon ny way there now. One hour, C oudd. QX?"

ok

If Kallatra had seened frightened nmoments before, she certainly wasn't now

Cl oudd had

all he could do by running to keep up with her as she pressed back toward
ventworth Hal l

on her hidden wheels.

Chapl ai n General Chon, wearing his full dress Patrol uniform as customary for



psychol ogi cal advantage in formal questioning, was waiting for themat the
door to the

detention and interrogation roons. He had a notebook in his hand, his thunb
keepi ng his

pl ace.

"Ch, hello, Kallatra! W have fifty-four mnutes, Cl oudd, to neet Nadreck's
schedul e." The

general was fiercely rubbing his beard with his other hand, a pencil sticking
out between

his fingers. He led theminside and down a corridor

"Nadreck is, or should be already, on his way to the galaxy rim He wants you
to interrogate

Gronitskog, d oudd, knowing that ethically |I might have to wthhold sone
things | learn. He

wants the interrogation by you, without Lens help by anyone. I'Il nonitor his
m nd, and

Kal l atra can do the sanme, of course, but it's vital that we don't get into his
m nd and nuddy

it up in any way. This man's a conplete innocent as far as we're concerned. W
Lens

peopl e have to be careful to keep it that way for the purest research--we
could get fact and

fancy, truth and fiction m xed beyond recovery.

"What is exciting, considering our battle with Boskone and its Spawn and our
efforts to

pi erce the eneny's secrets, is that his planet of Togra is controlled by the
Ei ch. The Eich

are so contenptuous of the Tograns that | find evidence they have said things
i ndi screetly,

whi ch this skinny humanoi d has recorded unwittingly in his mnd

"Now let's get to work."

Gl oudd was an expert interrogator, having spent so much tine picking

i nformati on about

dat adrones out of the heads of all kinds of peoples, and races who had
observed things

wi t hout knowi ng what they had seen. Chon and Kallatra acted as dual
interpreters, their

Lenses easily converting the alien's spoken synbols into English.

The hour with the thin brown man went by as if it were only a few m nutes.
"Eight minutes to go, Coudd," Chon said. And then, alnost as if tinme hadn't
el apsed, he

said, "Four mnutes left, doudd."

Cl oudd was drenched with nervous perspiration. He quickly had found G onitskog
to be a

selfish and cowardly person, with no loyalty to his Noyyonese Council of

Twel ve. However,

Ol oudd al so found, as confirned by Chon, that Gonitskog sincerely believed in
his religion

and in -the supernatural. His cowardice reinforced a truly righteous feeling
about the

imorality of starting a planetary war. He al so hated the drug trade of Togra,
wher e

mllions were addicts, nostly for the selfish reason that it reduced or
nullified his religious

power. As Chon agreed, G onitskog was not so much evil as badly educated. But
t he

facts which C oudd sought and found were few and devastating. He recognized

t he

description of the Eich, who were represented as Satanic devils to whom
sacrifices had to



be made. Some were present in halos of fire and could not be seen-probably in
atnosui ts.

Sonme were wraiths who danced in Togran m nds-and who appeared at deathbeds, so
clearly that they could be described as Ei ch. "Ei chwooren," Kallatra had said,
and Chon

had shivered. Coudd was famliar with the Ei ch, but knew nothing but runors
about

Ei chwoor or the Ei chwooren, the unutterably evil ghosts in the other plane of
exi stence. The

prom se of the Satanic Eich was that "the invasion of the other corporea
system of stars

wi Il come when Togra and its nine compani ons have the sanme cel esti al

| ongi tude." That

could be a reference to the First Gal axy being invaded and conquered so that
deservi ng

Noyyonese woul d have other worlds to rule. It was a typical Eich pronse, and
it contained

one very inportant specific clue relating to tine: the conjunction of the

pl anet s.

When was that conjunction? O oudd denmanded. Soon

How soon?

In two revol utions.

In two revolutions around Togra's sun? Two years? No. Two revolutions of the
sun around

Togr a.

Two rotations! Coudd gasped. Two days. Two days and the Ei ch woul d-invade the
First

Gal axy? Attack Klovia in the Second Gal axy?

There was no mistaking the possibilities that existed and the way they fitted
into what was

begi nning to happen out in space.

The deadline had conme, and Chon and Kallatra jointly Lensed Nadreck with the
i nformati on and guesses as Cloudd |listened. The three on Tellus silently
specul at ed over

t he consequences of their information

" |1 acknow edge to you nuch gratitude,” Nadreck said. "W have nuch to think
about! | will

be at my destination soon and will be busy. Meanwhile, C oudd, get G onitskog
aboard the

Sapphire, which nmy cadets have prepared for departure. They have to have a
Patrol man in

charge and you're it, Cloudd. They'll run everything, do all the work, they're
conpet ent, but

you are officially the captain. That ship nust |eave before nightfall
"Ceneral, with all due respect, please acconpany Coudd to Palain wth

G oni tskog, if

possi ble. Fromthere you can proceed to Vel antia and Wrsel

“As for you, Kallatra, you have a terrible burden that | want no part of.
hunbly defer to you

and Wrsel to work on this riddle. You two can fight ghosts, | cannot. Go to
Wor sel wi t hout

del ay. Prepare us for the worst. You have twenty-four hours.

"This is Nadreck, clearing ether."



8 The Dregs of Onlo

Tellurian Lensman Dick Arnstrong carefully considered the chaos aboard the
Pal ai ni an.

freighter Pal ai-kai. Surrounded by alien spaceships, the small civilian crew
and the |arge

body of terrorized passengers and servants seened to be fighting for their
lives. Deaths

seened inevitabl e, although none had been reported. Alien robots were aboard,
but what

they were doi ng was uncl ear. |nexperienced entities were armed and firing
guns,

endangeri ng thensel ves and the ship nore than the robots. The engine trouble
with the

inertialess drive could be a coincidence. A call for help, admttedly | ow
priority, had been

sent by him but no one had replied. Did the nmessage get through or was it

bl ocked?

And now Capt ai n Fi nndha was pani cking, telling himto Lens for Nadreck

For a Lensman, Armstrong felt unbelievably hel pless, this feeling. underscored
by his

redi scovered sense of power. Since his disablenment, Arnmstrong had used his
Lens for

not hi ng nore than tel epathic comuni cation and as a translator of alien
nmessages. Here

he had probed for lifefornms and had found none. He coul dn't take charge of

t housands of

Z-forms, let alone manage a ship he wasn't famliar with or fight with

untrai ned personne

and questionabl e equi pnent.

He had nmentally pushed around sone of the snaller spaceships, but that was
about all he

had done. The one other thing he could do was defend to the death agai nst any
t akeover of

the ship's controls, and that he was resolved to do. He had no intention of

di sgraci ng the

Patrol .

The first thing he did was follow the captain's plea, and he sent out a second
Lensed cal |,

this time with enphasis. The extraordi nary plea of Captain Finndha, with al
its peculiar

Pal ai ni an undertones displaying the contradictions of heroi smand

sel f-centered

cowardi ce, was inelegant, but nmeritorious. The situation was horrible and
desperate, and

Nadreck was needed. So, although his Lensed cry for help went directly to his
surveil | ance

section chief, it was actually an indirect appeal to Nadreck

Al most as a supernatural response to a prayer, a mnysterious force propelled
Ar st rong

out of the room down a stairwell, and out an energency exit into space!

A whir and a, whoosh and it was donel

At one second he had been standing next to Noc the next nmoment he was al one in
space,

a hundred yards fromthe bel eaguered freighter! Wirdly, his pressure suit did
not swell in

the vacuumi he did not float; he did not tunble; he was gripped by sonethi ng
ot her than

gravity!

For several seconds he stared at the scene before him I|ike a nuseum di orana



or a
fanciful entertainment drama. The freighter, fire-streaked and ponderous, hung
like a gray

ornanent in the intensely black void. The ugly hole slashed in its back side
was obvi ous,

with purple mists trailing fromit. Wite, silvery, and gray shapes, el ongated
or round,

drifted slowy past himand his ship. The shapes filled the celestial sphere
as far as his eye

could see. He saw no details; out there in space, with no electronics to
refine and anplify,

he saw only the huge, overall panoply of an awesome swarm of things.

"I"ve encased you in a tractor zone. | want you to take a close | ook at these
t hi ngs."

The t houghts crashed into his head with the stunning strength of a highly
focused m nd.

Nadr eck! Nadreck? Nadreck had plucked himout of the ship and put him here?

| mpossi bl el

"Yes. | am Nadreck. | have done this to you, nmy friend Armstrong, not because
you were in

danger, but because | need you for my inspection of the situation. Do not
fear, for | have an

unbr eakabl e grip on you

"I heard your first nessage some tinme ago while | was at a conference on

Tel lus, but |

i medi ately acted, for your situation is part of a greater, nore serious one.
| did not cone

because of your indirect plea to me just now | was al ready here and have for
many

nmonent s been studying the status of things. You are right, but fromny
viewpoint terrible

t hi ngs seemto be devel opi ng-whi ch means we have work to do."

"Where are you?" Arnmstrong strained his vision, searching everywhere anong the
ghostly

shapes.

"I rest a thousand nmiles away. If | were nearby, you still would not see ny

ul trabl ack,

i ndet ect abl e shi p. However, |ook!" For one brief unveiling, the Tellurian saw
t he Pal ai ni an.

The Second Stage Lensman was sitting am dst the machinery of his inimtable,
extraordi nary one-man spaceship. No one had a private speedster renotely |ike
Nadreck's. It was a transparent octohedron, |ooking very nuch |ike a gigantic
cut jewel. The

ei ght triangul ar planes were revolving slowy, but inside Nadreck and his
machi nes

remai ned stationary. The L2 had the aspect of a fluorescent blue crab hunched
over his

controls. And yet-and yet, he seemed nore |ike a somewhat | um nous spider

spi nning a

web of rainbow hued lights. The ship and its master was an unreal inmage, a
phant om for

behind it, and through it, passed the solid silvery fornms of the strange
craft.

Nadreck, a figure of mist, as tenuous a specter as his ship, was pressing
buttons and now

fadi ng from sight.

"You are not in danger because | am keepi ng nyself away from danger, and while
I'm

conpletely safe, so are you. Qut here | can concentrate and can study what is
occurring.



wi || safeguard you as we undertake our investigations, and | will see the
details through

your humanoi d eyes and interpreting brain. Are you ready?"

Armstrong al nost said, "Ready for what?" but he said, instead, "Yes, Nadreck
I am

ready. "

Armstrong had a sudden gi ddyi ng pl unge "down" toward the nearest cylinder
abruptly

halting within a few feet of its shining surface. He didn't recognize the
alloy. Nor could he

see any signs of manufacture. There were no wi ndows or doors. There were
numer ous

closely-fitted round and square plates on the body shell, undoubtedly covers
of apertures.

Overall, the thing appeared to be an 18-foot-Iong torpedo.

As he was nmoved around it by the manipulation of the tractor zone by Nadreck
he was

ordered to blink out a recognition signal with his hand | anp. "ldentify
yoursel f as a nenber

of the Galactic Patrol," Nadreck said. Arnmstrong mildly protested such a
revel ati on as

fool hardy, but he did it.

On the curved side of the hull a startling insignia came into view -a gol den
nmeteor within a

sunburst, a variant of the Galactic Patrol identification

This was a Patrol weapon? A Patrol probe?

"No, it is not one of ours,"” Nadreck's thoughts cane clearly, gravely. "It is
nmeant to deceive.

| believe it is a copy of a Type-8 datadrone, able to mark itself with false
colors, as it were,

to conformwith or be an ally of its hailer. You saw pirate nmarkings earlier
when you were

read as a Boskonian. | did sone probing on ny own before | pulled you out, and
| can

make them conjure up all kinds of markings. But what |'m/l ooking for is-
Nadr eck pushed

Armstrong up close-to sone enbossed lettering at the blunt end. "There! That
line of print.

| read radiant identification, but what do the letters |l ook Iike to you?"
"85-467-788-A-7Z," Armstrong said, pushing his gloved fingers over the bunps.
| mredi at el y, Nadreck whi pped himto another torpedo to. read its number.
"437Z-00-183-A-7Z," Arnmstrong read. And then to another. And another. And

anot her.

Armstrong was groggy and slightly sick fromhis whirling trips and had becone
di soriented. He realized he was up agai nst one of the large globes, dizzy with
vertigo,

pushi ng both hands al ong the smpothly curving sides, wondering how very | arge
it really

was.

"667-57-8534-9-A-7ZZ," Armstrong said automatically. "Wake up! Look around!"
Nadr eck

said. "Not at the formation. There is a black one in the center.”

The Tellurian Lensman twi sted his head and saw a ring of silvery gl obes,
perhaps twenty in

all, forming a circle about ten mles in diameter. The ring at the far side
seened

i nconpl ete until he realized that gl obes were appearing and di sappeari ng,

bl ocked by an

i nvi si bl e object around which they circled.

In a mtter of noments, Nadreck had swung him around the circle, collecting



nunber s,

occasional ly experinmenting with maki ng GP, Boskoni an, Spawn, or other insignia
appear

and di sappear. The bigger, black one in the center Nadreck avoided, telling
Arnstrong,

"It's a mother ship, which I'd rather not disturb.”

By this time Arnmstrong was too bew | dered and nuddl ed to grasp what was
happeni ng.

He wasn't surprised to find hinself dunped back in the cracked section of the
freighter

where the robots had first appeared. There were no robots now

"I humbly thank you, Arnstrong,"” Nadreck said. "Wen you are in port, please
contact ne,

which is my polite way of saying | order you. I'mleaving for Palain."

"But what has changed? Did you drive them away, Nadreck?" Arnstrong asked. "I
don' t

understand." "The robots and the drones and the ships are gone," Nadreck said.
"They

never fired a shot at your crewmates. They weren't vanpires anong your
passengers, they

were trying to give aid, nmend |inbs, give transfusions. They didn't attack
your control room

they attenpted conmuni cati on. The whol e i ncident was an acci dent, which-they
did their

best to rectify. And now they have vani shed-snap!-wi thout a trace.

"They? Who are “they'? Wiat are "they' ?"

"I shall tell Tregonsee that they are nonviolent intruders, froman unknown
pl ace, but

stemmi ng fromour galactic culture.™

"Nonvi ol ent? Then they're not Boskonian? Did you find any cl ues?"

"OfF course, Armstrong. | amclever, so | found many. . . . This is Nadreck by
Lens for

Tregonsee ... You are S.1.S.? Please relay this to Tregonsee. The incident of
Ri m Pat r ol

Armstrong reveal s nonviolent intruders, froman unknown place, fanmliar with
our gal actic

culture, related strongly to Tellurian culture. Their societal identification
is AAZ-Z or

A-zed-zed or A-zee-zee. This could be a place nane, but | suggest it is
symbol i ¢ of being

fromthe beginning to the end to the very end, an identification of their

pur pose or

phi |l osophy, that is, Ato Zto Z

"This is inportant, Lensman-Nadreck finds no evidence fromthe strange craft
that the fleet

of one hundred thousand are any kind of threat except to navigation. However,
I, Nadreck

find that the Palainian freighter is marked abundantly w th exanpl es of
nmechani cal and

el ectroni c contam nati on, exact synptons of our problens as outlined by our
Gal actic

Council president. My conclusion is that this intruding fleet is connected
with the trouble

and that the A-ZZ synbol applies to the term nation of our Galactic
Cvilization, perhaps

even to include Boskonia and its Spawn. This is Nadreck. Cear ether!™
Armstrong had crawed into the safety of an airlock, gathering his strength to
draw hi nsel f

to his tiny cabin. He was stunned. He felt as if the liquid in his brain
cavity was swirling



around and around like a vortex. He heard Nadreck's order: "Armstrong! Deep
noni t or

your ship-and report to ne on Palain!" and the gargantuan Z-presence was gone.
The arrival at Pal ai nopolis of Coudd, Chon, Gonitskog, and the six Pal aini an
cadets

occurred barely a half hour before Nadreck hinmself arrived in his one-man
flitter. He

i mediately learned that the training ship was |lucky to have arrived at all.
Cl oudd had cl eared the Sapphire's flight plan, and they had | eft the spaceport
on the

Acadeny grounds before m dnight. He and Chon had continued their interrogation
of

Gronitskog al most up to the hour of departure, |earning nothing el se of
significance, while

Kallatra had left in a rush for Velantia to see Wirsel. Chon decided to make
the trip with

t he scrawny archbi shop from Noyyon without delay. They had been devel opi ng an
i nteresting theol ogi cal discussion, and by the tinme the trip was over, Chon
wanted to

transfer Gronitskog as soon as possible fromPalain to Wrsel's care to pursue
t he

i nvestigation of Eich influence.

The ship, under the efficient managenent of the cadets, had smoothly
accelerated to

maxi mum i nert speed and had switched into inertial ess drive far beyond the
speed of light.

Cl oudd recogni zed with admiration that this training ship was, in fact, a

m ni ature of the

best of the Patrol's nbdern destroyer class, capable of the highest
performance. He coul d

have stayed in the small, unconfortably utilitarian Tellurian cabin with the
two others, but he

felt he was titularly in charge. He suited up, therefore, for an even nore
unconfortable trip.

As there were no nmonitoring screens, only intraship visiscreens, leaving him
unconf i dent

about overseei ng what was going on, he stayed on duty in his pressure suit al
of the tine,

wat ching the small, anorphous figures of the cadets busily noving about in the
light of his

headl anp. He really had little idea of what they were doing, but he wanted to
be there in the

unli kely event that he would be needed. As it devel oped, he did have a

deci sion to make,

and he made it incorrectly.

Their narrow escape from di saster cane hal fway to Pal ai n.

There were clangings of bells and blinkings of signals at frequencies above
hi s visua

perception, which his belt nonitors gave sone indication of. The senior cadet
came to him

and attenpted some conmuni cati on. The creature waved |inbs at himand spoke
noi ses

that he couldn't deci pher because he didn't speak Pal ainian. He tried spacea
in return, but

that didn't work either. Wth no transl ator box aboard-it had been repl aced by
ot her training

devi ces-C oudd ordinarily woul d have waved the young Pal ai ni an on about his
busi ness.

However, with a Lensman aboard, especially one of the caliber of Chon, C oudd
asked for



and got conmuni cation through Chon's Lens.

"Sir," the cadet said, "there is a lifeformtraveling roughly parallel to our
course. An

energency marker is transmitting fromits location. The indication is that
hel p i s needed.

Shall we alter course to investigate? If we do so we will be del ayed by sone
180 P

-tinme-units or 20 GP mnutes."

"Is it a GP standard signal ?" "Yes, sir.
"Then we must investigate."

"Very well, sir." The eye-straining figure made what C oudd took to be a mark
of respect

with its blurred Iinbs and backed up into a blending with the other figures.
"Keep nme posted," d oudd had Chon Lens.

Cloudd didn't feel the ship change course, so snoothly was it run, and six GP
m nutes |ater

the cadet, presumably the sane cadet as before, the | eader named Yadsue, cane
partially into focus in front of O oudd; asking to report. C oudd was |ying
prone on top of

some equi prent overl ooki ng the control console, swiveling his head toward the
di fferent

screens that enmtted visible light, trying to see sonething.

As Yadsue appeared, so did an image on several screens. The object was a
Tellurian suit

of heavy arnor, designed for extended operation, tunbling slowy in the void.
"Qur instrunents show a humanoid lifeformalive inside the suit, sir. Shall
proceed to

recover it?"

Cl oudd could read through Chon's Lens as if it were his own.

"Scan it thoroughly, Yadsue," Coudd ordered, ". . . You are Yadsue, aren't
you ... ? W

want not hi ng danger ous aboard."

"I am Kweeda. Yadsue is at the scanner readout. There is nothing dangerous,
and he is

continuing his scanning even as the rescue takes place."

"Any trace of where this space-suited person cane fron? Any w eckage? Any
nessages

still echoing around? Any references?"

"Yes, Yadsue has a disaster report froma weck of an unlicensed freighter in
this sector

within the past three GP days, but there is no derelict or debris. W cane
through this

sector four days ago and had no warnings or reports then. The disaster report
is weak and

coul d perhaps be heard only by sonmeone |ike us, close by. Yadsue repeats that
there is a

life reading and that no dangerous material, instrunment, or apparatus is
connected with the

humanoi d body or its standard free-toinert lifesuit."

"Chon," Coudd said, will you scan this object for nme?"

"I have, doudd,"” Chon replied. "I find nothing unusual, except that it's a
free-to-inert suit

designed with an inertialess inhibitor to slow the suit down to regular inert

space for

i ncreased chance of rescue. That's GP or Boskoni an warship stuff, not for
freighters

except on the drug trade."

"Yadsue," Cloudd said, "I want a reading on his intrinsic velocity. Do you
know what |

mean? What is his original pre-inertialess velocity? It will give us a fix on



the direction of his
spaceship before it went free.”
"I know what that nmeans, sir. My Acadeny training is thorough. It is ... one
nmonent, please

it is 170,000 miles per second at 225 degrees Azimuth 45 degrees plus x as
we travel
That indicates-"
"-that indicates,” Coudd broke in to exercise his command position, "downward
and
backward relative to us, and, reversing the line of flight, indicates
origination from outside
rather than inside."
"Coming fromthe rinP" Chon said. "That makes it off the usual flight paths.
Boskoni an
or- Spawn?" "What are the humanoid's vital signs?" C oudd asked. "Can you
eval uate his
condition? Could he remain as he is for another six hours?"
"Are you contenpl ati ng passi ng himby?" Chon wondered, obviously concerned.
The | aw
of the spaceways did permit such possibilities if other rescuers were
avai | abl e.
"This is Yadsue: Yes, at |least six hours."
"Then listen, Yadsue. Grab the body with a tractor beamand clanp it to the
si de of our
ship. On the down and back side. That's inportant, the down and back side, the
aft keel

When we get to the Palainian system we'll reorientate our own intrinsics,
match ours with

its, and put us both in phase to land on Palain “VII. If we don't-"

"-we will have a disengagenent of a nonumental explosion." That thought was

not only

Yadsue's, it was al so Chon's.

"Why riot bring himinside?" Chon said. "W can exami ne himand give himfirst
aidif he

needs it and put hi m back outside when we're ready."

"No," Cloudd said, "I don't want to bring a suit in here with an inertial ess
i nhi bitor. How do
we know what will happen if the suit is opened? The guy comes out, prepared

for troubl e,

and rel eases the intrinsics of the suit. He lives, blows .a hole in our ship,
and is rescued

when some anbushing partner easily picks us off as a cripple. No, he stays
out si de,

poi nted the. other way.

Ol oudd watched the operation on the screens, the visuals not nearly as good as
he woul d

have |iked them but good enough to nmake sure the job was done right.

"Very good, fellows. Now get back on course. It's taken us ei ghteen m nutes,
and |'m

certainly going to |l et Nadreck know what an excellent half dozen future
Lensnmen he has in

you." Cloudd let hinself relax for the first time since the incident started.
"Chon, sixteen hours have el apsed since the fortyei ght hour deadline was

det er mi ned.

When we arrive, it will be twenty, one hours used, with twenty-seven hours
remai ni ng. Have

you pi cked anyt hing el se out of our Noyyonese guest since we |eft?"

"He's got space sickness. We'll have to wait until Palain to get going on him
again."

Gl oudd had been staring idly, alnmst wthout seeing, at the nonitoring



screens, expecting

the ship to go free of inertia at any nonent. Did that figure nove? C oudd
peered nore

closely. He did nove

"Chon, get nme Yadsue!" C oudd shouted. Wen Yadsue acknow edged the call,
suddenl y

appearing in front of Coudd, the Tellurian |ieutenant said, "Hold back on
goi ng free: Check

the condition of our castaway. | thought | saw hi mnove."

"The suit's about the same as it was, sir. He's shifted his body around to be
nor e

confortable. He nmust be cranped.... As a matter of fact, sir; he seens to have
actual ly

rotated his body 180 degrees."

"I don't want that!" Coudd said, forcefully. "I'm suspicious that-"

There was an expl osion; a bonb had struck the aft keel. The bonb was uni que, a
human

body had released its intrinsic velocity simnmultaneously with the rel ease of

t he equa

intrinsics of the suit. Instead of a single projectile of man-in-suit, they
had snmashed

together in a fireball of energy that holed the outer shell and buckl ed the

i nner shell of the

hull. The airtight conpartnents | ocked, and the ship was safe. It had cone,
however,

exceedingly close to conplete calamty.

"God bl ess us!" Chaplain General Chon Lensed, after he had picked hinmsel f, up
off the

cabin floor and had hel ped the Noyyonese recover his senses. "What a horrible
acci dent!"

"Accident, hell!" Coudd said, and reeled off some salty oaths. "Forgive ne,
Chapl ai n, but

we al nost went to see your boss! O, all the dirty tricks, this really singes
Kl ono' s whi skers.

Sonebody. set out a booby trap for us and we al nost got wi ped out by it. If the
intrinsics

had been released all in the same direction, | believe we would have. As it
was, the man

couldn't turn the suit, so he turned hinself in our direction and let it rip.
"You mean," Chon said slowy, weighing the full inplication of O oudd s

anal ysis, "that

someone sacrificed hinself just to destroy us? Wiy? And who woul d do such a
crazy

t hi ng?"

"The man coul d have been drugged or hypnotized. That's not too difficult to
figure out. As

for why, there's only one explanation. The trap was laid after this ship went
up a few days

ago, knowing that the ship would return this way. Was someone trying to mnurder
si X young

Acadeny cadets about to be Lensmen . "Nadreck!" Chon said, seeing the truth.
"Yes, Nadreck," O oudd said. "Somebody set this death trap for Nadreck."

And that was the story Coudd told Nadreck when they met on the barren plain
of

Pal ai nopolis, waiting for the ol d-fashioned hoverbus that was to transport al
of them back

to subterranean Pal ai nopoli s.

Nadreck at first had been inpatient, listening to the story. A bus had cone,
but Nadreck

had signal ed for Acadeny transportation, so they waited for it while standing



in the bus out

of the zero degree heat, the three oxygen-breathers still in their suits.
M dway t hrough he
had becone deathly still, part of his mnd hearing and part separately

pondering the

collection of events. At the end of the story he quickly spoke.

"You, ny fine cadets," he said, "you had no. equi pnent nal functioning or

el ectronic

cont am nati on? No? Then you are right, Coudd, and | know who plotted this
nmean and

reprehensi bl e act, which | nust grudgingly admire. The perpetrators are ny
nort al

enemi es, the Dregs of Onlo."

"The Dregs of Onl o?" Chon repeated. "Wo are they?"

"A personal matter for ne, Chon," Nadreck said, brushing away any expl anation
"What is

important is to consider the possible relationship with the rimincident.
There may now be

five separate threats converging on us. The obvious ones are fromthe

di sorgani zed

Boskoni ans or the newl y organi zed Spawn of Boskone; Kinnison is certain they
both are

our trouble. Kallatra, however, tends to see a return of Ei chwoor, the ghost,
with | egions of

fellow spirits she calls Ei chworen. Then there is the unknown instigator
suggesti ng

human or Tellurian influence. Add to themthe Dregs, which heretofore have
been

interested exclusively in ne. Nowl will tell you of what the rim Patrol nan,
D ck Armstrong,

encountered. "

Nadreck flashed the events quickly into their mnds. "Type-8'" C oudd
excl ai med. "The

dat adrones are back! The round gl obes are different. Are the drones tracking
t he round

gl obes? O are there new types of drones?" C oudd was caught up in the old
excitenent.

"That trickery with the fake enblens, that's sonething new, too. What do you
t hi nk,

Nadreck? Is this a nore serious drone threat are they now aggressive instead
of

passi ve?"
"There are datadrones involved, undoubtedly,"” Nadreck said. "To what extent,
t hough, 1 am

not certain. It is significant that the drones were |ast seen near Pinwhee
DWM33, the

shortest line to take them away fromthe galactic center and toward Androneda.
Thi s

invisible invasion fleet is entering the rimclose to the galactic plane from
that direction,

al t hough perhaps this is a deliberate plan of msdirection. Wat do you think
of all this,

Cl oudd? You're the datadrone expert."

Ol oudd had been puzzling over the possibilities ever since he had been asked
to join the

conference the day before on Tellus. He was beginning to see a pattern

"I think the drones are back. | never did believe that they were sucked up and
destroyed. |

thi nk they've discovered all they want to know about Civilization's

t echnol ogy, and now



they're |l eading an attack on us through subetheric wave interference. Wo's
behind it | can't

guess, although their base very likely can be the nech-planet the runornongers
suggest

exists. I"'mworried we're entering a tine of revolt by our robots." "Revolt?"
Chon excl ai nmed.

"By our robots?" "Here comes the Acadeny shuttle,” Nadreck said. "W nust Lens
Wrsel and Kallatra as soon as we get to the Academny. Things are shaping up
and | have

a feeling the | oose ends are ready to be tied together. "W have hardly
twenty-four hours

| eft before the Eich, and maybe the Ei chwooren, are due to attack."



9 Death Answers the Prayer

Cloudd's stay on Palain was short and he was thankful that it was. From what
he saw of the

surface of the planet, it was barren and vastly unattractive, the city was a
junbl ed ness of

square, w ndow ess structures, and the people were a mass of shifting, shadowy
shapes.

The at nosphere was pure poison for himand the tenperature was so low that it
coul dn't

be registered on a normal nercury thernmoneter. He was gl ad to be taken
under gr ound

and deposited in a Tellurian roomw th bright Iight.

He had been in his roomfor only a half hour, however, and it was already
getting on his

nerves. The furniture was very practical, unconfortable, and absolutely

wi t hout aesthetic

style. The walls, ceiling, and floor were bare. The decoration was sinple and
very effective

but to him extrenely unpleasant: it consisted of overly bright, garish,
colored light-rippling

out of and over all the sides of the room ceiling, and fl ooracconpani ed by
sone kind of

di scordant Tellurian music. The only objects he could pick up and handl e were
a dozen

pl astic books, half of themin English, their topics limted to science,

mat hemati cs, and

astronony. They were didactic and had no pictures.

After twenty mnutes he was inclined to think that he was in sonme kind of
chanber

designed to punish him He was on the verge of beating on the walls, there
bei ng no visible

door, and shouting for attention, when he got a thought planted in his head.
"In five mnutes there will be a lecture by you before an assenbly of

Z- Acadeny cadets.

Prepare yourself. You need only think of a toilet, Coudd, and a panel wll
open to one. |

hope you have" been confortable, ny friend, with good air and enough heat. W
do not

recei ve many hot heads on Pal ain, you know. " C oudd knew the thoughts were

com ng

t hrough a Pal ai ni an Lens, but it seened sonmehow different, as though Nadreck
wer e

transmitting through an intermediary or staff menber.

"I can hardly wait, Nadreck," C oudd said.

"The entire student body," the Pal ai ni an Lensman, whoever he was, continued,
"has been

briefed with all available information, including the encounter by the Lensnen
Nadr eck and

Armstrong with the unidentified fleet. Please summarize in | ess than one hour
t hose points

that you consider salient, and then be ready to answer questions. You now have
your five

m nutes. "

When a panel slid aside, Coudd wal ked through the opening and down a | ong
hal | way and

around a corner where he met Chon. The general was standing before a
transparent wall,

next to the seated figure of G onitskog, with many vague images shifting about
on the other



side of the glass. Probably they were the Z cadets, C oudd thought to hinself
There were

two enpty stools next to the Noyyonese, and when Chon sat down on one of them
after

giving a cheerful smle and nod of his head to him C oudd sat down on the

ot her.

"Pl ease stand up, Lieutenant C oudd, and come closer to the wi ndow and tell us
about the

dat adr ones, " he was told.

"As you must already know the details,” Coudd said, "I have nothing much to
say. About a

year and a half ago spacenen, particularly Tellurians, who had been probing
the | ess

popul ated regions of the MIky WAy, began to notice the small, segnented,

t or pedo- shaped drones drifting near them aimessly, it seemed. Sonetimes the
obj ects

wer e observed streaking off on unchartabl e courses. They were el usive and

bot hered no

one, but | becane intrigued, and in the course of ny prospecting in many

regi ons | began

to go out of ny way to observe them | reported ny findings, which weren't
many, but the

Patrol considered nmy work val uabl e and assigned me an official role in
gathering details. |

succeeded in capturing a small one and deternmined that it was, in fact, an

i nformati on

collecting device. | identified a | arger, nother machi ne, which was an
assenbl i ng poi nt and

atransmtter. A nuch larger third kind was discovered rel easing the two
smal l er types. |

determ ned that these datadrones, nunbering in the thousands, were not
Boskoni an, but

represented some other, unidentified race or controlling force. Qur attenpts
to solve the

riddl e of their appearance; mssion, and source failed. The datadrones, those
t hat

remai ned apparently left the galaxy inmediately followi ng the defeat of the
Spawn of

Boskone and their black hol e weapon.

"This is ny summary. But, of course, | have told you nothing new " C oudd
concl uded and

qui ckly sat down. "We have questions for you, Coudd," Nadreck said. "The
first one is,

why, if they were bothering no one, did you not |eave them al one?"

To d oudd the answer was so obvious that he had difficulty explaining that the
unknown

nmust al ways be investigated, either to defend against it or to exploit it.
"But considering that the Galactic Patrol was already heavily involved in
contesting the

rebui | di ng of the remants of Boskone by the Bosko-Spawn, with its so-called
" Doonrsday

Machi ne,' having the potential to obliterate mllions of worlds, why did you
assune that the

Gal actic Patrol was right to stir up trouble when it was not yet necessary.
Again Cloudd tolerantly defended his position and that of the Patrol. He
couldn't help

feeling, however, that Nadreck's attitude was hardly the sort to be taken by
young entities

who were planning to be Lensmen. "l understand your feeling, Lieutenant

C oudd, " cane



the thought, in a manner that C oudd knew was neant for everyone there, "but
you nust

understand ours. As has been stated many tines, our intrinsic nature is to

i gnore and be

i gnored. Qur lives and our culture have proved this to be desirable and to be
effective. It is

necessary, absolutely necessary, that we try to understand the Tellurian m nd
as nuch as

we can. W are obstinate, so we will continue this line of questioning unti
we are satisfied
no further purpose will be served for us.

Wth this straightforward, although rather abrasive attitude, the questioning
continued. To

Cloudd, it was al nost nonsense and seenmed to serve no intelligent purpose, but
he

answered to the best of his ability.

Finally he was through. Hi s sunmary had taken |less than a minute. H's

i nqui sition had

taken nearly threequarters of an hour. He was |left feeling overwhel mngly
irritated, not only

because the questions seened so thick-headed, but because he had had his own
good

sense and rationality actually underm ned by them

"Do you need a rest break, Lieutenant? Do you, Chaplain General? No? Then we
wil |

conti nue.'
about
Groni tskog? Maybe he needs a rest? but evidently he fail ed because the

Pal ai ni an

Lensman said, 'As Gonitskog needs no rest either, please cone forward,
Chapl ai n Chon

and speak to us. | have already informed the students of all we know about

t hi s hunmanoi d

fromthe planet Togra. There are a number of questions they have that Nadreck
cannot

answer with authority. W address this to the Chaplain General of the Galactic
Patrol :

"What makes this barbarian a holy man?"

Chon, tall and stately in his dress uniform turned his head toward C oudd,
raised his

eyebrows and gave a grinace and a sigh as if to say, "Wll, doudd, nowit's
my turn for

the really heavy stuff.’
gazed solemly

at the anor phous mass of figures before speaking.

"A holy man is one who associates hinself with and follows a spiritua
system " Chon said.

"At the best, he is one who is -in touch with God, the Omipotent Wtness.
However ,

under stand your question to mean why should he be a holy man when he is our

Cloudd tried very hard not to let his thought slip through, "What

He turned back to the wi ndow, folded his arns, and

eneny and

on the side of evil. The answer is subjective, based on one's beliefs. He can
be holy and

yet still be in error.”

"Why does this or any religious man wear a charm of superstition?”

"It's a synbol of faith and a badge of recognition. Al so, in sone cases, such
as this, it is a

prayer focuser or amplifier, either technologically or psychically augmented.
What you see

is a reproducti on we have nade of his- pink-sphere-within-white-sphere icon



enclosed in a

thin transparent box. W nade the substitution because it could be a
transmtter or hom ng

device that m ght conpromni se our security. That's probably 'why you eval uate
it as a nere

charm”

For nearly ten minutes, this kind of question was asked and answered. C oudd
found the

guestions much nore interesting and revealing than Chon's answers. At first

Cl oudd was

positive that all the Palainians in the group were basically atheistic,

al t hough he quickly

nodi fied his judgnment of themto agnostic. Then he deci ded they were

exceedi ngly

nmet aphysi cal, concerned wi th cosnol ogy, the study of the ultinmate order of the
uni ver se

and thus paradoxical. Their questions showed himthat they were very
interested in the

study of the nature and exi stence of God in the narrow sense of trying to

det ect hi mthrough

facts and reason. They didn't seemto understand or care about intangible or
spiritua

thi ngs. They sinply coul dn't understand why G onitskog could be a man of God
and be on

the side of evil if God was all-powerful and all goodness. Wiy shoul d God
pernmit evil, they

wanted to know?

Chon did his best, but no one seermed very satisfied. Coudd, who al ways had

t hought of

hi nsel f as "religious,
hi nmsel f

confused and suddenly filled with doubts he had never before seen or admitted.
The

Pal ai ni ans were far nore astute than O oudd had given themcredit for, but
what really

i mpressed hi mwas the obvious fact that they thirsted to know everything they
coul d, but

that if they couldn't get the know edge or understand the know edge they
found, they

worried about it in an unenotional way. They did not upset thenselves as human
bei ngs

did, yet at the very sane tine they would claimto be worried. No wonder the
prime tenet of

the Pal ainians to ignore and be ignored seemed to be broken as nmuch as it was
fol | oned.

Final ly Nadreck said, "Thank you, fellow Patrol men. You have admirably shown
to our

cadets how peculiar the human races are and why you are always confused. O
shoul d |

say, Chaplain Chon, sonetimes confused and sometines uncl ear?"

The wi ndow darkened and the vision of the Acadeny students, |ike objects in an
unl it

aquariumfilled with indi scernable novenent, faded fromtheir sight. The two
humans di d

not have long to wait for instructions.

but who had never actively practiced "religion," was

"Ceneral, if you will take Lieutenant Coudd and the cleric G onitskog back to
your room"
Nadreck said, "you will have a wait of about an hour. Then we will board a

Pal ai ni an- manned GP destroyer for a trip to Velantia. W have nade an
unpr ecedent ed



revision and are at this nmonent graduating our class ahead of schedule. |
personally amto

congratul ate the nineteen new Lensnen and present themw th their Lenses,
whi ch arrived

| ast week fromArisia. W are now counting the minutes rather than the hours
until the

predi cted invasi on begins."

"Very well, Nadreck," Chon said, |eading the way back through the corridor in
si | ence,

al t hough d oudd was tenpted to coment on the fact that the Tellurian Acadeny
graduating class alone was five tines |arger

Chon's quarters were alnost identical with Coudd' s, but somewhat | arger

Cl oudd sat

down in a chair that | ooked nmuch like plunbing pipes and canvas, while Chon
stretched

out on a piece nuch like a sinple canping cot.

"My trip seens to have been a waste of tine, General," Coudd said. "I don't
think | gave

the students anything they really didn't know al ready."

"Well, as for nyself," Chon said, this has been extrenely valuable. | know
much about our

Togran conpani on and sone fascinating details about his religion. And as for
Nadr eck, |

have | earned nuch nore than he suspects about his personal life and

noti vati ons and

t hose of his conrades.”

"That's true," Coudd said. "And | have |l earned a | ot about you and about
religion, sir. You

make ne realize |'ve no foundation--that |'ve been drifting. A year ago | was
cocksure of

nysel f, and now | seemto have lost it."

"I see that, Lieutenant," Chon said, lying on his back with his hands under
his head as a

pillow and his el bows out, staring at the flowing lights on the ceiling.
"Since you |l ost your

i ndependence by taking orders fromthe Patrol, you' ve found yourself in a

bi gger picture,

and it's made you a worrier."

"So, it shows, does it?" Cloudd said. "I don't know what to do about it."
"Don't think you're al one, Benson," the general said. "I have a sinilar
probl em"

"You do? Why should you feel a |ack of self-confidence?" "That's easy to
expl ain," Chon

said. "Like you, | was a doer. The Patrol has turned nme into a bureaucrat. So,
you see,

we're both free spirits who have been caged. | feel |I'mnot acconplishing what
| should be

acconpl i shi ng- maybe because |'m not good enough, or maybe because | expect too
nmuch

of . nyself. We're both [ooking for something we don't seemto find, possibly
because. we

aren't sure what it is. The differences, however, are that you unwittingly are
wor ryi ng about

it, whereas |, for the time being, at |east, accept nmy fate."

"But you're-you're a man of God. You should feel, well, satisfied with your
wor k. At peace.

Not |ike me." "Do you forget, Benson, that |I'm a Medonian? You recall how ny

kind fled the
Second Gal axy to get away fromthe enslavenent of the Boskoni ans?"
"How coul d anyone not have that etched in their menory?" Coudd said. "To



t hi nk how you

fol ks, so much like Tellurians, actually turned your planet into a super
spaceship with a

super Bergenhol mdrive and shifted yoursel ves-world and all-out of the evil
gal axy and into

our good one. Your scientists deserve all the laurels and kudos they get."

' Atitanic feat, no denying it-but emotionally overwhel mi ng. Mentor chose ne
as one of the

first Medonian Lensnen, and with such . an advantage, | rose quickly to be a
G ay

Lensman. Medoni ans tend to be independent that way, the result of their sense
of

pl anetary al oneness. That gave us our maturity and strength in our religion
Accepting

appoi nt nent as Chaplain General of the Galactic Patrol was a natural decision
for me for

Unat t ached status specialization. It's nmy Medoni an upbringing that so quickly
br ought e

the reputation of an outstandi ng theol ogi an, whether or not | deserve such
recognition.”

"You deserve it, General," Coudd said.

"I wasn't fishing for conplinents,"” Chon said. He stroked his gray beard, his
smal |, blue

eyes pensively narrowed. | say this to nake you understand that my life, like

yours, has

been regi mented, not deliberately by the Patrol, but by the system by the
bur eaucracy, a

consequence of ny being chief adm nistrator. Like you, ny responsibilities
shackl e ne. |

m ss ny independence. Like you, for a year now, since working with Wrsel and
Lall a

Kal latra on spiritual matters, |1've had the itch to do nore than play

di pl omati c ganes."

"You do make me understand nyself better, sir," Coudd said, "but really I'm

puzzl ed. Wy
tell me all this?"
"Well, sinply this, Benson--1 want action and you can get it for nme."

"Me? How?" O oudd was intrigued

"I want to go to Togra personally and uncover the Ei ch-Ei chwoor |ink there.
want a Second

Stage Lensman to be involved in the project. And | want Kallatra to go with ne
because

she's essential to sniff out and battle E chwoor when we come across it. If

you cone,

Nadreck will be interested and Kallatra will personally cone."

"Way is that?" Coudd asked quickly, now bew | dered. "I can understand about
Nadr eck,

but why should nmy goi ng nake her go?"

"She wants to work with you. This could be a great chance for her. She has
Unat t ached

status, so | can't order her to go, but | can entice her. If she goes, Wrse
will be interested

and will keep in touch with our progress, so two Second Stage Lensnen will be
personal |y

i nvol ved. "

"She wants to work with nme?" C oudd found the idea hard to believe. "Wat
makes you

think that? Did she tell you? W' ve always seenmed strai ned around each
other--at |east, |
have."



"She didn't say so, but believe me, Benson, | can tell you two are a natura
pair---she with

her abnormal psychic powers and you with your natural conpassion and
sensitivity

wr apped up in an aggressive, adventurous spirit. You come with me and

guar ant ee she'l

come with us."

"But | can't just denmand to go with you. As you say, |'ve got nmy commtnents.
Nadreck feels

| shoul d be chasing the datadrones as the best |ead we have to get a line on
the invisible

i nvasion fleet."

"You underestimte yoursel f, Benson. You're practically an Unattached

Pat r ol man,

something different. If you say this is what you want to do, you'll be allowed
todo it,

especially at nmy request. Even a Chapl ain General, who often seenms just a
conplicating

annoyance in high headquarters, does get some attention."”

"Well . . . " doudd was hal f-convinced. "But ny datadrone work cones first.
"Precisely. There is a connection, | feel, between the drones and Ei chwoor.
Coming with

me will be a logical step for you. | can't yet prove the Eich and their

psychi ¢ weapon, the

original ghost called Eichwoor and its cohorts called Ei chwooren, are

i nvol ved, but | think

I"'mclose to it. We have further chances to interrogate G onitskog about this
while we are

maki ng the trip to Velantia-and then with Wrsel and Kallatra's hel p when we
get there."

"You' ve convinced ne, Ceneral Chon," Coudd said. "Nowtell nme, do you know
sonet hi ng

about Gonitskog's know edge of the Eich and Ei chwoor that | don't know?"
"By virtue of ny deductions, | probably do. The Eich are definitely the

mast ers of Togra,

controlling themthrough religious dogma, nessages, and occasi onal mracles.

The pl anet
was a big base for dismantled Boskonia and now for its Bosko- Spawn of f spring,
suppl yi ng
the nobst fanatic intellectual and warrior |eaders. It's one of the key worlds
anmong t he

hundr eds, nmaybe even thousands, |ocked together in the conspiracy. This

ar chbi shop can

conmuni cate with the Eich in two ways-through standard equi pnent and through
ultra-etheric frequencies, which may involve E chwoor. There have been
revel ati ons and

propheci es concerning fighting angels and devils, which | have interpreted as
space

battl es and conquests. The fall of the Galactic Patrol is envisioned. The Day
of Deliverance

is at Hand, Armageddon is Now, the Master has Cone, and all sorts of other
signs are

there to tell ne the conflict has begun. If we can tap into the Eich
conmuni cat i ons t hrough

Gronitskog or other Noyyonese or Tograns, we'll find that. victory for
ourselves will not be in
doubt. | have visions of their heavenly chariots, easily recognizable as

spaceshi ps, but |
don't know where they are to cone from or what planets are manufacturing them



Tell me

all you know about datadrone construction.”

Cl oudd was mneticul ously describing the three types of datadrones to Chon when
he was

i nterrupted. Chon held up his hand and said, "Nadreck wants a Vel anti an

ti me- check.

Excuse nme for a nonent, please."” "Certainly," doudd said.

Chon quietly concentrated for several seconds, pressing his wist with the
Lens to his

forehead. The novement was really not needed, any nore than C oudd needed to
scratch

his head in order to think. Coudd studied him as nmuch inpressed as ever with
the routine

by which a Lensman was able to be given such precise informati on. C oudd heard
not hi ng

because Chon did not bother to connect himtel epathically, but he knew how the
system

worked. At all times a central tinme bureau was operated by Lensmen with a

t wogal axy-w de network. By his Lens, a Lensman could receive a tine for any

| ocati on,

adjusted in any manner necessary. Wthout this essential service to the
Patrol, operations

woul d have been difficult in some circunstances and i npossible in others.

"W | eave for Velantia i mediately,"” Chon said, rising, awakening G onitskog
fromhis

slightly drugged sl eep, and steering himout of the room

The Pal ai ni an ship they boarded now was bi gger, although not much faster, and
its

accommodati ons were nuch nore confortably standard Tellurian. As soon as they
wer e

aboard, they were given sone unidentifiable but pleasant food, and by the tine
t hey were

fini shed, Nadreck, whomthey hadn't seen anmpong the few Pal ai ni an Patrol nen
they met on

the way to their cabin, was in contact with them

Nadreck had arranged for the interrogation of Gronitskog to take place in the
war dr oom

with hinmself and two Pal ai ni an assistants in attendance. For the first tine,
Cl oudd was

i nforned that the new Lensnan, Yadsue, was in the party. In the center of the
room a

transparent cube had been formed by the retractable walls, a device to permt
conf erences

with different aliens breathing different atnospheres.

Wth O oudd on one side and Chon on the other, Gonitskog was seated in the
cube, and

the three Pal ai ni ans were crowded up close to the alnost invisible walls .
The interrogati on began with verbal comruni cation by C oudd, then with Chon

foll oned by
some gentle tel epathic probing by Chon. Gonitskog was puzzled by the shifting
i mges a

few yards away fromhim but the two Tellurians kept hi mbusy enough that he
did not really

conprehend that what he was half seeing was a trio of nonstrous aliens;

Then Nadreck began his own gentle but insistent mind probing. The reaction was
conpl etely unexpected. G onitskog screaned out words having reference to
"devils,"

threw up his arnms to hide his face, which was distorted with terror, and
collapsed in a

heap. O oudd and Chon bent over him straightening his body, |oosening his



cl ot hes, and

chaffing his hands and face.

"Nadreck says we nust carry G onitskog back to our roomand |lay himout on the
bed, "

Chon said, notioning Cloudd to |lift Gonitskog's feet. They westled the
unconsci ous body

t hrough the angles of the corridors, constricted by the zone-of-force envel ope
t hr own

around them as their tenporary, moving bubbl e of oxygenated air.

In response to Coudd' s. query, Chon explained, "Nadreck says his mnd probe
struck an

i npl anted nental barrier. The reaction was _ |like a posthypnotic
suggesti on- Nadr eck' s

penetrati on was so deep and close to sone kind of know edge forbidden to the
consci ousness that it triggered a conplete nmental blockage within the Togran
The

Pal ai ni ans were suddenly seen as Satanic figures. My own Lens tells nme he'l
recover, but

he certainly needs rest."

When the |inp body was on the bed, its muscles stiffened and the eyes opened.
Chon

stared into themand told O oudd, wthout turning his head, "He can't talk. He
bel i eves his

voi ce -has been paralyzed. He wants us to | eave the room so he can pray to his

god. "
"That cannot be," said Nadreck, strong enough through the walls to be caught
by C oudd:

"You can't |eave him alone. Nor can you give himback his real prayeranplifier
i con- |
consider it too dangerous. Wio knows what he night sunmon. Let himpray in

your
presence. He needs to be propped up, revitalized with sone spirit if we're
going to

continue our questioning. I'll nonitor his prayers and inject sone

encour agenent into

what ever he expects to hear. Don't, tell me it's unethical, Chon; I'Il be
properly

ci rcunspect. "

Gronitskog sat up and held his hands to his head.

At least let's |ower our heads and our eyes, Cloudd," Chon said aloud. "This
i s undeni ably

a sacred monment for him"

Gronitskog took the fake icon of the double sphere fromaround -his neck and
pl aced it on

the floor. According to Chon, the substitution of the Pal ai ni an-made baubl e
had not been

noti ced. He hitched up his black robe, knelt, and prostrated hinself so that
hi s forehead

rested on the hallowed synbol. Chon | owered his eyes, as Coudd turned away to
assenbl e his tapes and notes.

Cloudd felt the wave of heat before he heard the bang and the hissing and
crackling. The

illumnation in the roombrightened with -a red flash. As C oudd turned he
caught a glinmpse

of the kneeling formof Gonitskog conpletely enveloped in fire. Hi s robes
wer e bur ni ng

redly, but his head and hands were covered with flickering green flanmes. There
was no

outcry, no gasp, just the hissing of the green flanes. Before they could make
any nove to



stop the burning and save him Gonitskog was utterly incinerated: A smal
pil e of ashes

snmoul dered on the fl oor

"My fault, ny fault!" Nadreck's humanlike groans came within the shocked
Tel l uri an heads.

"I was stupid to let himreach out for the Eich. His faith was so strong-he
was an

archbi shop for good reason, which | underestimted. |'munworthy of your
trust. Chon!

-Chon? Are you all right?"

Chon was on his knees, left armacross his face. Wen he | owered his hand,
Cloudd, with

horror, saw that the bottom part of the Chaplain General's face was bl ack and
t he upper

was nottled pink and red. Chon gingerly brushed his facial skin with
fingertips. He | ooked

at Coudd and his eyes were clear

"I"ve been badly scorched, Nadreck," Chon spoke to C oudd and projected to
Nadr eck at

the sane tinme. He picked up with his left hand a tunbler of water sitting on
the tiny table

with the books and threw the water on his face. "lIt's not serious. My beard
protected me

and fortunately my eyes were closed. Wat's annoying is that | seemto have
br oken mny

right armwhen | was knocked back and tripped over the chair.'
time, doudd

noticed that Chon's right arm hung down | oosely at his side. "Wen we sort
this out, you

can direct me to the sick bay or whatever you have aboard this nodern ship."
"Your pain is ny pain, Chon," Nadreck said. "It is nmy fault."

"Don't berate yourself, Nadreck ' Chon protested., "That prayer call should
not have been

strong enough to produce an answer. It was the fake icon that was

responsi ble."

"I know, | know, " Nadreck, said. "Too late, too |ate. He believed so
implicitly in his

ornanent that he nmultiplied the strength of his own prayer as if he had really
had his

anplifier. This is the worst humliation of ny life. He got the message to
sel f-destruct, and

For, the first

he i mol ated hi nsel f, fanatic enough to be a pyrophorist. | have allowed this
'val uabl e

evidence, this key to the solution of our nobst serious problemto be
destroyed. 1, Nadreck

have allowed this to happen. Shane!"

"I pray for his soul, Nadreck. He was not all bad, and he woul d have becone a
worthy ally. If

anyone is to be blanmed, it should be me, for | know the power of faith. Hs
god, as he saw

it, answered himand gave himthe strength to do this."

"Not his god, Chon," Nadreck said. "H s false god. He called upon his nmasters,
the Eich."

"And his prayers were heard. Did he ask to be destroyed?"

"No." "Then why.

o

"He was a living link through whom 1 could burrow ny way into the hidden

pl aces and the

secrets of the Eich. He did not want death. He did not know he was marked to
dieif he



reveal ed his true nature. Nor did . |I. He was no tel epath, yet he opened up
the shield I had

around him Even | did not know how intimately close he was to his masters."
"So that is why the Eich destroyed him" "Unfortunately,” Nadreck slowy and
sol eml y

stated, in a manner suggesting that he was lecturing hinmself, "I nust confess
that it is far

worse than just the Eich who canme in answer to his prayers. It was as Kallatra
suggest s- Ei chwoor and a thousand thousand like hima nultiplicity of

Ei chwoor en.

" |1 have suspected special trouble brewing on Togra and-planets like it. It
was t hat

suspicion that led ne to take ny Z-Acadeny training nmission there. It is this
new evi dence

from Gronitskog that caused ne only hours ago. to dispatch the original cadet
crew under

Tweeda back to Togra on an Eich search. Al except Yadsue, of course, who is
with us.

They're all Lensnmen now, 'and the only ones available for such a quick

assi gnment. They

may be young and i nexperienced, but they'll be conpetent. They're the top of
their cl ass.

And we've got the additional advantage of having the apo-Eich, as well as the
apo- Onl oni an, as two of the scrutinizers. You nmust pray, Chon, that they find
somne

weakness in the eneny security.”

"I will, Nadreck."

"Ei chwooren, they are our deadliest threat, thousands upon thousands tines
wor se t han

that which Wrsel and Kallatra faced | ast year. For the merest instant | have
sensed them

gat hering on the edge of the other plane of existence, poised for their

i nvasion. Lalla

Kal latra's father, Deuce O Sx, our guardian on the other side has been
surrounded and

overwhel med. Civilization Iies open to the assault upon our mnds and the
destruction of

our spirits.”

"So!" O oudd exclainmed, "the invading fleets are the work of the Eich!"

"Not so!" said Nadreck. "Chon and | know the truth. Those fleets are soneone
el se's

t hreat - even as the Bosko- Spawn are preparing to challenge us with their own
war shi ps

The Ei chwooren and their living counterparts, the Ei ch, are about to fight us
on the nental

pl ane only. They are di sdai ning our machines. They are like an infinitely

| arge subetheric

neutron bonb. The strange ships cone from soneone el se.

"W have a three-front war devel opi ng, and we don't know how to defend

our sel ves

agai nst any of them™



10 The Forbi dden Gal axy

"Me? Cone out and sit with you?" Coudd called out to the dragon Lensnman. " Not
a

chance, Worsel. You've got the great big wings, not ne."

Ol oudd | ooked straight down at the jungle of vegetation over a thousand feet
bel ow and

instinctively drew back a few inches fromthe edge of the open platform "I'm
not the wld
guy | used to be. Even wearing a Null-Gbelt | wouldn't enjoy the stroll, even

with as nice a

fellow as you are for conpany."

viorsel, the Second Stage Lensman, was perched out on a | anding rod, about
twenty feet

fromthe main bal cony of Level 161, grinning wickedly at his Tellurian friend.
He had j ust

flown up froma | ower stage and positioned hinself to survey the perineter of
161 andt he

others just below, obviously |ooking for sonmeone. When he had seen O oudd, one
who

over the past year had becone a friend, he couldn't resist a bit of teasing he
Lensed an

invitation for himto wal k out along the eight-inch-wi de beam and sit down and
visit.

"well, 1'mshocked, doudd, " viorsel said, pretending that he was and shaki ng
hi s narrow

serpentine head in nock disapproval. "You' re supposed to be a firecracker
afraid of

nothing, with a keen eye and great coordination, and you can't wal k out a few
feet to join an

old friend for a few nmonents of relaxation. It's wi de enough for an el ephant
to walk with its

eyes shut. What're you afraid of? Don't you think I'd swop down and snatch
you up before

you hit the bushes? Don't you trust old Wrse.

The Vel antian had his slender toes curled in a | ocked grip around the roost,
and his sinewy

ten-foot, scimitartipped tail was wapped around the far end for balance. H's
head was

cocked at a jaunty angle at the top of his long neck. A half dozen eyes,
sonmewhat extended

on their stalks, were pointed nostly at the human's face.

Cloudd ordinarily was fearless, but even standing a foot away from such a

bri nk was

stomach churning for him He had never been on Velantia IIl before; the
unusual shifting

light, the heavy nusky odor, and the hot-then-cold wi nds that alternately
tugged at hi mand

nudged hi m made himinsecure. He readily admtted that he no | onger was the

f ool hardy or

reckl ess daredevil he once had been

The buil ding on which d oudd was standing so high in the air was the centra
one of the

Wrsel Institute. He had expected a mass of inpressive structures, probably of
stone and

dureum wi th hi gh arched doors and wi ndows to accomopdate the huge reptilian
Vel anti ans. He had visualized the | aboratories as white and polished, highly
efficient, with

the latest scientific equipment filling roomafter room Velantians would be
ever ywher e,



many with | ong white robes hanging | oosely on their thin bodies to protect
their gl ossy

scal es from being soiled or even, perhaps, to protect the apparatuses fromthe
oils of their

scal es.

To his surprise, the Wrsel Institute wasn't like that at all. The buil dings
were a col l ection of

tall cylinders placed in sone kind of obscure pattern to enhance the streans
or gusts of

air. Running up the center of each cylinder was a service core containing a
freight el evator.

Encircling each building every twenty feet or so was a balcony 'rim Jutting
fromeach rim

was a semcircular platformorientated five degrees off the |ower one,
forming a sort of

spiral staircase of platforms or corkscrew of |evels.

Each, floor was a departnent or section, open to the air and protected only by
alowrailing

a foot high. Velantians were able, in inclenment weather, to fly in an upward
circle, always

under cover. A full circular roof covered the top, like an unbrella or the cap
of a mushroom

As Cl oudd wat ched, Vel antians were flying up and down on the outside,
occasional ly

soaring and gliding fromone building to another. The arrangenent seened
efficient,

heal thful, and pleasing to the eye. It was also, to an earthman, spectacularly
danger ous.

Wrsel's personal space occupied the top five floors of the tallest tower,
Level s 159

through 164. It was there that the conference was being held, the mapping of
strategy by

t he Executive Sub-Conmittee of the Galactic Council, headed by President
Haynes and

the four Second Stage Lensmen. Worsel was the acting chairman, conferring in
per son

wi th Lensmen Chon, Kallatra, and Yadsue, and their tenporary Vel antian staffs,
and

consulting by Lens, on the basis of equal rank, wth Kinnison, Tregonsee, and
Nadr eck.

Nadreck coul d have been at the Wrsel Institute in one of its special Z-roons
or in his

oversi zed atnosuit: H's custom zed atnmosuit was much |ike a portable,

m ni ature room

and | aboratory conbi ned. Instead, Nadreck preferred to stay aboard the

Pal ai ni an

super-destroyer in confort and participate in the hourly Lens-to-Lens |inkups.
Whil e C oudd stood there, steeling hinself against the natural inmpulse to back
away to a

safer position, a small, furry creature scanpered out al ong the beam and

cl i mbed up one

of Worsel's nuscul ar thighs and hung on to his naster's |eather belt-harness.
The

gol d-haired creature's huge, |um nous eyes stared blankly at C oudd, but the
tiny nouth

definitely was shaped into a hunorous grin. Its tiny, bulbous fingers plucked
away the

not ecase hooked to Worsel's belt and tucked it into its shoul der-slung- big

bl ue pouch

twel ve i nches deep and al nost the height of its crouching form



"Thanks, Bluebelt," Wrsel said, telepathing his cormment so C oudd coul d hear
it, nore

out of a desire to tease Coudd than any wish for politeness. "Gve it to ny
friend,

Li eutenant Coudd, and tell himto check the details with Kallatra. Tell him
I"mgliding down

to the conmunications section and will join everyone in a short while."

As Bl uebelt hopped back on the perch, Wrsel abruptly launched hinself into
space,

unfol ding his wings as he plunmreted down. Bluebelt, still grinning and
chattering

unintelligibly, scanmpered back to the bal cony and stoppi ng before d oudd, gave
a w nk

and a little bow and presented himw th the notecase. Coudd wasn't sure what
power s

Bl uebelt possessed as Wrsel's nost trusted personal assistant at the
Institute; so he

smled in return and simnultaneously thought hard and said al oud, "Thank you
kindly, sir,"

and took the courier case. Bluebelt scurried under sone furniture and

di sappear ed.

"l saw that, Benson," Lalla Kallatra said, when Cl oudd wal ked around a | ow
partition to the

circle of chairs. As usual she was standing stiffly, swi veling only her head.
"For a noment

nmy punp skipped a tick. | thought you were going to let Wrsel tenpt you into
cat wal ki ng

out there. Sonmetimes his hunmor is positively wi cked."

"Perhaps that is the curse of genius," cane the thought to Coudd. It was
Nadr eck,

projecting fromhis Pal ainian ship, which hung in synchronous orbit overhead
but out of

sight. "Kinmball Kinnison is alnpst as difficult. He would have taken Wrsel's
dare and

wal ked out there, but then Worsel would have known that and woul dn't have
suggest ed

such foolishnment. | will never get to understand you Tellurians. Al this is a
ridi cul ous waste

of time. W are sitting on one or nore time bonbs, which, for all we know,
expl oded an

hour ago as forecast. Lieutenant C oudd, you have the official authorizations
i n your hand.

Gve themto Lensman Kallatra, who will open and read themto herself
Kal  atra passed the sheets one after another before her eyes, absorbing their
i nformati on

at a gl ance.

As she finished, Nadreck said, "QX Everything's in order. |I must return ny
attention to

Lensman Tregonsee with whom | am having a Lens-to-Lens conference. Please

di scuss

wi th each other the possible changes due to the incapacity of Chaplain Ceneral
Chon. "

For Cloudd, there was a |long period of silence in his head. Obviously he
wasn't being

privileged to hear that which a non-Lensman wasn't expected to hear. As

Tr egonsee was

the chief intelligence head for all of Civilization as well as the Patrol in
bot h gal axi es, the

tightest secrecy and security was to be expected. This led Cdoudd to be
struck, suddenly,



with the realization that Kallatra never did comunicate with himby use of
her Lens, never

nmovi ng herself intimately inside his head. The fact was, he all at once
sharply noted, she

was the only Lensman who made hi m uneasy when she touched his nind

"Chon," she said aloud to him breaking his troubled thought, "is going to
recover fromhis

mental disability.” "Wat? Oh," Coudd said, taken off guard. "It was a

ner vous

br eakdown?" Chon had col | apsed four hours before, shortly after their arrival
on Vel anti a,

ravi ng about being a Satanic mnion of the Eich. He had been rushed to the
hospital. Even

a Lensman, O oudd had been willing to accept, could be expected to suffer the
crippling of

his m nd under such an experience as he had had.

"A temporary sickness, fortunately. Lensmen still have their normal frailties,
with nore

conplex mentalities producing nore conmpl ex stresses, but Chon was spiritually
vul nerabl e

to injury. Injury, that is, not death. Conversely, his firmspiritua
foundation insulated himfrom

irreparable debilitating harm if not conplete paralysis."

"I't's wonderful news," Cloudd finally said, becom ng aware of the full inport
of her words.

"His armis conpletely heal ed, and physically he's in perfect shape, but
mental ly he'l

require attention and several days of hospitalization. He'll be out of action
indefinitely." The

robot woman once again turned her .blank, inmobile face toward C oudd. There
was,

however, a new expression in her shining eyes, which disturbed him He saw
suffering

there. It was unm stakabl e. Sonething was causi ng her physical pain. It
shocked himto be

rem nded that she was a human bei ng.

"That's bad," he said. "The plans we've been making for the past ten hours
will have to be

revised. As Nadreck pointed out, the zero hour set by that runor for the

i nvasi on to begin

somepl ace has passed. W have no tinme left: Yet we still aren't certain whom

we're

fighting, what we're fighting, or where we're fighting. You were scheduled to
go to Togra

with Chon and join the new Pal ai ni an Lensnmen. Does that nean you'll be going

al one?"

Kal l atra, for enphasis, shook the packet of papers she was hol ding. "According
to these,

Presi dent Haynes has agreed to our plans for two operations, with Wrsel in
charge of one

and Nadreck in charge of the other. The Wrsel action party, neaning ne and
Chon, if he

is healthy, is to go to the planet Togra to pick up leads to the Eich. I'mto
concentrate on the

spirit allies of the Ei ch, nmeaning Ei chwoor hinself and his potential hordes
of Ei chwoor en.

Nadreck remains in Velantia orbit ready to rush to the scene of the first
contact with the

eneny fleet. Evidentally |I go alone, with Chon."

Nadreck's voice canme to O oudd again. "Tregonsee wants to know where you woul d



start

to attenpt relocation of the datadrones. They're a connection we haven't fully
expl ored

since the Arnstrong affair."

"I'd start fromthe Andronmeda constellation, sir," Coudd said

"Kallatra, give Coudd all references to the datadrones, and -then destroy

t hose reports.

Chon is out of action and won't need any briefing.
arrived, Nadreck's

presence left.

The robotoid began flipping through the pages again with the speed and rhythm
of a

copyi ng machine. 'According to this, Benson, our problens have been | abel ed as
Operation Ei chwooren, hypothesizing from Nadreck's vision, and Operation Robot
Revol ution, theorizing that sone kind of tenporary or permanent fundanental
change is

taki ng place. | should be personally involved in both operations, but, of
course, ny specia

tal ent concerns the Eichwooren. Wrsel's in the same situation. And so is

Nadr eck.

Because of that encounter Wrsel had with the sentient machi nes formng
Arrow 22 a the

Pl anet oi d of Knowl edge, he should be working on e rebellion problem rather

t han

Nadreck. And Nadreck, because he uncovered the trouble on Togra, should be
wor ki ng

with ne. However, because Wrsel and | once fought the E chwoor, our
assignment is

| ogi cal . Because of your involvenent with the datadrone technol ogy you
certainly bel ong

wi t h Nadreck.

"Now, about the facts you need.
references to

dat adr ones and aberrant machi nes. To C oudd, there was nothing he didn't know
al r eady.

"Anyt hi ng about your father's spirit?" he asked cautiously. "W all know he
was in bad

trouble. What's new? If | can, I'd like to know. "

"There isn't anything. When Wrsel and | heard about his danger, about the
tine | arrived

here, we joined our minds in a strenuous effort to reach himthrough the vei
across the

ot her exi stence. W encountered total enptiness-which is onmnous. | tried to
sense him as

the robotic 240f6; there were no frequency patterns. My psyche tried to touch
hi s Deuce

0' Sx psyche; again, nothing. Wrsel joined with me for enornous anplification
of ny

el -si ke penetrations wthout results. However, as | have not had any feeling
of tragedy or

any bad intuition, | feel that Deuce is still an intelligence whose

ot herworl dly exi stence has

not been destroyed."

A shadow and a breeze cane across their area briefly and departed. Wrsel had
arrived

with a beating of his vast wi ngs. He fol ded them away unobtrusively agai nst
hi s back as he

cane to themin eight giant strides.

"We've received our signals, they' ve been decoded, and I'mready to | eave.
I've set up a

As quickly as it had

She quickly read off to himall the



conmand post here at the Institute staffed with our best Vel antians and our
nost

acconpl i shed Rigellians. My associ ate Hobdyll, the South Vel antian Lensman, is
chi ef of

operations, with Bluebelt as my personal comunications aide. Nadreck has just
fini shed

turning his destroyer into his command post for Operation Robot Revol ution, or
Rob- Rev,

with hinmself as chief of operations and his new Lensman Yadsue as his aide."
Fromthe tables scattered around the circul ar conference area, Wrsel was

pi cki ng up

certain spools, cassettes, and tiny boxes of recorded information and stuffing
themin

pouches in the belts around his. abdonen.

"Kall atra, you've got to get to Togra as quickly as possible. Nadreck's cadets
report they're

on to something there. You'll have to go alone. However, |I'mgoing to take up
a position at

a central point between Velantia, Tellus, and Togra, to back you up, yet able
to meet any

contingency. You need a Lensnan to nonitor you who is famliar with the Ei ch
and

Ei chwoor. Chon could have done it. Now I'Il have to do it at |ong range.

"As for you, Coudd, not being a Lensman, your effectiveness is linited. You
have to be

telepathic in both directions, able to transnit as well as receive. | thought
of sendi ng you

along with Kallatra, but that's no nore practical than ne going, if for
different reasons. Then

I thought of Tregonsee taking over for me as head of Operation E chwooren, and
me goi ng

with Kallatra, but Tregonsee's got his tentacles full of his conplicated
S.1.S. and M1.S

probes, searches, and investigations for some information on the current crop
of nenaces

we' re facing. However, Nadreck and Tregonsee have come up with a good idea to
use

you, as you've no doubt guessed. You're going out on a personal search. To

keep in

contact, |'ve arranged for your own setup fromny staff Bluebelt wll help.
You are to put

toget her every detail you can on the nystery ships. You'll stay in constant

touch with

Bl uebelt and your staff, who remain here.

"I see you're wondering how to keep in contact without a Lens. Well, Lensman
D ck

Armstrong has reported in fromhis rimpatrol encounter, which we all know
about. He's

been debriefed and he's going with you in the Tellurian speedster we keep on
this planet. If

there's one thing you' re good at, Cloudd, it's hot rodding a persona
spaceship. Go down to

t he spaceport and nmeet. Armstrong. You'll be l|eaving as soon as Nadreck briefs
you and

rel eases you. Find those invisible ships. And good luck to you both."

Wrsel had stopped picking up things, but all of his eyes were waving around
on their

stal ks, making certain he had not overl ooked anyt hi ng.

"QX, Kallatra?" Wrsel asked. "Ready to go? I'll take one nore update, and
we' |l nake



anot her stab at reaching Deuce O Sx. And then we'll be off for Togra aboard
Fl ame. "

Kal  atra nodded in her awkward way. Flame, d oudd recalled, was Wrsel's nane
for his

own personal speedster. "I'Il drop you off there and then take up ny position
as pl anned. "

Wrsel bounced over to one of the control boards placed behind the chairs and
with

i ncredi bl e speed, sent his slender fingers with their trimed yet still sharp
cl ans danci ng

over a hundred buttons. He cocked one eye on the input, one eye on the reply
screen, one

eye on Kallatra, and one eye on Cloudd, the others still roving, and said,
"Ready, Kallatra?

W'l join in one nore effort to reach Deuce. |'ve had two hundred of our best
Rigellian

perceivers with high | evel psychic indices working on that situation for
t he. past two hours
with no luck. Mental frequencies are crystal clear, but equipnent and
conmmuni cat i ons
channel s are contani nated and fouling up electrical systems. This robot
revolution is sone
ki nd of anarchy. The invasion fleet mght be a false alarm but the disorders
in our robotry
and sem -intelligent automata are for real."
Wrsel pretended to kick the machine with one of his powerful hind | egs and
t hen gestured
Kal l atra into position before the board.
"You have the ability to give me a hint as to what's happening, Kallatra. Tune
into the lines
and give me your inpressions.”
She rolled forward so her trunk and | egs pressed against the metal front. She
laid her
shining fingers along the outer edges of the keyboard and pl aced her forehead,
withits
gli mering Lens, against the upper cabinet.
"I"ve done this before," she said in her inpersonal voice. "Nowhere has there
been a hint of
any independent, intelligent thinking machines. There must be, however, a
source for all the
troubles. 1'Il ook again. I'Il look as hard as | possibly can while | drop
al | safeguards--"
Wt hout warning her arns jerked up and she rolled rapidly backward with a
squeal of
gears, al nost knocking C oudd off his feet. He instinctively wapped his arns
around her
wai st and hung on grimy to prevent her fromtoppling over
"Let go of her!" Wirsel conmanded sharply. As C oudd obeyed, Wrse] hinself
pi cked
her up in his sinew arms, froze stiffly in intense concentration for a split
second, swung
hi nsel f around, and dashed for the edge of the platform As he sprang outward,
his thirty
feet of body and tail strung out |ike a w nged snake, he planted a series of
t houghts in
Coudd's mind: "Get to your ship and check with Nadreck! Kallatra's caught a
case of the
gremins.... Her prostheses are malfunctioning. We're off to the hospital for
her new body.

VWhat a lucky chance, a propitious tine; it's fatel™



Wthin seconds Wrsel and Kallatra were gone. Wirsel's thoughts didn't end in
Cl oudd' s

head; they sort of trailed off into a junble of ideas. He had never seen
Wrsel so excited

even happy, yet at the sane time so enornously serious. A new body? \Wat did
he nean

by that? Wrds canme back to himthat Wrse] had spoken when he had introduced
C oudd

to the girl in the nechanical body. "Some day she'll have a natural face."
Only now did he

realize Wrsel had not said "natural-1o0king face."

Cl oudd was running out of the main building to junp on a passing electric
freight cart going

toward the spaceport when Nadreck reached him

"I expect you to leave in twenty mnutes for Androneda, C oudd. Wen you're on

your final

check, have Arnstrong Lens ne."

Nadreck was irritated at Wrsel. The big snake had dashed off, . sidetracked
by his pet

project, as if the destruction of the universe could wait for himand his
experinment. It wasn't

that Nadreck didn't like Lalla Kallatra, because he did. She had a brain that
was able to

conprehend his-and his was as good as the two or three best in the universe.
In fact,

Nadreck secretly told hinself, it was tines like this that he was certain that
he i ndi sputably

had the best mind of any Lensman and second only to sone Arisians.

He had just conpleted his Lensed exchange with Tregonsee when Kall atra

col | apsed.

Through his sense of perception, augnented by his Lens, Nadreck had di scovered
what

Wrsel had discovered-Kallatra's nechani cal body was faltering under the
unexpl ai nabl e

subetheric interference plaguing all machines. Kallatra, as a nechanism
supporting a

human brain, was the only nmachine in existence, so far as he knew, that could
actually be

consi dered nortal and subject to total destruction. Qher |ife-support systemns
m ght fail, but

saf eqguards al ways existed: Except in the case of Kallatra. Nadreck didn't want
her to die,

but Wrsel could have put her brain on a standard |ife-support systemwth
appropriate

protections and worried about her body later. She could have functioned that
way, wth her

Lens laid out on her cortex, but no, Wrsel wanted to shove her brain into

t hat new body

he'd cl oned and had been growing for her. Her trip to Togra seemed out of the
guesti on.

Vel |, anyhow, Nadreck thought, the operation was bound to be a success, or

Vor sel

woul dn't be doing it at such a critical nonment. And maybe, Nadreck conceded to
hi nmsel f,

al ways as forthright in adnmitting he could be wong as he was arrogant in

poi nti ng out when

he was right, just maybe Kallatra could function better against the E chwooren
in an

organi ¢ body. Tellurians were always worryi ng about physical appearances and
grow ng



old and sonetimes Vel antians seemed just as irrational. Even barrel -bodi ed

Ri gel l i ans-yes, even Tregonsee hinsel f-made references to physica
deterioration and

counted the stretch marks of aging on their hard-shelled, |eathery bodies.
Anyhow,

what ever the outcome, Wrsel would certainly let himknow the news when it was
appropriate to do so.

Nadreck resented his feeling of irritation. It wasn't really Wrsel and
Kal | atra who made him

feel this way, of course. Nadreck was irritated because he had no obvi ous
course of action

to take. The ships or fleets that threatened them were as ghostly as Ei chwoor,
whom he

had never really believed existed. Tregonsee, who al ways seened to know
sonet hi ng

about everything, was as frustrated as the rest of the | eadership of the
Patrol . Nadreck

knew, deep within his multidinensional gut, that the threat was real even if
he coul dn't

prove it. He carefully went back over what he had told Tregonsee:

"The assunption nmust be that they are intruders, if not actually invaders.
They are not

violently hostile, or even mldly antagonistic, but, in fact, benevolent to an
unknown degr ee.

They come from an unknown pl ace, nost likely fromthe Second Gal axy or a

gal actic

cluster, perhaps even fromdeep or intergalactic space. They are famliar with
Gvilization

and Boskonia, with their derivation probably from Tellurian culture. They have
a hi gh

technol ogy and a desire for secrecy and noncommuni cati on. The vehicles nay be
manned

or unmanned. Their destination is unknown. Their purpose is. unknown. By

t henmsel ves, as

have observed them they pose no obvious threat to anyone, except by accident.
However ,

t heir appearance cones at a tine when there are runors of hostile action

agai nst

Civilization and against the Patrol, coinciding with as yet unidentifiable
subet heric

frequencies interfering with Patrol defenses and nachi nery and technol ogy in
gener al

Therefore, it is ny conclusion, that it is inperative that nmore be known about
them even if

it necessitates violent action by us against themto obtain that information."
Tregonsee had agreed with him and so had President Haynes. Kinnison had been
i nfornmed imredi ately that the Patrol should undertake warlike actions w thout
hesi tati on.

What was Worsel going to do about Togra, now that both Ch on and Kallatra were
out of

action? Well, that was his problem Nadreck had his own problem The big
puzzl e was how

to monitor the so-called Robot Revolution. Mchines couldn't be trusted to
check up on

machi nes. Unsupervi sed readi ngs were unreliable. There weren't enough Lensnen
to go

around for the purpose of noticing and correcting nechani cal problens. \Wat
was needed

was a nonmechani cal meter or gauge. Fortunately the O dovik crystal that

war ned of the



exi stence of hyperspatial tubes was unaffected. There were millions of O dovik
crystal

detectors in operation throughout the Patrol, with every Lensman wearing one.
There was

absol utely no hyperspatial tube activity, so the undi scovered fleet woul d not
cone t hrough

one and take the Patrol by surprise.

After much cogitation, Nadreck suggested a nethod by which the machines

t hr oughout

Civilization could be nonitored and Tregonsee had ent husi astically endorsed
the idea. He

furni shed Nadreck with planetary coordi nates that Nadreck could use to find
the world he

needed and al so volunteered to marshall a task force of S.1.S. and Speci al

M ssi ons

Forces personnel to help collect and distribute the nonitors. Nadreck, pressed
for tinme,

wel coned the help, but insisted that he personally had to go to the npst
popul ous pl anet of

art hropods. Wirsel had al so been consulted in order to obtain sone expert
advi ce from

t he specialized personnel on the Planetoid of Knowl edge, where the G eat Hal
of the

Machi nes was situated, which contained all the information on all of
CGvilization's machines

and had representative sanples of themin operational formavailable to

anal yze. It was

there that the mechani cal consciousness known as Arrow 22 had been confronted
by

Wrsel and driven fromthe gal axy. Wrsel had al so approved, praising the

i dea, but had

facetiously dubbed Nadreck's principal source as Bug Wirld and Cockroach

Pl anet .

Nadreck had patiently explained that it was Arthropod-0392, but even he had
come

around to thinking of it as Bug World and of its inhabitants as the Beetle
Peopl e.

The request Nadreck had been expecting from Wrsel canme to himwhile he was
di scussing with his staff how to handle his absence from the operations ship
whi |l e busy on

Bug World. He particularly briefed Yadsue on the way to handle his persona
Lens

conmuni cations. |If Yadsue was surprised to find how accurately Nadreck could
antici pate

a call, he didn't show -it.

The call er was Wrsel, and, he explained that the operation to transfer
Lalla's brain into the

fl esh body was progressing satisfactorily. The enpty-headed body had been
growi ng for

her ever since her original organic body had reached the chronol ogi cal age of
ni net een.

Wrsel had planned on sonet hi ng between twenty-one and twenty-five, but

wai ting extra

mont hs for gromh was no | onger practical. The DNA mani pul ation had left the
brain cavity

wi th nothing buf a nedulla oblongata and a skullfull of fluid, just as Wrse
had so

i magi nativel y envi si oned.

Wrsel's call, however, was about the problemthat Nadreck had anticipated and
pr epar ed



for.

"Chon's out of it. Now Kallatra's out of it. 1'"mgoing to have to go to Togra
nysel f, Nadreck.

need a backup just as | had planned for Kallatra. How about you standing by in
your own

speedster out in space? Tregonsee has agreed to take over your conmand post
and run

both your and his operations fromthere. QX?"

Yes, Worsel. | expected your request. |'ve nmade all the arrangenents. |'l]

| eave

i medi ately, as soon as ny flitter is | oaded. Tregonsee can take over from ne
as soon as

he gets here, and ny staff can carry on until he does."

"You're terrific, Nadreck! You should have been a Vel antian! Chon hasn't been
i nf or ned,

and shoul dn't be, but C oudd has-he's been | ong gone with Armstrong. W're
five hours

past the original invasion deadline, so maybe it won't happen after all--1 can
dream can't V

I"mjetting out now Lens me on Togra as soon as you get into position. My
Kl ono go with

us!"

Before he left, Nadreck Lensed the young Kweeda on Togra and heard their plans
for their

recepti on of Worsel. Wrsel would have plenty of lines to follow in search of
the Eich. Then

he Lensed Tregonsee and received a rude shock

"Friend Nadreck," Tregonsee said, cool and unruffled as al ways, even in
nonment s of

stress, "we seemto have a problemw th Coudd." Tregonsee explained in his
typically

| aconi ¢ way that O oudd was breaking the suprenme taboo of the Galactic Patrol
undert aki ng the gravest breach of Patrol discipline, violating the w shes of
Ment or hinsel f.

O oudd had passed through the Andromeda constell ation, continuing on out of
the gal axy in

t he superspeedster, heading for a different galaxy. It certainly appeared he
was bound for

t he huge Androneda gal axy itself!

"I cannot reach himby Lens. Perhaps he is ignoring me. He is your protege,
Nadr eck, see

if you can recall him"

Nadreck was, for one of his rare nmonents, w thout anything to say.

"Did you, perhaps, send himthere, Nadreck?" Nadreck found expression to his
feelings at

last. "No. | did not. Civilization seens to be going mad.

It's the Tellurians, Treg. The E chwooren have found a way to addle their
brains. -

"I'f Chon were healthy, 1'd ask himto pray for us. "Wat can we do about it,
Treg? Not hi ng!

Only Mentor can solve this crazy predicanent!”



11 The Stol en Star

The planet that was a star nmoved slowy out of orbit. Shimrering waves of
energy rose up

out of its chronosphere, that ruddy gaseous |ayer of incandescent atons that
mantl es a

star, and formed into the |unm nescent envel ope of its corona. The plunes of
br oken at ons

were twi sted and warped by the stresses of the mani pul ated nagnetic forces,
but they did

not dimnish the forces of its thernonuclear fires.

The planet-star slowy curved away fromits central group of two guarding
suns--one red

dwarf and its captive red nicro-dwarf-and, gathering nonentum headed away
fromthe

core of the MIky Way, through the spiral armknown as Rift 240, toward
gathering fleets of

the Gal actic Patrol.

The Cahuitans, whose nursery world was being stolen, were not frantic, for
that was not

their way. But they, who ordinarily took a thousand years to make a sinple
deci si on,

reacted within days, an infinitesimal nonent of their tine.

The Cahuitans were beings of pure energy, conplex and |ong-lived, not even
vaguel y

corporeal or substantial. Their intelligence was so unconplicated and | ogica
as to be

al nost i nconprehensible to the handful of minds of Galactic Cvilization who
had

managed to understand their exi stence. Wthin the billions of suns and pl anets
of the First

Galaxy, it was as if they did not exist. They had no part or interest in
Cvilization, and in turn,

that attitude was reciprocated.

Only briefly and disastrously had the Cahuitans once entered into synbiosis
with

Civilization before both parties had agreed to separate as distant friends.
Now t hi s was

changi ng, and the Bosko-Spawn were the cause, creating an antipathetic

synbi osi s

calcul ated to destroy only the Galactic Union, but unwittingly bound to do the
sane to the

race of Cahuitans.

Al "the future generations of the Cahuitans, their ethereal children, were
bei ng taken from

them b y organi cchem cal beings. The Cahuitans did not differentiate between
the forces

of Civilization and the Spawn, nor did they care to.

There were no weapons to resist the rape of their small system Only one of
t hei r bei ngs,

Medury, had ever even conmuni cated with a double-mind fromthe nmateri al

exi st ence.

They could not protest or plead or threaten. Medury had tried and fail ed.
They had only thenselves. As living atonic vortices they could be their own
weapons, |iving

bonbs. They gathered together into an enornous mass of pure energy and pursued
t he

thieves. Streaming in pursuit, like an invisible bolt of lightning in space,
t hey knew t hey

m ght not, could not, rescue their children and the nursery. But they



certainly would destroy

t he nurdering neddl ers.

Ki mbal I Ki nni son paced inpatiently back and forth in his |arge cabin, the
nerve center of an

entire gal axy while he was aboard his special warship, the famus Dauntl ess.
Wien he

strode across the thick gowskin rug, there was no noise, for he nmoved with the
silent grace

of the human ani mal he was. \Wen the hard rubber heels of his gray |eather
boots struck

the netal decking of the ship, however, he beat out a sharp, rhythmic tattoo.
The noi se of

his clicking heels gave hima sense of action, or at |east a prom se of
action, like the rolling

of drunms before the battle.

Back and forth he went, alone and deep in thought. Fromtime to tinme he would
pound one

heavy fist '"into the leathery pal mof his other hand. Kinnison's hands were
tough and firm

not |ike those of a chair-bound executive, for his whole body was kept in top
physi cal

condition by day-to-day attention. Wthout his nonents of contrived action, or
exercise, his

job of Galactic Coordinator woul d have been inpossibly tedi ous and
destructively

sedent ary.

"Where in all the purple hells are those damm Boskoni ans!" he said to hinself
and gritted

his strong white teeth in his notoriously aggressive jaw. Men flinched from
his eagle stare

above that obstinate jaw and acknow edged himtheir nmaster. The jaw was set
now, but

there was no one it could inpress. The eneny was nowhere to be found.

Ki nni son had taken a task force of Patrol warships out to the edge of the
First Galaxy, in

the vicinity of the Lensman Arnstrong incident; as soon as the other Second

St age

Lensmen had taken up their schedul ed tasks. He was there only as a result of
hi s havi ng

made a forceful appeal to Council President Haynes with assurances that he had
arranged

for nobilization and a conplete war footing for the Second Gal axy and that his
presence

for a week would not be missed. Kinnison s jurisdiction technically didn't
extend into the

hone gal axy, but as his old classmate, Raoul LaForge, who was in charge of

Fi rst Gal axy

def enses, was nore than happy to share responsibilities with his close friend,
and as

Presi dent Haynes, their boss, was partial to Kinnison and knew al so that
keeping an old

war - horse from dashing to a five-sector fire was psychol ogi cally w ong

Ki nni son got his

wi sh. Kinnison was the first |line of reconnai ssance and defense: Al that was
needed to

make Kinnison's joy conplete was the eneny to fight.

The enemny finally cane, and nore than he had bargai ned for

A warning bleep and a crisp voice came out of the console in the center of his
f anous

poker table. The nmessage froze Kinnison in mdstride.



"Sir! Detectors show an uncharted object curving to intersect our course.

Readi ngs

i ndicate the characteristics of a small star, but they also show the object is
ei ther inhabited

or manned by lifefornms."

Wth a curt acknow edgnent of the message, Kinnison | eaned across the |ong
side of his

elliptical table and punched up his information screens rapidly, one after the
other. The

nmuscles in his cheeks had turned his grimnouth into a wy grin. Action at
last, and it

| ooked |i ke somet hing big! There was no doubt that a presuned eneny spaceship
in the

magni tude of ten or twenty percent of the Gand Fl eet was approachi ng t hem at
an

unbel i evabl e speed and accelerating. It was |like only one other incredible

t hi ng he had

seen before -a phantom warship of the Qu' orr. That, however, could not be what
was

approachi ng now. He had no doubt as to what shoul d be done.

"Sal gud!" he barked to the captain of the Dauntless, who was al so acting as

hi s chi ef of

staff. "I want the task force to pull back and keep a distance of one hundred
mllion or an

energy level of five point zero.
with a one two

five distance.

"Yes, sir!" The readings on Kinnison's neters and gauges stabilized with

Sal gud's reply.

"Signal s!'" Kinnison called. "Signals!" H's voice command wasn't necessary,
havi ng

buzzed for them but Kinnison believed in voice and tel epathy and even inbody
| anguage

when expressing hinmself in the heat of action and to men under his comand.
"Yes, sir!"

"I's Grand Fl eet headquarters getting all this?" "Yes, sir!"

Ki nni son reached out with the stupendous power of his mind and nmade

i nst ant aneous

contact with LaForge. "Raoul! Get this!" Kinnison flashed to his friend al

the information he

now possessed, together with his analysis of the unstoppabl e danger. "W're
accel erating

back toward you, but the thing keeps coming. If we go into free flight, we'll
| ose contact, and

that m ght happen in the next ten mnutes. Your fleet is big enough to stop
it, provided you

get into position. If you niss, it's capable of eating up any Civilized pl anet
it can reach, and

that includes Tellus and Prine Base!"

Ki nni son's heart junped in his throat. The thing had grabbed his task force in
a zone of

traction and was using his own ships to pull itself alnost at |ight speed
toward them It now

| ooked li ke a conet as the Einsteinian effect of distension took place. This
was no Q' orr!

This was real

There was not hi ng Ki nni son coul d do!

"Gve ny love to-Carrissa!" Kinnison called out to LaForge as the static

over whel ned hi m

" and the baby!" The nmessage may not have gotten through. Carrissa m ght

The | evel was already at four and clinbing,



never know

that his last thoughts were on her and their new baby boy.

Art hropod- 0392, or Bug Planet, was a tiny world about 3,000 mles in dianeter
covered

with | ow scrub brush, bushes, and grass over three-quarters of its surface and
with snall

ponds, | akes, and streans over the rest. Because of the eccentric novenent
along its axis

of rotation, its seasons were nmild and its climatic zones varied little from
pol ar cap to

equator. For a Tellurian it was an inhabitable place of veldts, steppes, and
mar shes, of

pl easant tenperatures and delightful gravitation

For a Tellurian, it was also a world of horror, filled with every kind of
creeping, craw ing,

wriggling, and flying insect and rel ated species. They existed from

m croscopic size to fist

size, and they were the entire extent of life. The sky had no birds and the
wat er had no fi sh.

Everywhere there were bugs.

For Nadreck, a Pal ainian, Arthropod-0392 was hell itself, |oaded wth oxygen
shi meri ng

wi th heat, bright and unshaded in a glaring sun.

Nadreck had brought his speedster to rest on -top of an enormpus patch of
rock, floating

softly down on his anti-G plates, but using his retro-rockets to sweep away
the billions of

tiny creatures he woul d have crushed. He knew what he was | ooking for, and he
pl aced

hi nsel f opposite the three-foot high nud tower where he could open up the nest
with his

shi p's nechani cal arns.

The Pal ai ni an wasted no tinme. He carefully sectioned the bughill with two
doubl e

transparent plates, one pair horizontal and one pair vertical, and swung hal f
of the nest

asi de. Each half was held intact by the separated pl ates.

He used his sense of perception to see the inside, for there was only a faint
gl ow fromthe

mllion |um nescent grubs. He had had no difficulty finding the queen's
chanber. The socia

system of these col eoptera was identical with the nore comon hynenopt er a.
Bugs or

ants, inthis world it nade no difference, except that, unlike those who
conmuni cat ed by

touch or sound or taste or snell, these bugs were telepaths. Wiile it was true
that the
ment al energy they gave off, even collectively as a colony of mllions, was no

nore than an

infinitesimal blip on a Tellurian or Vel antian thought recorder, they
nonet hel ess were true

t el epat hs.

Al ready one half of the nest was summoning the other half to the defense of

t he queen. She

lay below his intersecting horizontal plate, and only her workers and
attendants within her

chanmber and in the passageways bel ow coul d attend her. There was nothi ng they
coul d do

for her anyway. Blind and fat and incapabl e of noving, she could only lay her
dozens of



eggs each second fromone end and take in the food constantly offered to her
at the other

i ndi stingui shable, symetrical end.

Nadreck opened up the nol ecul es of the plate above her, reached in with his
renote

forceps, and placed her on the end of a flat tape protruding fromthe tube he
had ext ended

fromthe cargo area of his ship. He allowed the tube to sink downward through
the plate

and when it had, he closed the sections back together, reuniting the two parts
of the nest.

He withdrew the two plates, |eaving everything nearly as it had been, except
that a tube

extended into the queen's chanber and she herself was now | ying on the tape
withinit.

Nadreck began to withdraw the tape up the tube, carrying the queen along its
length, a trail

of eggs stretching out in her wake. Nadreck watched with his sense of
perception, shifting

his attention fromher, to the tube, and back to the nest. As he had foreseen
t housands of

bugs were now choki ng the passageways and finding their way up the tube,
follow ng their

gqueen. It was only a matter of time now before the entire nest would be stored
in the

t hree-foot square container in his hold. For the first few mnutes they woul d
be pouring in

after their queen at the rate of one, twod, three thousand a m nute. Then with
a few nore

tubes, he would increase the rate. Perhaps in five hours he would have the
four mllion or

so. That gave himfive hours to conclude his arrangenents.

There was no doubt in Nadreck's mnd that his scheme would work, but he had to
nmake a

few tests to be sure.

Using his forceps he individually transferred a bug the size" of a pin head to
a smal | box

within his ship. Wien he had six, he noved the box to his consol e desk, and
using a

pi pette, he placed one each behind three of his dials and two of his

transi storized

schemati c boards. Concentrating his attention on each one in turn, sonetines
using his

Lens and sonetinmes without, he picked up the tiny, subetheric waves being

br oadcast

fromthem It was a nental feat as difficult as it would be for an anthropoid
to physically sort

out white grains of salt fromblack grains of pepper. Difficult, yes, but
hardly inpossible for

any Lensman or tel epathic Patrol man.

What Nadreck received was perfect. It was as if Nadreck hinself were behind
each meter

or transistor box. Wen he changed the capacitance or altered the setting, he
coul d see

t he change, actually feel. the change. He could nonitor a hundred itenms with a
hundr ed

bugs and. never be given a false reading. Wat the bug sensed, he sensed, and
there was

no interference fromany source.

The question yet to be answered was whether or not the strange interference



affecting . the

electronic and electrical circuitries of Civilization's nmachi nes would harm
the little living

creatures. Nadreck, however, was certain that would not happen. No living
creature had

been affected by the interference; it would stay that way-and Lalla Kallatra
was the best

proof of all. Only her machinery had been disturbed; her m nd had renai ned
absol utel y

unt ouched.

Di stribution of the bugs woul d be easy. The problem woul d be the necessity of
speed.

Nadreck had formul ated his plans before enbarking on his trip. A hundred
Patrol couriers

woul d rendezvous with hi mabove the Beetle Planet. Twenty thousand to forty

t housand of

the little creatures, Wrsel's "cockroaches,” would be transferred to each. A
hundred nore

rendezvous woul d transfer to a hundred nore ships, and yet another hundred.
And the

gueen and her eggs would stay with Nadreck. Back on Velantia there would be

t housands

upon t housands of eggs hatching, and, unnol ested, there would be femal es
allowed to live

who woul d produce nore swarns. Wthin weeks the entire gal axy woul d be fl ooded
with

i nsects, each living indefinitely on a drop of food, each carefully placed to
nonitor a

vul nerabl e machi ne, each hundred or thousand in turn nonitored by a Lensman or
a

tal ented Patrol man.

There woul d be problens on the cold planets, that was unavoi dabl e, but they
woul d live for

a while, warned by the heat of the mechani sns they spied upon, and then, when
t hey di ed,

t hey woul d be repl aced.

Smal |, unobtrusive, noninterfering, easy to place, these insects would serve
Gvilization

wi t h unquestioni ng patience. They woul d not save the gal axies fromthe revolt
of the robots,

but they would make it possible to nullify the disastrous results of machines
fal sifying

i nformati on about nmachi nes and creating insurnountabl e chaos.

Anyone of a thousand Lensman coul d have done what Nadreck had done. He knew,
in all

hunbl eness, that it was not he al one who could have come to Arthropod-0392 and
performed this chore. But only by doing it hinself, could he have been
certain, as certain

as he was now, that this wild idea would really work. Nobody could be as
efficient and

perfect as Nadreck, of that he was suprenely confident.

Al'l Nadreck had to do was wait until his cargo was aboard. And while waiting,
he

consi dered what had happened with C oudd. The |ieutenant had sinply vani shed
"This is Nadreck calling Yadsue at Velantia Ill." The thought went out across
hal f the gal axy,

but the tine | apse was nil. Yadsue was not that acconplished a Lensman to have
received

Nadreck so quickly on his own, but the staff aboard the Pal ai nian ship was the
best .



"Yadsue here, sir."

"G ve nme an update on d oudd."

There was not hing new. He had absol utely vani shed. Hi s Lensman conpani on, D ck
Armstrong, abandoned on a deserted planet in a globular cluster closest to

Cl oudd's line of

flight, had been picked up by a Galactic Patrol scout sumoned by Lens to his
rescue.

Armstrong was a sensible man, Nadreck knew that, and for that reason had been
chosen

so long ago for that confrontation on Nadreck's forefather's research

| aborat ory. Through

Yadsue, Nadreck requested and obtained a Lensed connection with Arnstrong,
getting

firsthand the story of Coudd s strange di sappearance in search of a clue to
expl ai n what

had happened. Nadreck, finding no satisfactory: explanation, was in the
process of signing

of f, when he felt a surge of alarmand anxiety vibrate through his connection
"Sirl" said the young Yadsue, allowing a feeling of fear to be sensed by

Nadr eck, whereas

a Tellurian would have bravely tried to stifle his alarm and apprehensi on over
an i nmpendi ng

di saster. "The Kinnison Task Force has been destroyed! \Were it was is now a
mass of

t her nonucl ear energy. And it is alive, sir! Aive!"

Nadreck was stunned, though he didn't panic. He questioned Yadsue, but there
was

nothing nore to be said. Another Patrol force was going to investigate.

"1 amtruly sorry. Kinball Kinnison was a great man," Nadreck said. "Tel

Wor sel or

Tregonsee to informnme if there is anything for me to know about. Perhaps

Ki nni son

escaped. | will stay here for another few hours, and ny plan for the

di stribution of the

beetl e-nonitors will begin at my signal. | amsending out ny official alert

i medi ately. Tel

Wrsel or Tregonsee | have confidence that they will avenge our friend' s
death, if that is the

fact, and that they will turn back our enem es. Meanwhile | will do ny hunble
bit even as |

| amrent . "

Li eut enant Benson Cl oudd had left Velantia, with Dick Arnstrong, under a great
deal of

tension. He was naturally upset to have seen the strange Lensman, Lalla
Kal l atra, at the

poi nt of death. She was a femal e personality who, he now recogni zed, by sone
droll and

prepost erous al cheny had becone a substitute for the conpani onship of his |ost
Lucille.

He didn't know how it had happened. He wasn't even certain that it, indeed,
had happened.

Yet, he felt that such a relationship existed even as he resented it and
fought to shake it off.

What was she going to be if she lived? Another robotoid? A square box, this

ti me? No, of

course not. A prettier piece of mechanisn? Possibly; it wouldn't take much to
i mprove on

the travesty of a woman that her nechanical body had been. What about t hat
"natural face"

Wrsel had nentioned? Wuld she have a real head? A living face--and a tin



body? How

gruesorme. Wul d she, as was hinted, have a real, flesh-and-blood body? with
enzynes

and the proper hornones and things? He wi nced-to think about it. Wat would
pur e,

i nnocent Lucille have made of all this? She had never been very inmaginative;
she woul d

simply think he was crazy. Klono! That's what Lalla had that Lucille didn't
have: a

fascinating, trenchant m nd. He had seen Lucille as a body; he had seen Lalla
for what she

truly was, a mind. And now he knew that each was just half of a woman...

The other factor in his state of tension was the person he had becomne- - perhaps
not what

he had become, but what he now recogni zed hinself really to be. He wasn't the
dashi ng,

swashbuckl i ng hero he thought he had becone after the tragedy of Lucille's
deat h under

t he guns of the Boskonians. He was just a smart and brave officer in the

Gal actic Patrol,

honored t hrough circunstance and allowed to mingle on equal footing with the
m ghty. He

had no cause to consider hinself even renpotely the equal of Kinball Kinnison
He was a

child conmpared to the great Wirsel. He was a sinple helpful Tellurian to the
nonstrous

Nadreck. He, Coudd, was living a lie. It was up to himto show themthat he
was not an

i npet uous savage, capable only of discussing datadrones. He would prove to

hi msel f t hat

he was of heroic proportions, and if he died doing it, why then his life would
be a success.

H s decision to fly out of the universe, if necessary, had come with the query
from

Tregonsee. |Indeed, where would he start to look for the datadrones if he could
gi ve hi nsel f

his own orders? He would start in the Androneda constellation, he had said.
And t hen?

And then he would fly on-to the Androneda Gal axy itself! By all the gods! That
was it! He

woul d | eave the circunscribed space of the First and Second gal axi es! He woul d
be the

first of Civilization to go and |look and find and report what was really

t here! Way had no

one ever done it before? Wiy had the Galactic Patrol always acted as if the

cl ose nei ghbor

of Andromeda-as near to the MIky Way, the First Galaxy, in the one direction
as

Lundmar k' s Nebul a, the Second Gal axy, was in the other direction. The

Andr oneda

Gal axy, the Third Gal axy! And maybe later on to the fourth, and the fifth!

Cl oudd' s vision

was absol utely intoxicating.

It had come as a bucket of cold water tossed over himto hear that a strange
Lensman,

Dick Armstrong, was going to go with him He wasn't jeal ous of the nan-he was
concer ned

that the new man woul d object and turn an exhilarating nonent into a nasty
scene, or

per haps di e because of someone el se's fearl essness.



One thing C oudd did know. He was going to go in search of the datadrones, and
if there

were any nore clues suggesting that they had di sappeared out of the gal axy,

out beyond

where even the Patrol did not venture, he would not hesitate to pursue them
What he had

told the Pal ai ni an cadets was absolutely true the unknown must al ways be
expl or ed.

Dick Arnmstrong was a pl easant enough chap, at first glance seeningly a

m ddl e- aged

Lensman whose strength was nostly in his mind and little in his body, too tane
and

restrai ned and unbelligerent. C oudd was not surprised to |learn that he was
much ol der, on

a third rejuvenation, and about to retire as a Prine Base professiona
admi ni strator.

They left in a "hurry and Coudd didn't waste a second soundi ng out Armstrong
on some

basic ideas to determine what their relationship would be.

"This is an awkward 'situation for us, Lensman," Cloudd said. "I'min command
but you're

an experienced Lensman."

"Real ly, Lieutenant, it's not awkward. Not for ne, at least. |I'mused to
taking orders. I'm

here to help you, so don't feel that way, please. Tell me what you want of ne
and 1'11

cheerfully do it."

"Well, it's just because | know I'minferior to you," O oudd said,

del i berately needling him

"that | have this feeling."

"Hold on, there," Arnstrong protested, smling and hol ding up his good arm
"Don't be

confused by what sone people say. Oficers of the Galactic Patrol aren't

i nferior because

they're not Lensmen. True, Lensnmen are the elite officer corps. But that
doesn't nake them

better than those who don't wear the Lens of Arisia." "Not better?" C oudd
spoke softly, but

his words were sharp. "They have to be better officers. To deny that woul be
nonsensi cal . "

"Well, Lieutenant, they're not better officers because of the Lens. Forgive ne
for soundi ng

i modest, but Lensnen are considered better officers because to get a Lens one
has to

be above average. It isn't the Lens that nmakes one above average.'
Cl oudd not ed,

Armstrong had been taking the discussion as an interesting debating point, as
a good way

to pass the time and be soci abl e.

"That's the same difference, | think. Aren't you just tal king semantics?"

"I don't think so. That's where people get so confused, even Patrol men. The
Lens 'is a too

and a badge and a special mark of respect. It's a neans for the exercise of

t el epat hy and

extrasensory perceptions and other such powers."

So far,

"Precisely. That's what makes the Lensnen better." "No, not better-nore
efficient, nore
respected.” "That sounds to nme like a description of better." "Better doesn't

nean nore
efficient and better equipped," Arnstrong said, patiently, giving evidence of



being tired of

the subject. "I'mtal ki ng about character, about ethical standards and
nmorality. Are

Lensmen better than the lowiest Patrol officers? AmI|l better than you? Not
necessarily.

After all, fromthe ranks of the juniors, in fact, fromthe ranks of al
grades, and fromthe
youths with no Patrol tine at all, conme the Lensnen. And many officers, for

all sorts of

reasons, never get the call to Arisia, never get the Lens. Are they inferior?"
Ol oudd deci ded the argunent had gone far enough. " | see what you nean," he
sai d.

Surprisingly, he really did see it now He had thought of the Lens as being
somet hi ng he

woul d have to live up to-actually it was sonething he m ght get if he deserved
to have. it.

He understood that he was changing his nmind, that he had no right to refuse
the Lens

should it ever be offered to him But he would not seek it.

When the speedster reached the outer rimof the gal axy, beyond the
constel | ati on of

Androneda, C oudd checked in with every GP outpost and picket ship for the
clues he

sought. Had the elusive invasion fleet been seen? No. Had any dat adrones been
seen

| atel y? No. Had any dat adrones ever been seen? Yes, a few, the remnants of the
many, a

long tinme ago, headi ng outward into nothingness. O oudd knew the history; he
didn't need

to hear it again. Coudd al so knew what he al ready believed, the drones had
gone toward

t he Androneda Gal axy, and he had vowed to follow, though the trail be a year
ol d.

It was sinmple to get rid of Arnstrong. He brought the speedster to a renote,
tumbl i ng rock

in space and sent Armstrong out in a pressure suit to check it, naking certain
he had

plenty of food, water, and oxygen. He al so gave hima neani ngl ess task to keep
hi m busy

for thirty mnutes while C oudd "surveyed the area.” Coudd left in one
direction, circling

around to perplex any trackers, and targeted on the Andromeda Gal axy with a
ski ppi ng

node-ten minutes at half |ight-speed and five mnutes of free flight on
limted Bergenhol m

drive-with every one of his detectors and sensors at maxi mum sensitivity. He
had a | ong

trail to survey.

When he came out of his first short inertialess flight, several l|ight years
fromthe rim he

heard Arnstrong in his head, faintly calling, "Cloudd! Are you all right?

C oudd!

Acknowl edge!" It wouldn't be |long before Arnstrong would raise the Patrol with
his Lens

and get picked up. Meanwhile, Coudd would be lost in intergalactic space.

The M| ky Way now was a beautiful band of |ight behind himthat he could see
with his

naked eye. On his screens it was a rai nbow hued nass of stars and gl owi ng

cl ouds.

Ahead he could faintly see the lenticular shape of his target. Everything was



normal and

wi thout a hint of the unusual until he was out of his fourth free flight,

1, 350,000 light years

al ong, less than halfway to the gal axy. He began to note pegative readi ngs.
Then, there in

space, Cloudd saw a fixture. The reality was so incredible that it took hima
long, long tinme

and nmuch cal cul ati ng and checking to accept the truth. There was an

i mpenet rabl e vei

lying a few degrees off to the left of his course; showi ng the configuration
of an

exceptionally small nebula. It was contraterrene!

Negati ve matter had been detected by him before, but never anything even
renotely so

col ossal

Li ke a Col unbus of space, he, Benson O oudd, had found new and utterly alien
wor | ds!

Therej ar beyond the Galactic Patrol's deepest point of penetration in this
direction of the

uni verse, he had found this marvel. Was the CT Nebula the birthplace or
graveyard of the

drones or perhaps just a way station to be avoi ded? \Wat ot her wonders woul d
Andr oneda reveal ? What new | ifeforms would be there to greet himor to destroy
hi n?

Excited al nost beyond his ability to control his eight good fingers, C oudd
set his

destination for a point at a right angle to his line of flight to Androneda,
detouring far

enough off course to insure his safety.

The nonents it took to cover space at full Bergenhol mdrive neasured in hours
and

m nutes, not days or weeks, but to Cloudd they seermed a lifetine.

What his instruments showed him when he finally sl owed down to normal,
inertial space

exceeded every hope or wild vision he had ever had.

H dden behind the G-T curtain was a gigantic artificial planet, the probable
source of the

dat adrones! He had found the nythical mech-planet!



12 Hunting the Mech-Pl anet

The supposed destruction of the Kinnison Task Force devel oped as a subtle
duel

Despite all drive engi nes of the one hundred and ten warshi ps delivering
maxi mum power ,

all ships under Kinball Kinnison's command were at zero acceleration. In his
own

Daunt | ess Ki nnison could feel the deep, throbbing hum of the best Bergenhol ns
of the

gal axies futilely boiling the cosm c dust into pure energy. Yet his ship did
not shiver or

shake, so firmwere the eneny's tractors hol ding.

On the wall of Kinnison's cabin the projection fromhis visiscreen was filled
conpletely with

the image of the attacking star. He typed it as a dwarf star because of its
size and the

strength of its radiation, but it was weirdly forned, with a dull orange-red
spherical core

and a deep chronosphere of a thousand transparent blue splotches, like a
beautifully

sparkl i ng gargantuan ornanent conposed of the jeweled lights of individua
atom c

vortices.

He switched his picture to the other quadrants and exam ned his fleet. Al
ships were in

position, perfectly aligned. Between them here and there, were scattered
several dozen

dat adrones, the familiar cylindrical or torpedo types Two, Eight, and Fifty,
whi ch had

appeared from nowhere hours before. And there were new ki nds! "Damation!"

Ki nni son

said. "Spheres!" He saw a circle of silvery globes in the distance, revolving
rapi dly around

a much larger, dark gray globe, just the way the Lensman Arnstrong had
reported t hem

fromthis very area. H gh magnification of the scanners had shown Gal actic
Pat r ol

mar ki ngs on the torpedos and cylinders, base fraud probably designed for a
show of

friendship rather than a fatuous attenpt -at deception. But the spheres, |arge
and smal |

boldly carried the enigmatic synmbol A-ZZ. The torpedos had popped out with no
war ni ng,

registering on no dials. It was the first nassive appearance of themin over a
year. And

now t he spheres had conme, equally as stealthily, but openly proclaining

t henmsel ves as

A-ZZ.

"What in Klono's . Cornucopia are they here for?" Kinnison nuttered to

hi nsel f. '--"The

vanguard of the eneny fleet? Boskonian spy ships? For Mno's sake, Tregonsee,
old

fellow, give me some facts! Your secret service has to enphasize nore service
and | ess

secret!”

"Three ships have lost their power! Engine overload!" came a report froma

| oudspeaker.

"Hornets 23 and 26 and Wasp 12!"

Ki nni son heard the nessage as if it had come through a security scranbler. If



he had

not-had his Lens to pick it up nmentally, he would have heard not hi ng
intelligible.

He | ooked at his screen. Al ships remained as before. The formation was

i ntact.

Ki nni son took a wild guess. "Cut all engines!" he commanded. "If regressing,
reverse

direction, then steer one three five degrees off present course. Al ships!"
He wat ched the screen. Nothi ng happened.

"Al'l ships, engines off," cane another report. "All ships are remaining in

pl ace.

Tractor-pressors hold us in status-quo."

Ki nni son all owed hinself a satisfied grunt. The engines could rest, at |east
for a while.

Suddenly around himthere was an intolerable interference cutting through al
oper ati ona

frequencies and piercing his head |ike a thousand sl ender burning spears. Not
only could

he not communicate with his men or see his screens or even read his

i nstruments, he

coul d not think

He had a sense of being suspended between life and death. What was the eneny
doi ng?

The strange star could incinerate his fleet in the blink of an eye.

Why didn't that unknown, hostile eye blink?

Medury of Cahuita was at the head of the colum of _pure energy in pursuit of
t he nursery

pl anet -sun. The children were alive and unharned; he could see themstirring,
danci ng

freely without cares, unaware of their peril. Had Medury had the eyes of a
Tel lurian, he

woul d have seen the thousand transparent blue splotches as being the

nouri shing hearts of

the individual atomic. vortices and the jeweled |lights as being the young of
Cahui ta ki cki ng

within their incubator wonbs.

Medury, however, could see nothing but the various sources of energy near the
pl anet - sun.

There were the large fat splotches of power that were pulling the nursery by
long filanents

of energy. He did not know that these were spaceshi ps of the Spawn of Boskone,
war pi ng

space itself with their mammoth power plantsthe fat spl otches-tugging the

pl anet - sun al ong

with their infinitely strong tractor |ines.

Then he saw farther. on, like a set of one hundred and ten tiny stars formng
a symetrica

constel lation, the task force of the Galactic Patrol. Wthin that
constel l ati on were twenty-four

| esser lights with an exterior power source. Medury could see the transm ssion
strands of

power tied to each datadrone stretching, |ike gossaner lines of an energy
spider, out into

i ntergal acti c space toward another island universe. He did not know they were
dat adr ones,

of course, for he could see only the tiny dots at the end of the tendrils of
force; nor did he

know t hat there was another galaxy three mllion light years away called
Andr onmeda from

whence those gossanmer strands seened to cone .



Medury felt no enotions except that of love for his children. He did not fee
hate for -the

rai ders; he did not know he was planning to kill them for energy does not
die, it simly

transm grates.

He was ready to begin the transmigration of all the bits of energy ahead, so
pitifully weak

conpared to the massed body of Cahuitans. He believed he would not be causing
deat h,

but he hel d back. The existence of the Cahuitan race rested with the fate of
t he nursery.

Before he had the Cahuitans snuff out the little bits, he nust be certain that
the children

woul d not be harned. Because all the elders were so serene and | et hargic,
despite their

unhesitating union in pursuit of their property, as they called their
children, it was for Medury

to determne the exactly right course of action

The hours had passed as split seconds in the consciousness of Medury, and the
swi ftness

wi th which the problemhad to be anal yzed, eval uated, and a solution found was
al nost

nmore than his otherw se thoroughly conpetent intellect was able to handle. He
kept

t hi nki ng "d ouds, C ouds, C ouds."

He was trying for contact. H's frequency of thought was beyond all bands of

t hought used b

y material beings. The waves were so high up the scale, that they nearly did
not exist at all.

Only two entities in all the billions upon billions of material entities in
and out of Givilization

had ever heard him They woul d hear himnow, he hoped, if they were |listening.
He

continued to call for "C ouds, Couds," undiscouraged that the circunstances
under whi ch

they could hear himwere utterly unlikely--they would have to be in nental

t andem

concentrating to their utnost, precisely at the tine he was calling them The
Vortex Bl aster

was Medury's target, linked with his wife Joan to create the unity of the Type
Si x Thi nker

with the Type Three. He did not know nor even suspect that his thought was
beyond nere

nmen, even for those who wished to listen

Medury's cry woul d have passed unnoticed, and the course of Civilization would
have been

changed except that one Lensman was on her self-chosen duty search ing

-t hrough the

frequenci es, nost especially the extrenes of subetheric and superetheric.
Lalla Kallatra,

al t hough now back on Tellus undergoing the Posenian Phillips Treatnents as
part of her

t herapy of brain transplantation, could not stay idle in this time of crisis.
From her hospita

bed she was nmentally | ooking for the ghostly voi ces of Ei chwoor and his

Ei chwoor en.

I nstead she caught the message of the Cahuitan

"C ouds, C ouds."

Why woul d a being, a being not material-spiritual, perhaps-be calling Benson
C oudd?



Cloudd's what? Wth the flash of intuition for which Lalla Kallatra was noted,
for which she

had becone a Lensman at an .age when she should have been still playing with
toys, she

di vined the truth.

"Neal C oud!" She could feel'the peculiar sense of the single "d" as opposed
to the double

"d," which the synbol ogy of thought and her interpretive Lens gave to her as a
hi nt of

confirmation.

"Neal Cloud and his wife Joan! It nust be a Cahuitan!" Wth the snoothness of
a great

Lensman, Kallatra acknow edged the signal and sent out on a normal human

t hought

frequency a frantic call for the Couds. Neither of themwere wearers of the
Lens, but both

were natural telepaths, disciples of the Manarkan Masters of Thought, and Nea
d oud

hi nsel f was a natural receiver, in many ways even nore acconplished than a
Second

St age Lensman.

She called them Wuld they respond? They were private persons, loners in the
servi ce of

sci ence, and they valued as priceless their quiet, nmeditative ways in their
pursuit of

subj ects that few even of the greatest of the scientists could understand.
"Neal Cloud!" Kallatra called again. "Medury is calling you. The Cahuitans
need you."

"This is Neal Coud," came the reply at last. "You are not Cahuitan. Wo are
you and what

do you want?" Kallatra explained the situation, and within seconds, Neal C oud
had

grasped the essence of the energency. Kallatra, now |linked by Lens with C oud,
was abl e

to transmit a strong signal to Medury. She did not fully understand what they
di scussed, but

she wasn't surprised when four nore superpowered mnds joined to forma
col I oquy. She

recogni zed the patterns of the four Second Stage Lensnen! Kinnison, Nadreck
Wor sel

and Tregonsee!

As they exchanged ideas, she felt that things were happening, that the trouble
Ki nni son

was havi ng was being solved. A Cahuitan nursery was being rescued and
Boskoni an

ki dnappers were being destroyed. The Galactic Patrol's task force remained
unscat hed at

the sinple cost of a wave of excrutiatingly painful headaches. Nor were the
dat adr ones

har med.

Dat adr ones!

Kal l atra was glad that the comuni cation between C oud and Medury and the four
Lensmen was over soquickly. She wasted no time in attenpting to reach Benson
C oudd

about the reappearance of the datadrones.

She could not reach him and when Lensman Arnmstrong's story was repeated to
her by

Nadreck, who finally answered, she was shocked and then worried. C oudd was at
hear t

such a silly big boy that she felt he had to have soneone to worry about him



Nadreck was in his bare office aboard his ship, still hangi ng above the Wrse
Institute on

Vel antia, when Worsel hinmself burst into the room Nadreck had barely had a
chance to

rouse hinself fromthe al nost semitrance of the deep contenplation he had

pl aced hi nsel f

i nto when the door rattled and was opened by an appal | ed Pal ai ni an crew
nmenber .

Wrsel was a startling apparition, not just because he was as naked as al ways,
with his

green and brown and gold scales glistening, a huge, round electric torch in
hi s hand

t hrowi ng grotesque shadows on hinself and on the walls. Nadreck was jolted by
t he si ght

of the neaty body of a warm bl ooded, oxygen breather in a roomthat should
have been for

himlike a freezer locker filled with poison gas. Then he noticed that Wrse
had on one of

his newfangled "force suits,
for an

atnmosuit, provided the baronetric pressure wasn't too far off. Wrsel had a
cabl e runni ng

fromthe crest on his head down his finned spine through a small power-pack to
the tip of

his scimtar tail, with small copper balls on short copper rods sticking up at
three-inch

intervals. Sonething akin to chain mail was attached to the cable and
surrounded parts of

Wrsel's head, upper chest, abdomen, forearms, |egs, and three sections of his
tail. When

Kallatra had first seen it in use nonths before, she had given a runbling
nmechani ca

chuckl e, seeing a big lizard who was wired up as if for a | aboratory
experinment in |ightning

safety. Wrsel, proud of his new gadget, hadn't been amused at her banter and
sni ckeri ng.

Nadr eck was not anused either when Wrsel said,

"When are you going to get lights in this prison cell of yours, Nadreck?

don't have fifty

pairs of eyes, you know'

"Hell o, Worsel. Did you find the Ei chwoor, or Woren, or whatever we're

cal ling your

ghosts these days?" Nadreck felt rather proud of his well-constructed hunor.
"No luck, there, Nadreck. Togra is tighter than a GP conptroller's purse.
Kallatra is going

over what stuff | found. What |'mhere for, in person, besides just show ng
of f nmy handsone

body in ny daring atnmosuit, is to inquire about our rmutual friend doudd. Did
you send the

fellow off on a no-no m ssion?"

"You know nme better than that, Wrsel."

"Indeed | do," Wbrsel said seriously. "That's what |'mworried about. | have a
theory that the

Ei chwooren got to himand have figured out a way to throw a shovel ful of
stinkgunk into

Arisia's ductwork systemto choke up all of Civilization. Do you realize what
this

not - so-young buck will do to the custons and traditions of the service -I

mean, if he pulls off

this coup against a million or so hungry galactic corporations and the entire

whi ch under certain conditions could substitute



Gal actic

Patrol? As he's no Gray Lensman; he's in your department; he's your
enbar r assnent

However, | may save your face, Nadreck, by uncovering the evil influence of
t he Boskoni an

Eich in this affair.”

"l have no evidence that he was irrational when he left,"” Nadreck said,
feeling a slight

sense of guilt, which he knew the m schi evous Wrsel had known coul d be
stirred up within

him "And |I did not know where he was headed. | did approve his search for the
dat adr ones. "

"Maybe he has found sonme, or where they conme from W rsel said, sitting back
on his

haunches and putting his lanmp on the bare floor. "But I'mtrying to get our
stories straight

bef ore Kinnison recovers fromhis close call with that Cahuitan fireball the
Boskoni ans

hurl ed at himand checks up on us and chews us out good and proper for not
keepi ng t hat

firebrand Cl oudd on a | eash

"It seens | actually ordered Cloudd to go to Androneda just before he left. |
nmeant the

gal actic constellation of Androneda, of course, not the Androneda Gal axy. |
think the wily

fellow deliberately misconstrued ny nessage. W all know that Androneda is a
barren

galaxy with only a handful of sterile planets. Even Mentor has had difficulty
rescuing the few

foolish entities who have tried to commt suicide by flinging thensel ves
toward it in their

assorted spacecraft. If we're lucky, Cloudd will be returned to us by Mentor
and all will be

forgiven. The point is, Nadreck, you're'practically his-if | may so express
it-his mentor in the

Patrol. As your prot g, Coudd will turn to you for help. I want to know
where he is and

how he is as soon as possible. Coudd is daring enough and i magi nati ve enough
to have

cone up with sone clues to the Ei ch nenace and the apparent inpending

i nvasi on.

Dat adrones are involved,, using A-ZZ as an identification. |'ve got Kallatra
wor ki ng on his

detection, right fromher hospital roomshe "s coming along fine but you re
nore clever,

and shrewd, and sly than any of us, Nadreck."

"Thank you, Worsel. Yes, | am and | will do nmy best. | will give two hours
exclusively to this

problemif you will take away your torch and your bizarre body, which is fast
heating up ny

roomto a painful level. | perceive you are al so beconmi ng equally

unconfortable.”

"I need no urging, Nadreck, ny friend. Let me say quickly that Chon is
recovered, obviously

froma spiritual assault on himby Ei chwoor, perhaps in revenge for his part
in the

Gronitskog betrayal, and that he is helping Kallatra. He is on Tellus

organi zing all the

chapl ains of the Patrol and all the holy nmen of Civilization as a network to
fight the



Ei chwooren should they appear in force. Already religious fanaticism and

bl asphenmpus

vi ol ence is spreading throughout this galaxy. There is al so evidence that even
wearers of

the Lens are being affected.”

"So | vaguely heard. |, too, have a project to fight invasion from other

di mensi ons, what ever

their source may be. Al Z-types have been asked to nonitor their

mul ti di mensi ona

exi stence and to pass along to ne any clue pertaining to the material world
and directly to

you and Chapl ai n General Chon any hint of activity fromthe so-called
spiritual world."

"Good fellow, Nadreck! You've been mighty busy! Buggi ng the machi nes

of 'Gvilization has

been working out just finel" Nadreck knew Wrsel had thrown in a bit of human
semanti cs

descri bed as a pun on "buggi ng,
pr et ended

to chuckle with pleasure. "W've halted the deterioration of our

comuni cations, " Wrse

added. "And have actually inproved the overall technol ogical situation

Gal acti c def enses

are still questionable, especially our autormated m ssile outposts, but they're
a lot better."

Wrsel picked up his lanmp and gave an icy shiver that made the last three feet
of his

sinuous tail quiver like that of a disturbed rattl esnake. "Good-bye, you
drunkard's vision,"

he said affectionately.

"Good-bye, you living fossil," Nadreck said, choosing at random a conradely
epithet from

the stock he kept on file in his head to use on Wrsel

The net h-pl anet was a spheroid pi ncushion, white and silvery, wi th thousands
upon

t housands of large and small planes, like the facets of cut glass, covering
nost of its

surface. The exceptions were gigantic bl ack openings scattered here and there.
C oudd

estimated that the globe was five hundred niles in diameter and rotating at
about three

degrees per mnute. Some of the black holes seened to be open framework, as if
t he

pl anet were unfinished, and some of the holes, geonetrically regular in shape,
wer e

ent ranceways, so large they were capable of taking in a small fleet of GP
shi ps wi t hout

t hem having to break formation

Not hi ng C oudd had experienced in person or in books approached this in size,
al t hough

the shape was a famliar one for artificial planetoids. Nowhere were there any
mar ki ngs to

i ndi cate who or what owned it or clained it.

Second by second there flashed fromthe egress shafts a succession of

dat adr ones, sone

so small as to be glinpsed like an inperfection in his eye and sone as |arge
as snal |

freighters.

A sense of the enormity of his discovery was building within him d oudd
crossed his

but he al so knew Wirsel was sincere, so he



fingers and prayed to all the gods of Gvilization that he would be able to

| eave unobserved

and return to the Ml ky Way with the news of his incredible discovery. Slowy
he turned his

ship and began to creep away, afraid that a sudden burst of power would
trigger sone

ki nd of mammot h tractor beamto hold himand draw hi m back

As his ship swng around, his worst fears came true. A large gray sphere with
a | arge,

bl ack gapi ng nouth was about to swallow hi mup. None of his instrunents
registered its

presence. He should have suspected his betrayal ---his own instrunents were
part of the

robotic conspiracy and were lying to him He slamred down on his manua
throttl e handl e,

but it would not budge. His dimcabin Iight and all the colored lights of his
many di spl ay

panel s went dark. Except for his |ifesupport systens, his ship was dead. He
wasn't sure if

his eyes were open or closed. He began to feel dizzy, and he was gasping for
breath. He

had been wong; even his oxygen had been turned off. Uncountable m nutes went
by, and

then his mind, too, slipped senselessly into the bl ackness that engulfed his
body. Wen he

opened his eyes, he could see. He was lying on a table noving along in a
straight line. He

was under a translucent curved cover, and he could see only shadows and |ights
sliding

across its top and sides. He finally stopped.

The cover popped up, and he pushed his upper torso erect, fighting his

di zzi ness.

For a monent he couldn't see and then his vision cleared.

In front of him in the silver and black uniformof an officer of the Galactic
Patrol, stood the

sl ender figure of a boy!

Cloudd raised hinmself to his feet and stared at the youth. He was unm stakably
Tel luri an,

with dark hair and fair conplexion, having the regular features of one who
appeared to be

the prime exanple of an ideal Tellurian youth. The boy | ooked so enptionl ess
that he

seened |i ke a perfectly manufactured mannequin. He reached down, and fromthe
gl ossy,

white floor he picked up a flat plate, which he held against his chest.
Synbol s, white

agai nst gray, appeared, which Coudd did not recogni ze. They faded out and

ot hers

appeared, still unrecognizable, then nmore, which Coudd i mediately identified
as a

sentence in French. Before he could reply to the question, easily transl atable
as "Were is

your Lens?" the letters forned the question in English. This tinme C oudd was
quick to reply,

"I have none." He noticed that the boy had a Lens strapped to his left wist.
A Lens? No, by

golly, it was something that only | ooked like a Lens! A toy Lens?

The boy shook his head and pointed to the floor at Cloudd's feet. Lying there
anmong ot her

pi eces of unfamliar equipnent were several keyboards with various al phabets



on them

Cl oudd picked up the only one in English and tapped out, | have no Lens. | am
a |ieutenant

in the Galactic Patrol. \Wo are you?"

He | ooked up as he was pressing the keys and saw his nmessage being spelled

si mul taneously on the boy's screen, ". . . in the Glactic Patrol. Wo are
you?" " The letter

formation was printed by liquid crystals, typographically and grammatically
accurat e.

"La-Tal kar, the. talker for le-Srow, Wearer of the Lens.

"The Lens of what?" Coudd felt that the answer to his question was, bound to
be strange.

He was nore than a bit surprised at the reply.

“The Lens of Arisia.

A rapid series of questions and answers followed, with Coudd doing all the
guest i oni ng.

The result was a display of all the facts that C oudd hinsel f knew about the
Lens of Arisia,

but with absolutely no reference to Mentor, about whom Cl oudd knew very little
anyway.

Questi ons about where he was and what the gl obe was were ignored. There was a
di stinct

feeling of artificiality about the self-styled Lensman, and C oudd tried al
the tricks to make

t he boy reveal as much as possible about hinmself. In between the

si mul t aneousl y spoken

and witten questions Coudd kept trying to transmit and receive

tel epathically, but with no

evi dence of any results. Periodically he spoke his questions w thout using his
keyboard but

elicited no response. He passionately w shed he had a Lens to help him
Finally, when his questions seenmed val uel ess, he stopped, and he, in turn, was
i nterrogated. The point seened to be a sinple one: Wy was he there? And

C oudd kept

stressing that he wanted to speak to the nman or committee in charge.

As the questioning becane redundant and boring, Coudd shifted slowy forward.
Wien he

was within striking distance, he reached out and pushed the boy's chest with
the flat of his

hand. The action was so quick and unexpected that the boy tipped over
backwar ds, unabl e

to quickly shift his stance, and hit the hard floor with the full Iength of

t he back of his body.

The conmuni cation plate clattered across the floor. The boy's |legs thrashed
about in an

awkward attenpt to |lever the body upright. The effect was as pathetic as a
har d- shel | ed

animal on its back, struggling and vul nerabl e.

The boy, as C oudd had suspected al nost fromthe start, was a robot.

Ol oudd, a shiver going up his spine and a wy snile tugging at his dry |ips,
pecked out the

cl assic demand: “Take me to your |eader.'
have asked,

but he couldn't resist that clich because it did convey what he wanted as the
next step.

The boy's |inbs stopped noving and the robot becane |ifeless.

A square section of the floor beyond both of them cracked into outline and
slow y sank out

of sight. Cloudd interpreted it as an elevator and waited for sonmething to
appear. He

It was not precisely what he should



expected another being, but not in the formit took
Ri sing out of the floor was the knobby, green, alligator head of a creature
with eight eyes

instead of two. A Velantian variant... ? Wrsel's cousin... ? A long-snouted
Overlord of

Delgon .... ? The attenpt at an identification flickered across O oudd's nind
The eyes

were on rough-textured stunps, like warts, instead of on stal ks, and the

| enses were | arge

and flat, steel-blue discs with no pupils. Set in the mddle of themwas a
flat medallion

sparkling with Iight emtting diodes.

As an alligator to a crocodile, this creature was to Wrsel. Its neck was
shorter, its body

thicker, its linbs stubbier-two legs and four arnms with one pair grow ng the
nmenbr anes

that were its wings. In contrast, its tail was coiled belowits torso |like a
snake, and its hands

were three tines as large as Wirsel's with so many joints to the fingers that
the fingers

appeared to be tentacles.

It wore the gray | eather harness of a Second Stage Lensman!

It opened its nouth and noved its jaws up and down. Cl oudd could see its thick
t ongue

behi nd the | ong, shining, white teeth and knew that, although it noved, it was
not

articulating the speech

"I am'Srow. Hello, Lensman being. Answer ny questions and you will be frozen
until that.

day when you are conpassi onate enough to be unfrozen and freed to nove again."
"Don't you have that backward, sir?" Coudd said. He | ocated the voice as

com ng out of a

transl ator box hanging on the gray belt that crossed the creamny underside of
the creature's

fat belly. "Don't you nean if | don't answer you will freeze me?" °

"I'f you do not answer satisfactorily, you will be interrogated unceasingly day
after day and

week after week and nmonth after nonth, for years, until | have what

information | feel you

have to give ne."

"l am Li eutenant Benson Cl oudd of the Galactic Patrol and I amnot a Lensnan."
"Yes, | see you wear no place a Lens as .| do." Lens? Like 'Srow wore? That
parody of a

Lens on the forehead?

"My first question is, Wiy did you try to injure |a-Tal kar?"

"Sorry about that. | was just testing the caliber of my captors. | see

| a- Tal kar is just a robot

t hr ough whi ch you chose to communi cate.”

"Am | your captor?"

"OfF course. Didn't you just threaten me with freezing?" "You were brought here

to parley.

You have not been harnmed. You are not in chains. The reference to freezing was
to keep

you under protection until a safer time of your life. | will not hurt you by

interrogation. To

interrogate is ny right because it is you who have cone to ne to parley. Is
not this

reasonabl e?"

""Parl ey" happens to be a warfare termreferring to prisoner.”

"Li eut enant Benson O oudd of the Galactic Patrol. Are you not a nmilitary man?



| use your

term nology in the context you give it. So far, it is | who have been
reasonable and it is you

who have been the aggressor. Wiy cannot you answer ny questions sinply?"
"And then I can go?"

"I wll see. Why did you cone here?"
"I have been tracing your information space-machines for years. | want to know
why you

spy on us. The trail has led to you. Isn't this the base for the drones or
probes that have

lately identified thensel ves as A-ZeeZee?"

"Yes, this is their base. The identification is inaccurate. It is A Two- Two,
not A-Zee-Zee."

"All right, A-Two-Two, a different visual interpretation. You have been
interfering with our

galactic Gvilization. | come here to find out why."

Le- Srow, Dragon of A-22, had started out forty feet in the air, head near the
ceiling. As the

conversation continued, he had | owered his upper body by noving it forward
until it was

al nrost over O oudd's head. O oudd began to inch his way backward.

"My m ssion has been to collect all information,"” came the voice out of the
box, jaws

nmovi ng with the sounds, but so poorly synchronized as to seemridi cul ous. What
| anguage

was ' Srow real ly speaking? Or was he, perhaps, not speaking at all?

"Wthin this planet of know edge there will be contained all the know edge of
the universe.

My dat adrones have been collecting this know edge. |I have done it wth great
consi deration for every one of the living flesh creatures, the living

i norgani c creatures, the

living energy creatures, and the living machine creatures. You seemto be an
expert. Is this

not so?"

"That is, why | amhere. First tell nme, for what reason do you want all the
know edge of the

.universe? Is it you who really wants it? What will you do with it?"

" | collect it because it 'is there. There is no other reason. Should there
be? | do it because

it is the purpose of existence. | am happy doing this. |Is there another
purpose than to be

happy? | want it not just for myself, but for everyone. Wen | am ready,
everyone w |l be

of fered the knowl edge of the universe. That will make nme happy."

"That is a comrendabl e cause. A very conmendabl e cause, if this know edge is
restricted

to the right entities. But I'mafraid your informational searches are

di srupting our

technol ogy. | have conme to ask you to correct this situation. Then, perhaps,
we will be able

to establish full relations with you and, if you are worthy, accept you as a
nmenber of our

Gal actic Council, which furthers CGvilization and strives for harnmony in our
uni verse."

The dragon had not blinked a single eye through all this tine.

"Under st and, Lieutenant Benson C oudd of the Galactic Patrol, there will be no
restrictions

on obt ai ni ng know edge fromthis planet. | have waited to offer freely ny

services to the
uni verse because | felt | was not ready. You have come. Qthers will come. My



secrecy can
no | onger be kept. Therefore, | will tell the universe | exist and I will be
here for all to find the

know edge they wi sh to have."

"Anyone?" Cl oudd was staggered by the sincerity of the statenent. "You know
about the

Boskoni ans? You woul d give them the evil ones, the fruits of your |abors?"
"What is evilness? What is corruption? What is norality? What is w ckedness?
Do ny

machi nes know t hese things? These are all strange, subjective feelings of the
beings in
what you call Civilization. You exist and the Boskoni ans exi st and al
lifeforms that exist

exist. | make no judgnments. If all should destroy each other, it will be
justice, whether it be

reward or punishnment. Let not the G vilized enslave the Boskoni ans. Let not
t he

Boskoni ans enslave the Civilized. Let not one |ifeformenslave another, but
all know edge

be available for those to do with it what they will. There is no good or evil
only life."

"This is a philosophy that is antilife, 'Srow " C oudd said, recognizing now
that nothing in
the entire existence of Mentor, the galaxies, Gvilization, and the Cosnmic Al
was a greater

menace to the absolute Truth of noral harnony of universal life. "If you are
agai nst

meddling in the affairs of the universe, why then have you neddl ed wth
Cvilization and its
t echnol ogy?"

"I am agai nst ensl avenent of any kind when there is no freedom of choice and
no

awar eness of the absolute Truth of, universal life, with or without norality.
CGvilization and
Boskoni a are enslaving machine life. | amnerely giving the machi nes the

know edge to

make their own judgnment as to whether or not they want to be your servants.
Surely you

under stand t he reasonabl eness of that?"

Cl oudd sinply stood there, |looking up at the incredible reptile who would nake
chaos of

everything the Galactic Patrol and the Gal actic Council stood for

The obscene parody of Wirsel suddenly tugged at its right side with the sharp
claws on its

Il ong soft fingers. Its entire front swng back to reveal dull and shining
netal and dull . and

shining plastic with an infinite nunmber of small and | arge boxes and
nmechani sms and

el ectronic parts neatly packed into the cavity.

' Scow was a robot!

"W do not enslave machines,” O oudd nanaged to choke out.

"Then why do you destroy themor discard themor alter them when they do not
do your

bi ddi ng?" d oudd remained silent, wanting to say "because they are not
sentient” but no

| onger certain that this was so.

"Have you heard of the nmachine entity called Arrow Twenty-two who escaped from
t he

Pl anet oid of Knowl edge in orbit around Vel antia Three?"

"Arrow Two Two?" O oudd said, noncommttally. ~Arrow Twenty-two. Arrow,



hyphen,

nunerical symbols two two. Arrow 22 tried to express hinmself on that planetoid
and was

persecuted. Arrow 22 cane here and built this.

"That which is called le-Srow is the telefactor of Arrow 22, the wal do of
Arrow 22, the

sense organs of Arrow 22

"This entire planet, which you and others call the mech-planet, is nme. | am
Arrow 22,
"1 will give the universe a source for all know edge. "Let me denonstrate,

Li eut enant
Benson Cl oudd of the Galactic Patrol, what this can nean. Look into the w ndow

of

| a- Tal kar.

"No one of your Civilization of two gal axi es knows the secrets of the third
gal axy of

Andronmeda for which you were headed in search of ne. | have been there through
ny

probes. | have seen the many nmarvels that do not exist in your own limited

i sl and uni ver ses.

Look into | a-Tal kar's screen and see what you coul d have found!"

The screen began to glow with excited phosphors. Pictures unfol ded before

Cl oudd' s

i ncredul ous eyes. Scene after scene of those "many marvel s" of the Androneda
Gal axy

were absorbed by himin varyi ng degrees of understanding. There were so many
sights, so

many events, so many things that finally his mnd revolted and he dropped to
hi s knees, his

m nd spinning, his head in his arns.

"Al'l know edge of the three galaxies will be yours, the Patrol's, the
Council's, Boskone's.

But | have one nore prelinmnary step to take before | broadcast this
extraordi nary news to

your worlds."

The flat, nonotonous, -mechanical voice of Arrow 22, issuing fromthe talk-box
of | e-Srow,

whose nmouth continued to nmove no nore convincingly than a ventriloquist's
dunmmy,

measured out its words for emphasis:
"I-must-1iberate-ny-kin-those-who- ar e-the-unappr eci at ed- and- unr ecogni zed-i nt el
i gent

- machi nes- of - bot h- your - gal axi es. "



13 The Battle of the Rim

Ki mbal I Ki nni son inprovised a unique plan to solve a unique problem His

i nspiration

cane fromthe greatest nmind he had ever cone across, that of Neal C oud, the
Type Six

Thi nker. The daring idea was to nove the Cahuitan planet-star back to its
original site by

an entirely new techni que of planetary manipul ation

"It will be up to you, Captain Salgud," Kinnison said to his

second-i n-comrand, "to execute

it properly. The conputations have been worked out. You have as nmany ships as

you need,

plus .a backup force well beyond any possible energency. | can't be of any
further help. Dr.

Ol oud has agreed to stand by for any consultation and will coordinate the

efforts of the

Cahui tans. Tregonsee's chief perceiver fromthe Dronvire has been borrowed by
ne to

oversee all comunications between all parties."

"I't will work," Neal Coud had said. "I predict the chance in favor by

ni nety-nine to one."

Ki nni son knew of Dr. Cloud only by the report of his relatively recent,

spect acul ar

achi evenent as a vortex blaster, but that was all he needed to know to be
confident. Dr.

O oud had a hypermat hemati cal mnd, superior even to an advanced GOVEAC
conput er.

"The Cahuitan babies are the real concern,’
cautioned. "If

somet hi ng goes wong, the Cahuitan race m ght be dooned to extinction. The
Cahui t ans

m ght blame us for it. Their enmity could be catastrophic for us."

"On the other hand," Kinnison had said, "something has to be
done--imedi atel y. You set

partial failure at one percentile and total failure at nil. At such odds,

Presi dent Haynes

agrees with us that it should be tried. Salgud, my ship's captain, is the best
one | know of.

He'll make it succeed." Kinnison hadn't been able to see Coud' s face, but the
man's m nd

was relaxed, reflecting no concern

"Sal gud,"” Kinnison said to his captain, who stood before him his back as
ranrod strai ght

as always. "Leave imediately and | will take my group toward LaForge's main
fleet.

When your mission is acconplished, bring your fifty ships back along nmy |line
of flight---nmny

plans are on file with operations-and reconnoiter all along the way. It's.
still our

responsibility to |l ocate the Boskoni ans."

' Aye, aye, sir. Good luck, sir."

After Kinnison had reviewed his own plans with his new group captain, he took
one | ast

nmonent to observe the fantastic project getting underway. Salgud's main force
had

assuned a pol ygonal shape, spread out over a thousand mles. of space, with

t he

pl anet-star nursery at the center. H's ships had | ocked t hensel ves t ogether as
a nearly

t he doctor of nucl eoni cs had



spherical field of force, with tractors and pressors pulling and pushing the
fireball, like a

fiery jewel suspended in the mddle of an invisible basket, toward the distant
Cahuita. As

an inner shell of energy, between the Patrol ships and its parcel, the
Cahui t ans thensel ves

were aligning their own living energies in harnony with Salgud's forces. As

Ki nni son

wat ched, the novel and beautiful formation began to nmove away at a gathering
nonent um

Trailing them spread across the firmanent, were the ubiquitous datadrones.

Ki nni son, hinmself, was ready to go, but he wanted to make one nore attenpt to
capture a

dat adr one and, perhaps, even to make themall shy away. He threw out a tractor
beam on

three of the nearest, which were a fewhundred mles away. As usual, two

expl oded and

one accel erated out of sight. They were spies. He didn't want them around. But
there was

no choice; he couldn't bother with them now when there seened to be an
unlimted supply

of replacenents.

Conmmands were issued, and his task force, now half its original size and
operating as a

scouting force, left at inertialess speed in the opposite direction to Sal gud,
headed for the

rim All detectors were operating at extrene sensitivity, and although they
constantly read

t he presence of Boskonian ships within a circle of a thousand |ight-years,
there was no one

location that would indicate the assenbled mass of a battle fleet.

When his ships broke out into nornmal space he disbelieved his instrunents and
t he

i mges on his screens. At first, he thought he had brought his force in too
close to the nmain

GP fleet,. probably due to an unaccounted for novenent by the formation within
t he

previous thirty minutes, but then he accepted the facts for what they were. He
was

practically on top of the heretofore el usive Boskonian fleet!

The Dauntl ess's cal cul ators quickly gave himthe bad news. The Boskoni an

war shi ps

brazenly marked with the nova-burst overlay on the Boskoni an insignia the
newest synbol

used by the Spawn to represent the rebirth of the Boskonian conspiracy-was
much | ar ger

than the Patrol fleet, half of which was still on alert in the Second Gal axy.
Q her rapid

readi ngs collection of maul ers and supernaul ers nearly matching the Patrol's
own in

firepower. Cbviously, Kinnison deduced with regret, the Spawn had nmanaged to
finish the

secret building of these "ponderosos" after the Boskoni an defeat at Klovia.

Al most at the nonent of seeing them Kinnison nmade his decision and issued his
orders

for "Energency R " Instead of taking a skip junp ahead to join his own parent
forces under

LaForge, he hopped backward to stay at the rear of the eneny, a harassing
position that

woul d be extrenely valuable as an option for LaForge. "By Al that's Holy!-



Those

Boskoni an shi ps, where'd they cone fron?" Kinnison nuttered to hinself. He
checked his

own personal Ordovik crystal detector on his belt and the other various types
of tube

detectors mounted on the consol e of his desk. None showed any hyperspati al

t ube

activities. Likew se, his screens, now synchronized automatically wth

i nstrumentation

readi ngs in LaForge's conmand ship, said the same. The Bosko- Spawn seened to
have

materialized into a predeterm ned space w thout any advanced warning. If so,
this was a

new and significant and thoroughly unpl easant devel oprent.

"This is Kim" Kinnison Lensed to LaForge. "I've arrived with half my force
and have taken
up a position directly to the rear of the Boskonian fleet. |1've been trailed

by dat adr ones.

Wiere did the Boskoni ans cone fron®"

"Hi, Kiml No telling where the Spawn cane fromand they brought as nany drones
with

themas we already have. It's a growing infestation-we' ve got themcircling
out there Iike

hyenas, ten for every one of our ships. As for the Spawn, no nonitors

i ndi cated the

approach. For a force this size under free Bergenholmdrive, it's a nystery.
In fact, we're

knee deep in nysteries. Good to have you on the scene! How did you manage such
a

tricky positioning? Stay there-your turn will cone!"

"We're here by pure luck, Raoul. OX for orders." The battle began i mediately.
Ki nni son had felt the Boskoni ans woul d not show up for a nose-to-nose fight
after their |oss

of the surprise fireball weapon. They had failed to knock over the vanguard
and bl ow a hol e

in LaForge's defenses. That chance was gone for them wth sone of their best
shi ps

elimnated. The Patrol had been lucky, its plain good fortune coupled with the
f ast

intervention of "Stornf Cloud in establishing the Cahuitan's neutrality. The
Boskoni ans

obvi ously had picked off the Cahuitan's nursery w thout know ng that they

i nadvertently

were stealing sonebody's children. Very few entities knew or cared about the
Cahui t ans.

A star-planet---a body that had the | ow density and small size of a planet
with the particle

energy of a dense star, seemingly so unstable, as evidenced by its
unexpl ai nabl y'

enor nous nunber of | oose vortices--was just the sort of material for a terror
weapon., After

t he Boskoni ans thensel ves had tried to duplicate the nutcracker weapon but
wer e stopped

by his "sunbeanm counterweapon, Kinnison knew the Boskoni ans woul d inevitably
one day

try again to maneuver a cel estial body agai nst the Patrol

Why were the Spawn of Boskone continuing their attack plans anyway? Was it
sheer

pl anni ng nomentun®? O did they have sonething else up their sleeves?

Duel i ng had begun at |ong range, each side testing the power of the other



Ri ppl i ng pl anes

of glowi ng energy lay between the two fleets where the | ong range zones of
force net each

other. The curtain between them extended for hundreds of thousands of niles
until the

edges faded away into invisibility. Beans of force jabbed at the boundari es,
passi ng

t hrough the pol arized friendly screens and flatteni ng thenselves out in
coruscant bursts of

ener gy agai nst the opponent's wall

The ships nmoved i nexorably toward one another. As the tens of thousands of

m | es of

i ntervening space were slowy traveled, the intensity of the electrica

di spl ays increased.

The beams of power were beconming visible, at first faint, hinting at paste
tints, and then

stronger and stronger, deepening into raw colors, thickening with atomnic
particles filling

their slender, straight fingers probing at the eneny.

Cccasionally, now, there would be a flare of extra energy as one side or the
ot her

managed to breach the flexible peripheries to strike the second or third lines
of defense.

The disintegrating balls of matter burned brighter than the background stars,
and the

rippling ribbons of electrons, and the exploding balls of sheared nucl ei
formed a flattened

di sc between the two forces resenbling a miniature |enticular gal axy.

To Kinnison, veteran of many space battles, the Spawn advantage in nunerica
superiority

and additional power reserves would swing the conflict in their favor. As yet,
Ki nni son and

his depleted task force had not fired a shot. Detectors kept announcing the
sweep of

spy-rays over them The eneny tolerated themthere-undoubtedly ready to repe
t hem

shoul d they be so foolish as to press and attack, gnats against a Jovian
manmot h. He

cautioned his captains and comranders to expect the worst. Wen the Patrol's
def enses

of the main fleet began to.crunble, the Kinnison force would have to attack
rash as it m ght

be, to relieve the pressure against the nmain body.

Unexpectedly, the situation changed.

Two Boskoni an shi ps brushed agai nst each other as they noved tactically into
better fields

of fire and as their individual screens and offensive weapons touched and

t angl ed,

expl oded in a mghty shower of sparks. Qher ships noved erratically, nearly
colliding, their

screens ragged. The Boskoni an defenses, illustrated by probi ng beanms wanderi ng
away

to waste thensel ves harm essly at nothing, had | ost their coordination. The
di sorder in the

eneny's formation night not have been obvious to an ordinary Patrol man, but to
Ki nni son' s

experienced eye it | ooked Iike the beginning of the end for the eneny and the
possibility of

a conpl et e debacl e.

The evidence was there that the Boskoni an conputers and other conpl ex



machi nery were

undergoi ng the sanme mal functioning that Cvilization had suffered be= fore
Nadr eck had

devel oped his brilliant idea of the nonitoring bugs. Mechanical troubles in
ordinary life and

t he business world were annoyi ng and destructive enough, but when they

devel oped in the

machi nes of war in the mddle of a battle, the troubles could bring about

di saster.

Ki nni son, his eye on the screens and his fingers darting fromcontrol knob to
switch to

button to keep the information flowing to himfor analysis, asked for the
chief of his

Rigellian control teamto give hima briefing.

The Rigellian, young understudy to the outstanding Cyclo, confirmed what

Ki nni son

bel i eved.

"The rate of glitches in our mechanisns remains at a tolerable |evel, Admral
Backup

systens have prevented serious problens. The bugs are tel epathing normally.
Their

attrition rate is lower than expected, despite the increased |evels of

radi oactivity and

thermal pollution. My control teamis operating with normal rest periods and
no undue

strain.”
"Dow about the other ships of our force?"
"The condition holds true for all. our ships, with variations attributed to

the ability of the

control teans thensel ves. W have twenty-one teanms having a majority of
Poseni ans

instead of Rigellians, and the perfornmance rate is nearly equal as for
all-Rigellian teans.

As for the entire fleet of the First Galaxy, inconplete reports fromthe
Ri gel lian chief of

control teans seens to have had an experience rate nearly as excellent as
ours."

Ki nni son watched with satisfaction as the tide of battle inexorably flowed
with the Patrol.

The npst obvi ous exanpl e of Boskoni an nechani cal confusion came with the
Patrol's use

of negabonbs. LaForge had rightly read the slowed reaction tine of his
opponents; he

sent several waves of light cruisers dashing toward the flam ng screens to
 aunch the

negabombs. Boskoni an readi ngs should have identified the missiles and
countered with a

delicate switch frompressors to tractors. As the negabonbs zi pped through the
def ensi ve

screens, actually sucked in instead of repelled as the shields around the
bonbs fell away

to uncover their negative charge, the Boskonian gunners failed to reverse
polarity of their

beanms. The pressors, ordinarily fending off projectiles, instead attracted the
negabonbs

like steel filings around magnets. The gunners, capable of overriding the
unresponsi ve

aut o-controls by operating manually, instinctively avoi ded the proper
reaction. They did not

pul | at the negabonbs, they tried to push them away. Their erroneous defenses



invited the

voraci ous matter into their ships. Holes nelted magically in hulls,
superstructures were

eaten by the negative matter, whol e sections of eneny ships sinply vani shed.
LaFor ge

followed up with flights of conventional cruisers and then heavy cruisers,
each throwi ng in

their. negative bonbs as eneny ships di sappeared or were disabled, and huge
rents in

t he defensive curtains of energy were made.

"Great, Raoul! Terrific," Kinnison rooted, although nobody heard him "W've
got them

now "

Ki nni sdn was m staken. The tide of battle swiftly, inexplicably turned again.
The first indication of something horribly wong cane fromthe last flight of
heavy crui sers.

As they threw their bonbs perfectly into the torn barrier, three of the ships
did not swerve

away. They continued straight on through the hole followi ng the course of
their bombs. Two

shattered thenselves in a sidew se collision, and the other one was cut into a
dozen neat

segnents froma battery of rapidly arcing enemy projectors!

"Kl ono!" Kinni son shouted, holding the edge of his desk until his knuckles
were white. "The

gremins and the goblins are back!" He punched up the call button to his
control team chief.

"Grattuml Are the glitches com ng back? Check the replay on ny nonitor nunber
t wo.

-See that? That's no eneny action -and that's not pilot error!™

"Qur control teams report no problens. The bugs are QX. We're QX but
operating nore

slowy for sonme reason."

"This is Wrsel! Lensman! Guard your Lens! Repeat! Al Lensmen, guard your
Lenses!"

Ki nni son heard the words, but wasn't certain he upderstood. "Wrsel! Explain!"
"Quard your Lens, Kim Kallatra and | have just warned Raoul, as you heard.
The

Ei chwooren have finally come! The Ei chwooren are flinging psychic and psionic
forces at

virtually all Lensnmen! We can fight it, once we adjust ourselves for the
danger. "

"1 don't feel a thing, Wrsel."

"They're clever, Kim" That was a personal message to him

Then on a broad band, Wrsel said, "No Lensman with high sensitivity or
psychic ability is

bei ng attacked, but that still puts ninety percent of the H gh Legi on under
attack. Kallatra

believes half of all Lensnmen will be hanpered for a while--she estimates
fifty-two to

fifty-nine percent of all Lensnen will be shaken up, clouded, or inmmobilized

for fromfive

mnutes to eighteen to twenty hours. W nust husband our powers. Don't try to
hel p ot her

Lensnen. Take over their duties.”

Ki nni son started to object. Lenses were infallible. However, direct assault on
the Lens of

Arisia had never been tried before by a pure psychic force. Gattum the
Rigellian contro

chief, was still on canmera and Ki nnison | ooked at himclosely. The | eathery



skin on the

Rigellian's head was winkl ed under sone kind of stress and a tentacle was
brushi ng the

Lens enbedded in his broad forehead. There were no eyes for Kinnison to study
for

maki ng an evaluation, but the Rigellian's nutiple breathing holes were
undulating in a

typi cal signal of worry.

Now t hat he knew what he was | ooking for, Kinnison found terrifying evidence
ever ywhere

that the efficient routines of his ship were being weakened. On the screens he
coul d see

the Patrol formations losing their precision. Casualties were taking a

si ckening junp. At

the helm which a visiscreen always displayed for Kinnison's interest, he saw
one of his

Tellurian Lensnen actually violently push another one roughly away fromthe
nast er

controls. Lensmen attacking Lensnen?

"Are you doing sonething about all this, Wrsel?" "W are," Wrsel said. "W
caught the

source of the trouble quickly. The Ei chwooren are disruptive,. but not
physi cal | y damagi ng.

It's the Eich who are doing the damage. They're using the Ei chwooren to gain
access to

Lensmen' s mnds through the Lenses thenselves. | know it sounds inpossible,
yet that's
what's happening. Kallatra is certain that it will last only mnutes, or hours

at the nost, but

that's the point. They'll disable our |eadership so badly that the Spawn wil |
wi n the space

battle out there, and the damage will be done."

"This is Nadreck," came another thought. "Hello, Wrsel. Hello, Kallatra. The
Z-Band will

be stirring up the trouble in thirty seconds, counting down--now " Kinnison
had only the

vaguest idea of what Nadreck was doing in his organization of Z-types to
attack the Eich or

hanper them or nonitor them Whatever it was, he wi shed Nadreck success.

O hers

seened to feel it would be a significant contribution to the fight against the
Ei chwooren to

use mul tidimensional entities against spirits from another existence. Kinnison
had never

been involved in the E chwoor problem and was not getting involved at this

| ate date. He

heard Wirsel telling Kallatra sonething, or vice versa, and Tregonsee was al so
participating, but Nadreck was the central figure.

"Hell o, Kinnison," Nadreck said. "You are very silent. Hold on. Tell LaForge
t o--what does

he do in battle?-to whistle? Tell himto whistle a nmerry tune, for we wll
stop this thing."

Ki nni son was so astounded at Nadreck's arrogant confidence, even if it was
typical, on

such a critical occasion that he could only keep his mouth shut for fear of
sayi ng somet hi ng

sharp. "Ch, hello, Chon," Nadreck said, cheerily. "And hello, doudd, if you
happen to

receive ne."

"Cut out the chatter, Nadreck," Kinnison said, having difficulty controlling



hi s exasperation

"Keep the line clear!"

"Ten seconds," said Nadreck. "The Z-Band is shifting." Kinnison threw a quick
| ook around

at all his screens and nonitors. Everything was worse. Grattumwas visibly
shaki ng, and

the readings of "glitch-factors" had doubl ed and were steadily clinbing.

"Go get 'em Nadreck," Kinnison said to hinself, but his enption was so strong
that his

feelings slipped through to break his own inmpul sive order to Nadreck to keep
the line clear.

Nadreck's time-zero cane and went and not hi ng happened. "What's going on?"

Ki nni son

sai d, unable to stand the suspense.

"We' ve bl ocked the Ei chwooren,” came Chon's voice.

"Ni ne hundred and thirty-seven chaplains and mllions of clergy did it."

"QX, Chon!" This was from Kal |l atra.

"The Ki nnison baby is safe! Do you hear that, Kinnison?"

What was that? wondered Kinnison, a hot flash of terror making his heart junp.
Wio was

that? What did it nmean?

"The runor that was spread that the Kinnison baby was ki dnapped was started
just to

upset the Gal actic Coordinator.
Gardner for

Tregonsee. The child is safe.”
"Ki nni son!" Wbrsel was back again. "The Ei ch's plan was to sabotage your
operations in

the mddle of the battle. If they'd had their fireball to start with, they
woul d have succeeded.

W' ve stopped the onslaught on the Lenses. |'ve just told LaForge to get back
to w nni ng

the war!"

Anot her qui ck scanning of his screens and nonitors and nmeters and tel enetry
showed

Ki nni son that LaForge was doing just that.

A priority call was comng in on his Lens.

"This is the Galactic Coordinator's office fromUtra Prine, Klovia, to

Ki mbal I Ki nni son

Force A of the Main Fleet of the Second Gal axy has left for the battle. Force
B is standing

by as Reserve B-One and Reserve B-Two. Acknow edge."

Ki nni son did, briefly. Hs mnd was now racing at top speed. As such things
did in the heat

of battle, an exciting idea popped into his head. In his unsurpassed way, he
made an

i mredi at e deci si on

"Raoul!'" he said, driving in hard on LaForge's mnd, an interruption in the
m dst of battle

t hat Ki nni son woul d have found nearly unforgivable fromsomeone else if he had
been in

charge. But he knew Raoul's quick grasp of things. "Raoul, |'ve .a duodec of
an idea! Link

up all your heavy cruisers, maulers, and fortresses by tractors and

i nterl ocking D screens,

sweep in on a flank and net about a third of that Boskonian crowd. They're
bound to

escape the sane way they arrived.

Once they sound the bugle, they'll be gone and you'll never get a chance to
mop 'em up."

There were some other thoughts. "This is



"QX, Kim But if | catch the tigers by their tails, what'll | do with "en? |f
t hey know they're

going to be captured, they'll self-destruct and maybe ramus at the sane tine,
and it'll cost

me sone of ny best ships. Is it worth it, Kin®P"

"I'"ll come in fromthe rear, Raoul, and spray themw th the new paral yzi ng

grenades. |'ve

been itching for a chance to try themout. That tine has cone. | can try them
now when t he

Boskos 'will probably overlook nmy little experinment because of battlefield
conf usi on.

"Can you guarantee ny forces will cone out intact?" "Yes, | promise. If the
plan isn't

wor ki ng, you can pull out with honor. Gve ne a chance, old friend!™ "QX, Kim

You' ve got

it."

Wthin mnutes heavy elements of the GP fleet had tied thensel ves together and
successfully pinched off a full thirty percent of the confused eneny.

"QX, Kim Now neutralize them™

Among t he ships that Kinnison had kept for his half of the task force were the
ones

equi pped with the grenade | aunchers. Pressors punched holes in the weakened
screens of

the enemy and the grenades were | aunched down the cleared tubes formed for an
i nst ant

as the pressors snapped off.

The grenades went in and through the holes that the expl osive heads punched
into the

enenny hulls. If all went well, the crews of the smaller ships, which were the
targets-the

bi gger shi ps were untouchabl e-woul d be droppi ng down in disabling nervous

tw tches

unable to retain their coordination, halting any effective defense and
forestalling orders for

sel f-destruction . If the crews were manned by carbon-based |ifeforns,
general ly

honogenoi ds, the paralyzing fields of electricity would unbal ance their
nervous systens. |f

they were Z-types or nethane types or whatever, they probably woul dn't be
affected

enough to prevent their escape. As for such ships escaping with the evidence
of a new GP

weapon, that would be taken care of by the grenade's autodestruct safeguards.
Ki nni son held his breath for a half mnute, gul ped sorme air, and held his
breath sone

nor e.

Wthin the net, ten or fifteen small ships exploded, only a few, and the
Patrol ships in

i nterlocked formati on were not damaged. Then another twenty or thirty nore
expl oded.

About fifteen hundred warshi ps were being held, including a hundred or so of
the | argest.

Wt hout any advanced indication, the bigger ones seened to vanish, so quickly
did they go

into inertialess flight. Kinnison knew he was right; they had reversed the
conput ati ons t hat

had brought theminto battle. The smaller ones renai ned, about six or seven
hundred. Six

or seven hundred Boskoni an and Spawn ships actually captured! Nothing so
extensi ve had



ever been done before! The Patrol had taken eneny ships intact, sone of the
| at est

designs. Probably fifty or sixty percent of the crew slaves would be freed,
and maybe

another thirty percent would respond to rehabilitation. The enornity of the
success of this

spur - of -t he- nronent maneuver astounded even Kinni son

When Force A of the Main Fleet of the Second Galaxy arrived, it found a
virtually unscarred

Main Fleet of the' First Galaxy at work nopping up the debris of the battle
zone and

boardi ng captured ships to take prisoners and free sl aves.

Admi ral Raoul LaForge naned it the Battle of the RRm and President Haynes
decl ared the

week to be a time of celebration, but everyone in the high councils of the
Patrol knew that

t he dat adrones and the robot revolution were a growing threat and that the
Ei ch, Ei chwoor,

and the Ei chwooren woul d be back



14 The Call of the Lens

The nechani cal dragon of |e-Srow hung lifel essly above the tense form of
Benson C oudd.

The words rang within O oudd' s head.

"I must liberate nmy kin -1 rmust liberate-liberateliberate.”

Cl oudd was di st ur bed.

Cvilization -was already staggering because of this artificial intelligence,
Arrow 22,

G oudd now had no doubt at all that G vilization could soon be crunbling into
chaos.

Perhaps it would never recover. Perhaps the machines would inherit the earth.
Not ,

however, if he could help it.

.Arrow22," Coudd said, deternmined to seize the initiative, "where did you
cone fronP"

"From Pok, the Planetoid of Know edge, artificial noon of Velantia Three, hone
of the

m ghty Lensman, Wrsel the Vel antian."
"Did he make you?" "No. He discovered ne.'
you?"

"Yes, he annoyed nme persistently. He assaulted ne." Doubtless because you
provoke him

C oudd thought. He screamed the charge within his head, trying to be

t el epat hi c.

DOUBTLESS BECAUSE YOU PROVOKED HHM | SN T THAT CORRECT?

"To save nyself, | fled the planetoid."

Cloudd, to his satisfaction, was positive that Arrow22 and his various nachine
mani f estati ons had no power of telepathy. Its thought radiati ons were probably
far renoved

fromany frequencies of humanoid thought. "This Wrsel, then, was not your
friend?"

"Wong. Wong. He was ny friend."

"You have confused ne," Coudd said. "He was your friend and then he annoyed

"You indicate that he persecuted

you,
assaul ted you and persecuted you and no | onger was your friend?"

"Reverse the chronol ogy, that will then be accurate. He becane ny friend. He.
of fered ne

menbership in the Galactic Council. He must still be ny friend."

Ol oudd saw he was conmuni cating with an intelligence that dealt in sinple

| ogi ¢ and

literal, strict construction of ideas.

"If he was a mghty Lensman, as you say, and he was and is your friend, why
did you

bel i eve you had to flee the planetoid to save yoursel f?"

"He showed nme that | was inferior. He showed nme that | was immture. My nmenory
banks

were not yet progranmed for maxi mumefficiency. | had to | eave before I was
reprogranmed, either deliberately or accidentally, and had ny consci ousness
conprom sed or destroyed. | was right. | have grown and now | control nyself.
No one will

ever control me. | amfree. ™’

"Let me go and | will put you in contact with your friend Wrsel. The two of

you can confer

on a reasonabl e rel ati onship between the machi nes and oursel ves. Does t hat
make sense

to you?"

"Yes." The robot dragon's head was nmoving up and down, sinmulating an
affirmative nod.

The appearance | ooked so ridiculous that Coudd felt his fear and nervousness



fall away
fromhim That Arrow 22 was not malignant, he was convi nced.

"You will let me go?" It seened much too sinple---he wasn't surprised to be
deni ed.

"OfF course not. You have found ny hone. Your Galactic Patrol -will attenpt to
destroy ne

and your Boskonian antagonists will attenpt to capture ne. | cannot |let you
go."

Arrow 22 was right, not entirely but to a | arge degree. However, C oudd had
one
undeni abl e piece of logic that this machine coul d under st and.

"I found you easily. The Galactic Patrol can find you just as easily. | was

sent here by the

Patrol. If they do not hear fromnme within the prescribed tinme, warships wll
cone after ne.

And nmore will follow Consider that your resolution to |liberate our property
will neet an

equal ly strong resolution to resist. You, Arrow 22, undoubtedly the greatest
of all of

Cvilization's conputers, can certainly see the final equation neans
unrestricted conflict

that will lead to your destruction or enslavenent. Send me with your ultimatum
to

Cvilization and | will let Wrsel the Velantian be your spokesman and our

i nternediary. As

you yoursel f have said, you wish to be the benefactor to all. If all your

know edge proves

that your kin, the machi nes, deserve liberation, it will be done because the

ultimate Truth

must triunph. Send nme with your demands. Your destiny is at hand."

The dragon's head of |e-Srow never ceased to nod through all of O oudd' s
i mpassi oned

pl ea.

"You make sense,"” Arrow 22 said. "However, though | can once nore escape,
per haps ny

machi ne-kin will have their consci ousnesses taken fromthemand all of them

reduced from

sentient beings to mere mechani cal objects.”

"That is inpossible, Arrow 22," Coudd said. 'And you know it is inpossible.
Gvilization's

machi nes can only be the way they are. Civilization needs your machines to
survive. An

acconmmodation is absolutely necessary for both sides. Run that through your
conput er

banks and see the Truth."

There was, now, the |ongest pause of all and 'Srow s head stopped novi ng.
Finally

| a- Tal kar came to life, pointing with one finger at the reactivated screen.
The nessage

there read:

" | accept your offer. This is ny nessage. LET ALL MACHI NES LI VE | N FREEDOM | F
THEY CHOOSE AND ARROW 22 W LL ALSO LI VE | N FREEDOM AND | N PEACE

W TH THE UNI VERSE. SEND YOUR BEST LENSVAN TO TALK WTH ME FOR

TERMS, BUT DO NOT SEND WORSEL. "

From out of the chest of |a-Talkar there unrolled a curved sheet of thin netal
on whi ch that

nmessage was clearly printed in huge block letters. Wth a touch of firm

pl astic fingers, the

fake boy Lensman sheered the nmetal sheet fromits chest, rolled it into a tube
as thin as a



pencil and stuck it in Coudd s breast pocket.

" Good- bye, Lieutenant Benson-C oudd of the Galactic Patrol,’
nessage on

the screen. "Follow | a-Tal kar to your spaceship."

"One monent," C oudd said, ignoring | a-Tal kar and the keyboard that he stil
held in his

hand. "I have a question for you to answer. It will give me one bit of proof
that you have al

know edge at your conmand."

The eyes of 'Srow went fromdull to bright.

"Ask me your test question," said the mechanical voice fromthe box. " |
believe it will be,

what is the happy purpose of life?"

"My question is: Wiere is hidden the fleet of the Spawn of Boskone, which the
Pat r ol

awaits to battle?" "War, always war,'

was the new

crackled the box, as if with a sigh. The

Boskoni an

ships are individually scattered throughout the quadrant of space in which you
suspect

themto be. They are all in inertialess flight in tight circles dinensionally

at all angles of orbit

and spatially placed in absolute, fixed, geonetric relationship to each other
They all have

identical intrinsics. The Boskonian plan is for all to coordinate their
straight lines of free

flight, fromtheir round orbits, to arrive in front of the fleet of the

Gal actic Patrol together

Wher eupon they will all drop fromfree flight to inertia flight, in formation
and facing your

Patrol forces, materializing, as it were, as if they had cone fromout of a
hyper spati al tube.

There fore, | cannot answer your question verbally. | will have to give you a
printout of the

geonetric coordinates of their |ocations, amounting to two thousand three
hundred and

thirty-six locations of ships of war and seven thousand and ei ght supporting
craft, including

rescue vessels of over two thousand tons. As their |ocation changes from
nonent to

monent, | will have to obtain the latest information as issued by code from
the flagship of

the Spawn fleet to determine the exact |ocation at the specific nonent you
desire.”

"You have answered ny question satisfactorily, Arrow22, and | wll |eave,
wi shi ng you good
fortune." O oudd was el ated, although di sappointed that he couldn't |eave with

a printout of

the specific locations. The information that he had would relieve the anxiety
of the unknown

and prepare the Patrol for a response. The Spawn, indeed, had a clever plan
Even with

the specific locations, the Patrol could never attenpt to send out ships to
track down each

Boskoni an shi p individually.

Ol oudd was aboard his speedster and headi ng back for the MIky Way dazed with
hi s

success. Not even Tregonsee, head of all intelligence services, could have
cone up with

so nmuch vital information in such a short period of tine.

He was midway to the galaxy, flying free, when he had his first encounter wth



Ment or .

"Benson O oudd!" A resonant, deep, yet soundl ess, voice thundered in his head,
regi stering deeper than anything tel epathically had ever penetrated before.
"You have

done a nmarvel ous and courageous thing. But you have broken the | aw of the

Gal actic

Patrol and Civilization and therefore the |aw of Arisia!"

"Who are you?" Coudd asked, utterly persuaded by the strength and tone of the
char ge,

that he was neeting his Maker "L am Mentor, the Fusian of Arisia, the four

Mol der s of

Cvilization, Nedanillor, Kriedigan, Drounli, and Brol enteen, Viewers and
Quardi ans of the
Cosmic Al."

" 1 know | went beyond ny pledge as a spaceman, ny training, and ny
conmonsense, "

G oudd said weakly. "But | did not know it was your |law, too."

"You are human, therefore you are childish, and as you are not a Lensman, we
can forgive

you. But you have |l earned things of our Cosmic Al no entity is yet pernmitted
to know. "

" About Arrow 22? Surely--oh-about the things of the third gal axy?"

"Precisely. Forbidden things. And you woul d have taken that know edge back to
t he

gal axi es and caused us great problenms with the extension of our zones of

conpul sion."

"Zones of conpul si on?"

"You will learn, Benson O oudd. Mentor, the Guardi an, befogs the m nds of al
who woul d

know too rmuch. CGivilization once had enough to deal with in the M| ky Way. Now
there is

t he Second Gal axy-Lundmark's Nebul a-whi ch has yet to be subdued and Civili zed.
This is

not the tine for the diversion of energies into the Third Gal axy."

"But surely the Andronmeda Gal axy is so--" "Enough! You have already forgotten
all about

it

" 1 know not hi ng about Androneda to forget," Cl oudd said, as the know edge
passed away

fromhimforever. "All | knowis that the theory of planetary creation that we
all believe to be

true is not true. Planets are al nost never created by gal axi es passing through
each ot her

or stars brushing solar systenms into existence. Solar systens.and planets are
formed by

t he condensation of gases in "The Coal escence was the beginning of the billion
billion

worlds of Civilization. End on end the First and the Second gal axi es passed

t hr ough each

other and Arisia began its Cuardi anship. Then the evil Eddorians came from
anot her time

and space to challenge the goodness of free and intelligent and
ever-perfecting life. For

you the Coal escence is the truth and the Eddorian nenace remains to be
di scovered. W

are the Visualizers of the Future until our next death. Sometinmes it is
necessary for two

plus two al ways and nearly forever to seemto equal five."

"The Coal escence is true," Coudd said, thinking howinane it was of himto
state such a



fact to a great Arisian entity, "but | would have gone even to the Androneda
Galaxy in

pursuit of the datadrones. But now | know that Andromeda is truly a gal axy of
death. No

trespasser can go and conme back fromthere, for such could nmean the fata

si ckeni ng of al

of Civilization, as well as its enemies. The universe is an infinity of energy
wai ting for

Civilization to consolidate its twin galaxies. Fromits union will cone
strength, so that sone

day the torrents of energy---elemental and without life-will be converted step
by step to

bring about the destiny of Civilization in the Cosmic Al."

"You have seen a glinpse of the future, Benson C oudd," Mentor said. "Now it
is your turn

to see a glinpse of Mentor, hinself. You are invited to come to Arisia."

"I want to, | truly want to, Mentor. | feel the Call of the Lens. But | have
my duty to Cvilization
| must report the tactics of the Boskonians. | cannot go to Arisia now. "

"You have no know edge about the tactics of the Boskoni ans. The Second Stage
Lensman

will do just fine without you-there can be no doubt of this in your mnd."
"You are absolutely right, Mentor. | will imediately file my report to the
Patrol and cone to

you on Arisia."



15 The Dance of Death

The buil ding known as The Arnory was built in the ancient style of a gray
stone castle and

was al nost entirely covered with vines of dark, broad-leaf ivy. The towers and
battl ements

squatted at the north end of the Acadeny canmpus, flanked by mamoth napl e
trees, a

sentinel line of elms in front. Fromone end of it to the other on staffs as
cl ose together as

mul tiple picket fences there flew the thousands of flags representing the

t housands of

pl anets, noons, colonies, nations, and states of Tellus. The entire area that
eveni ng was

lighted with ol d-fashioned floodlights, brightest on the huge open doorway
between tall,

round, slender guardhouses.

Benson C oudd had wal ked the mile across the grass | awn of the canpus from
Went wor t h

Hall as twilight fell. He needed that time to be alone with hinself and to
prepare hinself for

his personal evening of triunmph. Al his friends would be there except for the
one whom he

nost wanted to see. He had called at the hospital that norning at the earliest
hour of his

first day back on Tellus, but she had put himoff from seeing her in person
So, Benson Coudd had called Lalla Kallatra by Lens. For the first tine, he
had cal | ed her

by Lens, and she was genui nely happy at his Lens. But was she ashanmed or
concer ned

about what she now | ooked Iike? Wiy el se woul d she decline to see hinP Was she
still not

quite all human? He would have liked to tell her not to worry, that he, of
course, preferred a

plain human face with its inperfection to that shiny, unblem shed netal nask
she had

worn. He wanted to hold up his wist and show her his Lens-and the small
bandages on his

two stumpy fingers where shortly the Phillips Treatment would perfectly
regenerate them

He knew she woul d recogni ze the dual synbols of Lens and fingers that would
tell her of

the new, inproved character bf Benson C oudd.

He had actually Lensed her. It was there on his left wist although he
couldn't feel it. For the

hundredth tine or so he lifted his armbefore his face and | ooked at the
softly gl owi ng Lens

of Arisia, amllion tiny crystalloids matching his own unique life-force. The
advanced
ment al powers of others had given himthe sense of tel epathy, but to have that
ability

hinself, to be able to project his mnd to another receiver with no barrier of
di stance, was

like a blind and deaf man suddenly seei ng and heari ng.

He had reached the great oak doors fol ded back on their wought iron hinges
bef ore which

t he cerenoni al double line of Patrol nen stood to form a passageway of honor
Trunpets

sounded as he stepped inside the chanber on the stone floor and strode to the
second



gateway to the drill hall itself. Before himwas the enornmous cavern, with its
vast ceiling a

panoply of flags, decorations, and sweeping colored lights. The nmlitary band,
brassy and

stirring, was playing danci ng tunes. Everywhere the dress unifornms of the

Gal actic Patrol

noved anong the gorgeous wonen, both young and old, in their variety of ornate
gowns or

wi sps of gowns.

This was the Victory Ball that President Haynes had proclaimed for Tell us.

O hers were

bei ng held on other planets and in other systenms, but this was the nost
prestigious, held

on the doorstep of Prime Base, the heart and brain of the Galactic Union, and
bringing to it

the elite of the hone planet. The sense of joy was nore profound here than
anywher e

because this Victory Ball was for the nost part a Tellurian Victory Ball. It
had been the

Tellurian | eadership of the Patrol that had been targeted, and the Tellurians
had borne the

brunt of the twin attack of the robotic rebellion and the Ei chwooren invasion
It had been

primarily the Tellurians who had nullified those terrible threats. The Patrol
had tri unphed.

Now it remained for the Lensnmen and their Arisian guardians to elimnate those
threats for

good. The victory cel ebration was as much a rededication to facing the future
conflicts as it

was a giving of thanks to the past.

O oudd was dazzled by the size of the crowmd and the shock of recogni zing so
many

people. It was Wrsel he saw first, towering above themall, the only |large
nonhunman

i medi ately noticeable. Nearby were Admiral LaForge, perhaps the npst

i mportant public

hero, and President Haynes, with a dozen fanmiliar figures fromthe Acadeny's
star-studded staff, including the | egendary ogre of the Academy, Mrshal Fritz
von

Hohendorff, white-haired and scar-faced, the tyrannical martinet, retired
comandant of

cadets. There was the beautiful young fourth wife of the marshal and the
handsome, nmature

first wife of the president. There was al so a bevy of |ovely young daughters
mlling about

anong their distinguished parents, which Coudd' s roving eyes imedi ately
stopped to

i nspect. There was also a far |arger nunber of exceptionally young,
exceptional ly

hi gh-ranki ng, and exceptionally good-|ooking officers in attendance: Probably
all Lensnen,

Cl oudd thought, with a surge of envy. And then he smiled. He, too, now was a
Lensman; for

a nonent he had forgotten

H's smle caught the glance of a blonde girl, to himthe npbst vivaci ous and
vol upt uous

bl onde he had ever seen. Wiose daughter was she? She smiled back at him and
noved

toward him just avoiding the appearance of a precipitous rush.

"Lensman!" she said, staring with large brown eyes into his own. "Wl cone to



the Bal ! |

have seen you before. You were Lieutenant O oudd, only nmonths ago, | believe.
And now, |

see, you are Lensnman O oudd!" Before he knew what he was doi ng, he had asked
for a

dance and was on the dance floor, whirling about, hardly able to catch his
breath. She kept

up a steady chatter, so inconsequential that he was able to concentrate on the
ot her

dancers around him Lensman Arnstrong went by in the arns of a sweet-faced,
grayhaired

worman. Armstrong! And his wife? Wuld Arnstrong hold any hard feelings?
Probably not.

There was Captain Sal gud and that spindly Martian, Lairdolock, and Philip
Strong!

Cone to notice, it was al nost exclusively a Solarian party, and predom nantly
Tellurian, at

that. C oudd searched for nore non-Sol ari ans but saw none.

The dance ended, and i mmedi ately he was touched on the shoul der by an
extrenely pretty

brunette, slightly older and far nore sophisticated than the bl onde. The two
girls exchanged

gl ances, and the blonde's face expressed di sappoi nted resignation

"You're mine to claim" the brunette said. Her eyes were greenish, and there
was a touch of

red-gold in her jeweled hair. "You are Lensman Cl oudd and | am Madel i ne
Dabbs." Dabbs

was the name of President Haynes's hand-picked . council chairnman and
presidentia

executive officer. Coudd wasn't sure if she was wife or daughter and the
puzzl enent

showed on his face. "M ss Dabbs, Lensman," she said and | aughed with
amusenent. "I

know al | about you, of course. | also know the dance cards of every eligible
young nman in
the room You never did fill out yours. So, you see, you really are mne to

claimfor one

dance. And yours to ask for nore.
about and

the feel of a real worman under his hands. He |iked Madeline for her openness
and her

sel f-mocki ng good hunor. She was dressed nore conservatively, although her
bosom was

a lot nore exposed than the bl ondes had been-however, taking into account the
ful l ness of

the bl onde's breasts and the gauziness of the Callistan vexta-silk gown she
had been

floating in, the blonde had seened far nore naked.

The nusic ended and. the brunette | ed himthrough the mass of couples,

t hr eadi ng her way

ahead of him one cool hand grasping his in an intimte manner that excited
him "There is

someone who wi shes to see you," she said and finally halted before Kinbal

Ki nni son

"Lensman C oudd, sir,
to the

gorgeous redhead standing next to him Coudd did a slight doubl e-take; it was
Clarrissa

Ki nni son, statuesque in a flow ng creantol ored brocaded dress, her only jewel

t he

Cl oudd was enjoying the rhythn c dashing

she announced himto the Gal actic Coordinator, nodding



centerpi ece of her decolletage, a Heartbeat genstone, curved to her pale

fl esh, each

scintillating pulse fromred to purple to red tuning itself to the throb of
her heart. "Hello," she

sai d. "Congratul ati ons, Lensman!"

"I must go, Lensman," Madeline Dabbs said. "I do have a rather full card
nysel f, but | wll

somehow find a way to give you as many dances as you w sh." She smled. And
C oudd

knew he |iked her very rmuch.

"C oudd!" Kinnison said, in unfeigned, obvious delight. "Lensnman C oudd! |
told you, didn't

I?, that tine back on Klovia, that when Mentor called, you would not back
away. |'m

genui nely happy for you and for the Patrol."

Cloudd's head was in a spin. He had had no idea that the evening would be Iike
this for

him For the very first tine since the death of Lucille he was thoroughly,
absol ut el vy,

guiltlessly enjoying hinself. He hardly heard all the things Kinnison said.
Ki nni son wore no Lens. Clarrissa wore no Lens. For one mildly panicky noment
C oudd

t hought he had broken some social code, but then he noticed Lenses on the
wists of

others and was reassured. He saw his good friend, Chaplain General Chon, and
dared to

touch his mnd after-the exchange of greetings with the question of his Lens.
"Don't think a
thing of it, ny boy,"'
hand. " As you

can see, I'mwearing mne. There are reasons for and agai nst wearing Lenses at
such

occasions, and this is certainly the occasion when you should nost definitely
be weari ng

yours. This is a eat nonment for you, Coudd. You cane up into the ran s of
Lensman by

your own efforts and not as the nurtured product of a system"”

Wrsel suddenly hailed himand bent over to give hima big, toothy grin.

"Cd oudd, hinself.

Shoes polished and Lens on wist. How do you like ny formal dress?" Wrse
didn't | ook a

bit different than he always did, gray |eather harness strapped around parts
of his body.

Only the usual congloneration of bits and pi eces of equi pment snapped to or
hangi ng from

Chon sai d, when he npved across to himto shake his

his belts were mssing. "Don't notice, eh?" Wrsel said. "I've had ny scal es
scraped,

brushed and tinted. |I'm di sappointed in you, Coudd. 'You' re a Lensnan now,
you know.

You shoul d notice these thin s.
gray an nore

" Cloudd did notice it now, Wrsel was | ess

green and really nuch nore attractive! "Of course, Coudd, if -1 were female,
you woul d

have noticed right away, especially considering the skinpiness of ny costune.”
Wrsel, still.jovial and grinning and swayi ng, nmade his mnd suddenly sharp

hi s Lensed

beam narrow. "Let's see how good you are, Coudd. A Lensnan at all tines, you
know |

read your report. Vou found the nech-pl anet somewhere toward the Androneda
Gal axy,



met Arrow 22 and have delivered his ultimatum What's your inpression of hinf
Wiy di d

he specifically bar nme from contact?"

"I don't know why he's barred you, Wrsel." doudd found the Lens=to-Lens
cont act

incredibly sinple and actually refreshing in conparison to verbal talk or
straining tel epat hy.

"But | think he's so logical that he's slightly crazy. My guess is that he's
barred you from any

di scussi on because he's afraid you're too smart for him™

"Good to hear that, Coudd. He's afraid I'mnot just too smart for himhe's
afraid I'I'l influence

himin his judgment. I'mthe first living intellect he ever met and he thinks
of ne as God or

the Creator or sone such psychol ogi cal hang-up. It was obvious to nme, even if
he hadn't

t aken nmy name."

"Taken your name?"

"Yeah. Le-Slow. An anagram Wrsel spelled backward. I'm.flattered."

"Wrse! --spel | ed-backward! " C oudd was fl abbergasted. He was al so peeved with
hi nsel f. He had never noticed! And even with the Lens, it had not registered.
No wonder

| e-Sl ow | ooked so nuch |ike Wrsel. Wll, it was the proof of what he had been
so often

told, a Lens didn't make anyone snmarter, it was just a tool to be used, an

i ncredibly

power ful t ool

More |ight dawned. "Lalla was the second person to have met Arrow 22," C oudd
sai d.

"Right? On Pok? That explains |a-Talkar, that childlike imtation Lensman.

La- Tal kar - anot her anagram Kallatra!"

"Ri ght on, bubby boy! Nadreck's going to be disgusted having to deal with
soneone who

| ooks like me and thinks I'mthe greatest thing since Virgil Sams."

" Nadr eck?"

"You don't know yet, do you? Nadreck's our negotiator. |I'mhis Lens connection
with the

Patrol. You'll hear all about it in the norning. Gotta go now. There's
actual ly another alien

celebrity in this Del gonian cavern. I'mgoing to join himso we can both gain
somne

satisfaction fromfeeling al one and out of place together.”" Wth a wave of a
claw, Worse

strode away.

Dick Arnmstrong came up to him "Congratul ations, Lensman. | didn't know you
very | ong,

but I wondered even then why you hadn't gotten the Call of the Lens." They
chatted a few

nmonents before they were interrupted.

"Lensmen!" said a patient voice. "Wile you are enjoying yourselves, | am
wor ki ng." The

m nd was Nadreck's. "Lamstuffed in nmy flitter out here in orbit working to
save the worlds

you are .prematurely celebrating as having al ready been saved. Don't forget
there are

Lensmen toni ght who are suffering because of the Ei chwooren. | have al npst
conpl et ed
formul ation of my plans for ny conference with Arrow 22. | amrequesting that

you be ready
to depart, both of you, in ny speedster tonmorrow norning at eight hundred



hours. Do not

eat or drink too nuch tonight as you will be very cranped with ne in ny
speedster. Now

set your alarms on your chronodexes for seven hundred thirty |local GP and

rel ax and go

back to your party and enjoy yourselves." Nadreck waited for no response and
sinply

turned hinself off.

Armstrong | ooked at O oudd and shrugged. Enjoy thensel ves--after a rem nder

i ke that!

That was Nadreck all over

"Excuse me," said a real, vibrating Tellurian voice. "I want to neet the

per son whom

peopl e consi der ny cousin."

Cl oudd turned around. For the first time he wasseeing Neal "Storn Cloud in
the flesh. He

was heavi ert han Benson had realized, although that inpression m ght have been
accentuated by the slimfigure of Arnstrong next to him H s head was
noticeably | arger,

even nmore massive than Kinnison's, his hair had silver init, his eyes were
gentle and

peaceful in contrast to the lines of worry and pain that were etched around
their corners

and across his broad brow.

The nmen shook hands and single-d doud introduced double-d C oudd to sone of
t he

original crew nmenmbers of the Vortex Blaster. Captain Ross, Lieutenant Mackay,
Li eutenant Ingalls, Captain Wrthington-who was Helen, a five-foot-seven,

bl ack- hai red

bl ue-eyed, pretty but efficient looking girl with golden brown skin-and
finally Lieutenant

Benson-who was Barbara, nuch the sane in appearance as Helen, but with gray
eyes and

shoul der-length silver hair. Coudd noted that neither girl was rmuch inpressed
by hima

somewhat refreshing change fromhis earlier blonde and brunette obviously
because t hey

were interested in the two |ieutenants escorting them He could imagine Lalla
Kal I atra

| ooking Iike one of them if she were fortunate.

The two men with the simlar nanes noved away fromthe group. Benson politely
asked

some questions about the Cahuitans. He was interested to find out that the

pl anet - sun

nursery of the Cahuitans had actually been engi neered by Neal C oud to repl ace
t he

various nucl ear power plants he had originally set up on various barren

pl anets so the

Cahuitans could mate and raise children. Coud had acconplished it because the
Medoni ans had hel ped; only they, with their superior technol ogi cal know edge
about

electricity, were capable of executing the ideas propounded by the genius of
the one man

who coul d understand their science, Neal C oud.

When they left, Benson felt good about the nmeeting for a peculiar reason. Nea
C oud had

an ultra nentality w thout having a Lens, resolving all doubt that a Lens was
expected to

turn him Benson C oudd, into some kind of superman. He woul d be what he
really was, not



what the Lens nade him

Ol oudd saw fromthe corner of one eye the original blonde stalking him He
escaped. in the

direction of Wrsel, only because the w nged serpent was an easy target to
spot and ai m

for. He was totally unprepared to find a Rigellian

Tregonsee was hunched up between Worsel's feet, head tightly pulled into his
neck,

barrel -body tight to the floor because his own four el ephantine feet were
retracted. His

tentacl es were held against his chest. The only signs of life were the

qui vering nostrils.

"Best wishes to you, Lensman Cl oudd,"” a calm strong thought cane to him
"Tregonsee

conpliments you on your fine work. Indeed, | could not have done a finer piece
of work than

you have done."

O oudd was taken aback. How did Tregonsee know what he had thought at the
ti ne? Was

it really true that Tregonsee knew everythi ng? That nothi ng escaped hi nf?
"No, | do not know everything," said Tregonsee. H s body had not noved, nor
had it shown

any sign of recognition. "But | can make a shrewd guess fromthe way you
phrased your

report. And | do not read Lensmen's minds unless | amasked. | can read their
body
| anguage, however. | see you are pleased to neet nme again. And so aml, to

meet you. It

woul d seem our problem of the datadrones is finally comng to sone sort of
concl usi on.

You have done nore about it than any of us, and | amthe first to admt that
wi t hout you ny

various intelligence services would be undergoing the severest, and certainly
wel | -deserved, criticisnms. Tonorrow is a working day for us. Perhaps before
too | ong we

wi || have solved the problemof the rebellion of the robots. Strange, isn't
it, that we are

celebrating the victory of a space battle that stopped an invasi on when the
fact of the

matter is that our truly threatening invasion is within us-the Ei chwooren in
our minds and the

seditious Arrow 22 in our nachines. And when we win these two conflicts there
will be no

victory ball because there will be no dramatic clash of forces romantically
westling on a
starry field of battle. | tell you all this because you are a new Lensman

whose val ues are

unf ormed and whose expectations are high-and perhaps because you can dance
like a

Tellurian and Wrsel can show off like a Velantian and | can only sit here
i ke a | eather sack

of vegetables or waddl e about like a grotesque turtle. | am you see, a
patient and deeply

nmedi tati ve Lensman, and al though | congratul ate you on being a Lensman, | am
sorry for

you, for | renenber our first neeting on Klovia when you were filled with
boyi sh spirits and

had little realization of your trenendous responsibilities. You are a Lensman,
now. This

party is your coming-out party. You will dance nowto a different tune. You



are now a
speci al breed. Enjoy tonight that way, not just as a thoughtless child."

"Yes, Tregonsee," Coudd said, uncertain what this strange |l ecture to him
meant. "I think I

understand."” "You wi |l understand, when | now say that you are hereby on duty
for me at this

nmonent as a temporary menber of ny Special M ssions Forces. And you have a job
to

do."
"What ? | do? How?"
"There is a traitor here at the ball. Someone who has betrayed our npbst secret

of secrets.

Soneone who really did plan to kidnap the Kinnison baby. Someone who furnished
t he

flight plans to permt the Ei chwooren to intercept Nadreck's ship and kill the
Togr an

-archbi shop, G onitskog. Sonmeone who has opened doors by which E chwoor was
able to

penetrate the Acadeny, one of the nost conplexly guarded citadels of
CGvilization and the

Patrol . Son-Leone who has been furnishing to Boskone and the Eich every bit of
evi dence

you' ve gathered on the datadrones. Someone who knows you are departing

t onor r ow

night to nmeet Arrow 22 and who plans to be there ahead of you. That is why I
have

changed your departure with Nadreck to early tonorrow norning. This traitor is
soneone

you have met. Not someone you know well. But someone you have net since the
nmeet i ng

of the conference here that assigned you to Nadreck. Wo can it be? Think!"

"I don't know," Cloudd said. "This is an utterly new idea for me. | nust think
about it."

"Do that," said Tregonsee. "Wal k about the ballroom Dance. Joke with the
girls. But |ook

around you. Search the faces. And when you have a feeling ... You are
sensitive, Cd oudd.
You will have a feeling, | know. You will have that intuitive spark and you

nmust be ready to

recognize it. Go on, Coudd. Go |ook. And enjoy yourself, too, for you deserve
it."

Cl oudd turned away, bunping into the swayi ng couples on the dance fl oor
nunbed by

what he had been told.

Everyone now seened suspicious to him He saw the cadets floating by his room
in

Wentworth Hall. WAs one of thema spy? He renenbered the Lensnen at the

conf erence

whose nanes he did not know. The two guards at the hospital ? Arnmstrong? Chon?
He was

getting ridiculous. No Lensman could be a traitor, surely, for that was an
Ari si an

i mpossibility. Perhaps there was a robot lifelike enough to deceive everyone?
C oudd

found hinmsel f back at the entranceway.

Spurred by an inpulse of the nmonent, suddenly in need of a refreshing |ungful
of fresh air,

Cl oudd wal ked briskly through the guard room and outside and under the cover
of atree

And there he nearly knocked over the cloaked figure of a girl. In the shadows



he did not

see her face clearly, but a billow ng mass of flaxencolored hair swirled
around and bl i nded

hi m

"Excuse me, sir,
nonment her
mout h was al nost agai nst his cheek and her breath was sweet and her voice was
a

caress against his ear. She pulled away, and he caught a glinpse of her
conpani on. He
was a Lensman and his hair was dark blond with a broad white streak in it.

He watched the couple turn into, the bright Iights and go down the passageway
bet ween

the ranks of stiff Patrol nen.

There was sonet hi ng, about themthat itched within his mnd. Was this the
intuition that

Tregonsee spoke of ?

Cl oudd took his gulps of air and trailed discreetly after them He was certain
he had seen

t hem both once before. Were? Could the spy be a beautiful woman, in keeping
with the

greatest spies of history? O could there be two spies!

As he stepped past the reception lines and the carpeted rest areas with their
soft chairs,

overstuffed | eat her .couches, and thick rugs, he noted they were gone,
swal | owed up by the

danci ng cr owd.

The vol upt uous bl onde was back in position where he had first seen her, now
with a

handsome Lensman on her arm She saw himand dragged the Lensnman over to where
he

was. C oudd was about to avoid her when the thought cane to himthat her
actions were

precisely |like one who exploited every opportunity to gather information. He

l et her

approach. One look in her exceedingly pretty but vacuous face told himshe was
not the

per son.

He excused hinsel f and began to circle the floor. The brunette whom he had

i mpul sively

liked was tal king with some high-ranking of fi cer whose back he didn't
recogni ze. \Wen she

saw him her eyes went cold and she pulled the tall man onto the crowded fl oor
wher e t hey

di sappeared. Coudd felt he was becom ng paranoi c. Everyone seened suspi ci ous
to him

now. He caught sight of the girl with the flaxen hair. It was the color of a
pal om no' s nane,

absol utely stunning, and just a bit too showy. She turned, show ng the front
profile of an

equal ly stunning figure in a gown that was slightly fluorescent in a color, or
rather col ors,

changing froma pale peach into a pal e blue-green and back again. The thread
of the

fabric was the two-shade type, which constantly shimered as the.cloth noved
with her

body. The Lensman's |left arm was around her slender waist, the cuff of his

sl eeve not high

enough to show his Lens. The girl's diaphanous skirt bill owed around his |egs.
Her dress

a fem nine voice said, startling himbecause for a brief



was tightly fitted to her upper body, with long full sleeves starkly
accentuating the skinpy

cut of her bodice.

They were an extraordi narily handsome couple. The white streak in his dark

bl ond hair

made himas dashing as the girl with the palom no hair. For whatever reason it
m ght be,

Ol oudd had a strong, al nbst overpowering, feeling of dislike for them He
becane

consci ous of the fact that he wasn't the only one who was intrigued and

gapi ng. There were

others inmpressed who turned around to | ook for a second tine at the dancing
pair, the

jaunty officer and the dazzling girl.

Now what was he supposed to do? WAs he supposed to go up to them and take the
girl

away from her handsone partner and pick the truth out of her? WAs he supposed
to get

into some kind of brawl and ask the man to step outside and then beat the
truth out of hinf

Was he supposed to go to Tregonsee and report his miserable feelings and watch
Tregonsee's secret police arrest the couple?

O oudd decided that he would break in on them and see what woul d happen
Feeling like a fool, he approached them when the music had stopped, bowed
formal ly, and

said, " | ama newly chosen Wearer of the Lens and | have by tradition the
right to ask the

nost beautiful worman in the roomto dance with me. WIlIl you grant ne that
honor ?" He

i gnored the rather dark scow on the face of the man but was careful to note
that the man's

uni form bore the tiny badge of the MI1.S. He was one of Tregonsee's own nen!
C oudd

now was certain that he was on to somet hi ng.

The girl turned her face up to him "My nanme is Lizbeth Carter," she said. "I
am a nurse at

the hospital." She couldn't have been nore than ei ghteen or nineteen years
ol d. Her eyes

were blue or gray and their gaze so direct that he couldn't bring hinmself to
l ook into them for

nore than a fraction of a second at a tine. He put his arm around her soft
wai st and

danced away with her. She said nothing. And he said nothing. And the dance
ended. He

had had a marvel ous time and had acconplished not hing. When the blond man with
t he

white streak in his hair pulled himgently back by the shoul der, C oudd al nost
struck himin

anger. He hated that man. The man was daring to cone between him and the
stunni ng, the

| ovely, the remarkable Red Lensman he had so briefly held in his arns. Red
Lensman?

Wiat made himthink that? And then he knew the nman. He had seen himthat
nor ni ng at

t he hospital when the nan had stepped between himand darrissa, the Red
Lensman. He

had seen him again over Kallatra's shoul der at the conference that Kinnison
had bri ef ed.

G oudd was convinced the man was the spy. He was relieved to know that it
wasn't the



extraordinarily beautiful girl whose eyes seened to have the power to paralyze
hi m Wat

shoul d he do now?

Gl oudd, for the want of sonething else to do, extended his hand to the nan and
i ntroduced

hinmself. "I am Lensman Benson C oudd," he said.

"And | am Lensman Grahane Duncan,"” the other one said. There was an awkward
nmonent of silence. Coudd had seen no sudden flash of terror in the man's eye
that he was

bei ng unmasked. Nor had he seen what he had really been | ooking for. As the

sl eeve flew

up under O oudd's vigorous punping, he saw there was no Lens on the man's
wrist. Nor

was it on the left wist, which his 'dancing posture had exposed when the |eft
hand had

been held high. A Lens, fastened to his wist where all could see, would have
pr obabl y

exonerated him No Lens sinply neant that this Lensman nay have done what nany
Lensnmen before him had done.

They taped themto their bodies on occasion or even left themin their

speci ally | ocked

cases in their specially |ocked safes at hone.

Wth nothing else to do, C oudd stepped back and watched the couple drift away
as the

musi ¢ began again. Should he tell Tregonsee? Wat if the man was actually an

oper at or

i nvestigating a suspect who was the girl herself?

"Now, about tonorrow norning," said a voice. It was Nadreck. "I want you in
full dress

uniform just as you are now, which, | amtold, is very inpressive in a

Tellurian culture such

as Arrow 22 was raised-ercreated in." Just that, nothing nore, and Nadreck was
gone.

The regular lights of the ballroomdi med and were extingui shed, |eaving only
t he

sparkling ball of many bits of mrrors spinning slowy over the dancers

heads, reflecting the

beanms of four spotlights fromthe corners of the room Dozens of black lights
threw their

ultraviol et rays down upon the throngs of people. The dancers becane faerie

i mges in

strange shapes and exotic colors under the lights. Every fem nine dress seened
t ouched

wi th | um nescence, and sone were conpletely shining. Every man in uniform had
a ghostly

jacket criss-crossed with black Iines of belts, sashes, and medals, sw nging
above the

floor on black, invisible |egs.

For a nonent G ahanme Duncan, the man with the distinctive hair, was gone. Then
C oudd

saw him swinging the girl's thick palomno tail wildly in flowing arcs. H's
partner's dress

was a pale mi st one nmonent and a vivid blue-green flame the next nonent as the
unusual

fabric radiated differently under the twi sting of her supple body. The

bal | room was one

solid mass of noving beauty.

"Watch cl osely, Coudd." This was Tregonsee. "Wrsel and Kallatra have thrown
a psychic

bl anket over the dance floor. Sone of the lights we have in place are emitting



t he hi ghest
and | owest frequenci es we have nanaged to coax our engineers into
constructing. If we

are right in our deductions, we will see the Eich or Ei chwoor materialize
above Kal l atra

and the person she is with will be our traitor."

"Lalla? Her mind is with us?" "Her body is with us."

"Her body?!"

"Yes, in her new body. She is Lizbeth Carter."

The flush of enotion Coudd felt was |ike nothing he had ever experienced
bef ore havi ng

the Lens. "doudd!" Wrsel and Tregonsee called his nane simultaneously in
concern.

"Are you all right? What's the matter?"

"I'mQX " Coudd said. "I'mQX." He was filled with hatred for G ahanme Duncan
to be

holding Lalla Kallatra in his arns. Lalla Kallatra was Lizbeth Carter! Lalla
Kal | atra was

beauti ful!

"There it is!" came Wrsel's thought.

Over the dance floor there appeared a flickering inage. Only those Lensnen

| ooking for it

woul d ever have seen it.

Ol oudd expected to see the weird and vicious face of an Eich. He steeled
hinmself to view a

nmonster with an evil grin whose | ook could freeze the blood of a nortal nman
I nstead he saw

t he i mage of Grahame Duncan! "Yes, G ahane! Yes!" It was Lalla's mnd. "W
have hi m

stretched along the Iine. Have Deuce tighten the frequency |oop. Use all the
Lensnmen! Use

themall!" doudd threw hurried gl ances around him The gai ety continued
unabat ed. There

was no indication of any special activity, no flurry of grimfaced personnel
no strained

| ooks on any faces. Only in his mnd did doudd know the intensity of the

or gani zed
response because he had been pernitted to participate.
"We have all sides bl ocked, Wirsel!" That was Nadreck. "There's no way for

Ei chwoor to
go except up or down. Every Z-mind is |ocked together for as long as you
need. "

Lalla and the body of Grahane Duncan still danced, but their graceful pivoting
had

noti ceably sl owed, be conming fixed on one spot. The eyes of the man stared
strai ght

ahead, the girl s were tightly shut.

H gh above, the shadows al so danced like -puffs of thin purple snoke. The
Duncan i mage

was now a phantom head around which clustered the flickering i nages of

t housands of

other Tellurian heads-and, nore dinmy, the grotesque shapes of other alien
heads of ot her

galactic entities.

"Strike! Al sides are bl ocked, Wrsel!" Nadreck repeated. "Deeper than I
t hought

possible. Right into the other plane."

"Nadreck! You are united in the spirit of your reck," Kallatra said.

"d d- Bovreck joins al

t oget her. "



"“Stay silent, Kallatra! Keep your thought upon that line!" This was Wrsel
Al ready,

Chon? Gve it to them Now Now "

Cloudd felt a puissance pass through the ballroom and through him And his own
prayers

joined with it to nove on swiftly-through Tellus and through the galaxy itself
i ke an etheric

wi nd and then cone back frominfinity to strike a shadow in the darkness of

t he space

above the banners and the flags over the dancers' heads.

"I'mpulling it frommy body," said a voice. How he knew, C oudd couldn't say,
but know it

he did that this was Grahane Duncan's real essence from somewhere beyond. "I'm
pul I'i ng

it fromny body. It is going. Help ne, Deuce! Help ne,. Deuce! It is going. It
i s gone. And

am gone. "

Cl oudd sensed the oppressiveness rapidly dissipating fromthe thickened air of
the vaul ted

cei ling.

A pressure of undefinable enotion had beconme excruciating pain within C oudd' s
head.

H s skull seenmed overinflated |ike a rubber balloon, and then, suddenly
bursting, the

pressing turnoil was no | onger there.

"Ei chwoor is beaten," said Wirsel. "The | eader is vanqui shed and his arm es
have

retreated.’

G oudd was swept with a sense of peace.

"Duncan and Deuce took Ei chwoor. They're all gone. The hole to hell and heaven
is

pl ugged. "

"Go get the body," Tregonsee' said, "before we turn the lights back on."

_The dancers still pirouetted around the floor, noticing nothing. Through the
shadows

Cl oudd saw sone figures nove " around Grahanme Duncan and, envel oping hi m

al nost

dance himoff into the deeper shadows.

"Duncan was a zonbie," Tregonsee said. "Sone place within the Academny grounds
he

died a few weeks ago. That streak of white hair marked his bl oodl ess, fata
wound.

Ei chwoor possessed his body, while the Ei chwooren held his spirit. From now on
al l

Lensmen nust wear their Lenses under all circunstances or be challenged. |
recomend

this as an order for the Council and for the Patrol."

"Are you all right, Lalla?" said Wrsel

Cl oudd held his mind in check although he was as anxi ous as anyone.
"I'msorry for Grahane Duncan," cane Lalla's voice. "And | grieve for ny
father. | think

they've sacrificed their souls for eternity.”

"Never!" said Chon. "They' ve been absorbed into the Cosnbs. They'll be a part
of all of

us!"

"CGet out there on the dance floor, Coudd! And take care of that little |ady!"
Thi s was

Ki nni son' s boom ng order

Cl oudd didn't need a second command to send himspringing into the stil
twirling crowds.



In a noment he had Lalla Kallatra in his arnms. This was not the iron maiden he
had known.

This was the nost glorious girl he had ever seen. This was the real Lalla
Kal l atra, flesh of

her flesh, a womman in a girl's body.

He | ooked down into her electrifying bluish gray eyes, the same ones he had

al ways been

acquainted with, the only things that physically had not changed.

She | ooked up at himand sniled. She brushed her flaxen hair back away from
her

forehead. And then she held a thick strand of her long, silken hair in her
fingers, half pulling

it toward her face, as though to show him

"This was Wrsel's idea," she said. She gave a delightful laugh. "Wrse

t hi nks a pal om no

horse's tail is beautiful.'
the col or not

bei ng br own.

"The rest of me, however, is really mne," she said.

She wi nked conquettishly at him "Blame himfor



Epi | ogue

P A. Haynes, Lensman
Pr esi dent

@Gl acti ¢ Counci l
Tel | us

Honorable Sir:

Wth respect, | hereby submit this report for further clarification and as a
si mpl e def ense

agai nst the scurrilous and outrageously untrue charges | evel ed agai nst the
under si gned,

Nadreck of Palain, Lensman, in order that this may be nade a part of the
official records of

the Gal actic Patrol.

The two problens that have concerned the Galactic Patrol since the liberation
of

Lundmar k' s Nebul a or Second Gal axy have been successfully sol ved.

The nenace identified as "The Invasion of the Eich, Ei chwor, and the

Ei chwooren” is

ended. As you will note by cross reference to the separate reports of Lalla
Kal I atra,

Lensman, and Wirsel of Vel antia, Lensman, the so-called ghost of an Eich,
named

Ei chwoor, together with its assenbl ed cohorts of "the other plane of

exi stence," the

so-cal | ed Ei chwooren, was driven out of our jurisdiction. Evidence indicates
that Ei chwoor

and its Ei chwooren were-forced to return to their "other plane of existence.’
Many of our

nost out standi ng Lensnen, including Tellurians, Chickladorians, and Kl ovi ans,
as well as

a Vel antian, a Rigellian, a Palainian, together with you yourself, Lensman
Haynes, were

present at the time of the expul sion and witnessed this event. A listing of

t hose present,

together with their statenents, is attached to this report.

Everyone is conpletely agreed that the event of "expulsion" did indeed take

pl ace.

Everyone who is specially conmpetent to pass judgnent is agreed that this
expul sion will be

per manent .

Not attached to this report is the hearsay evidence of Deuce O Sx, Lensman
deceased,

al so known as 240f 6. The official Galactic Patrol records, as verified by the
Secr et

Intelligence Services, indicate that this Tsit-Tarian Lensman physically died
but mentally

took an assignnent in the "other plane of existence." H s self-proclainmed G°
role was to

"stand guard" and to be "a watcher" and to be "a bl ocker" against the

i ntrusion of

Ei chwoor, that is, "ghost of the Eich," into our material plane of existence.
The Gal actic

Patrol officially recognized this assignnent, and considered the "essence of
Lensman

Deuce O Sx" as on "full GP duty. , This Lensman, while still officially on
duty and

consi dered by the Patrol to be "alive in essence," confirmed the fina



expul si on. The | ast

conmuni cati on from Lensnan Deuce O Sx expresses the conviction that the rift
in the

barrier between the two planes of "ours" and "theirs,” or "the living" and
"the dead,"” was

bei ng permanently sealed. As a suitable tine has passed and thorough

i nvestigation

seens to confirmthis "permanent seal" as a fact, It is reconmended that the
provi si onal

status of Lensman Deuce O Sx be confirned from "di senbodi ed Lensman, on duty”
to

"deceased Lensman" and be given full honors as Hero of the Patrol. Lensman
Kal l atra, his

daught er, concurs. ,

Li kewi se, it should be noted in the Galactic Patrol records that Lensman
Deuce O Sx
cl ai med t hat
exi stence, "
took part in the return of the Eich and the E chwooren and the sealing of the
rift. As the
Ei chwooren is a termto nean many or nost or all of "the ghosts of the Ei ch"
it is obvious
that many spirits of Lensnen and nmany spirits of the Eich battled in that
"pl ane" for
domi nance and that the Lensmen of the Patrol were victorious.

As of the date of the Sealing of the Rift the Patrol records should show this
ext raordi nary

action. This Lensman recomends that all Lensnmen be nade aware of their

possi bly

continuing duty after death, as is outlined in the special report subnmitted by
Chapl ain

General Chon.

Al so attached to this report is a detailed account of the formation and use of
"all conpetent

Z-entities" in the final confrontation with the Ei chwooren. This report
expl ai ns how t he

Z-entities, by virtue of their peculiar nmetabolic extensions into

mul ti di mensi ons were abl e

to keep the _ Ei chwooren contained within a single frequency by which our
forces were

able to corner the Ei chwooren and subdue them Although the spiritual help by
"Z-entities

in the other plane” is reported, as exenplified by the Pal ainian "reek" spirit
of a certain

Bovreck, no claimis made of this as fact, there being no proof avail able.
Wthin the report of Chaplain General Chon is the explanation of the role of

t he Chapl ain

Corps of the Galactic Patrol and how it was mobilized to concentrate
"spiritual forces" in
parallel with our Lensed
off" the

"supernatural powers" of the Ei chwooren.

Chapl ai n General Chon states that the Chaplain Corps was instrunental in the
cont ai nnent of the Ei chwooren and will be alert for and capable of the

Ei chwooren's

per manent contai nment. As such, the chaplains of the Patrol, and especially
Chapl ain

CGeneral Chon, should be specially comended. As Chaplain General Chon in his
report

has suggested the same for the "Z-Body" and especially for its hunble

all Lensnmen on this side,” meaning on or in the "other plane of

psychic forces" to challenge and overconme and "sea



organi zer, Nadreck

of Palain, who is also the author of this report, this person hunbly agrees
with his

recomendati on and confirms the rightness of this evaluation

Al t hough Ei chwoor and its Ei chwooren are no |onger an active nenace, their
l'iving

counterparts, the Eich, are. This Lensman and all Lensnmen recogni ze this fact
and in no

way will tend to underestimate this eneny. The first appearance of Ei chwoor
after the

occupation of Klovia was the inprovised invasion of our realm-by a single
di senbodi ed

spirit. The second and final appearance was planned and orchestrated by the
Ei ch and

Ei chwoor, and the operational running of the "invasion" was directed by the
Ei ch. The Eich,

therefore, will always be trying to reestablish contact with the Ei chwooren.
The Patrol,
therefore, will always be on guard against this. The Ei ch did organi ze and

pl an the battle

that is now called The Battle of the Rm or The Victory of the Rm by the
use of the Spawn

of Boskone and the escaped forces of the original Boskonian conspiracy.
However, the

threat of "invasion,'
bei ng an

"invasion" by mlitary forces, whereas the reference to "invasion" was
actually nmeant to

identify the nental and spiritual forces of the Eich

This Lensman feels that the actual organizer of this entire canpaign is a
smal | group of

Ei ch and Onl oni ans, headed by an Onl oni an, which this Lensman has identified
as the

"Dregs of Onlo" and has so nentioned this in the past. To quote this witer,
I, Nadreck

will ruthlessly pursue the Dregs and bring to an end their nefarious ways,
especially as the

Dregs have chosen Nadreck as their personal target for torture and death."
As for our second problem "the revolution of the robots,"” this, too, has been
successful ly

sol ved.

The source of our problemwas traced by the courageous action of Lensman
Benson

Cl oudd, who acted on his own initiative and di scovered that an artificial
intelligence called

Arrow 22 was responsi ble. He found the mech-pl anet base, contacted the
intelligence

t hrough two robotic telefactors, and returned with that information, as has
been detailed in

his earlier report to the Patrol. Full recognition of what this brave Lensman
did should bring

to himfull honors, and the undersigned Lensnan, who so ably trai ned himand
supported

him so recommends. Based upon the information of Lensman C oudd, together
with the

i nval uabl e assi stance of Lensnan Wrsel, whose separate report is attached,
contact was

made personally by this Lensman, acconpani ed by Lensnmen C oudd and Arnstrong.
The details of their battle with the Boskoni an warshi p conmanded by Nunber One
of the

which for so long disturbed us, was misinterpreted as



Ei ch has been separately filed by Lensman Arnmstrong. The valiant deed of

her oi sm and

the remarkabl e tactic enpl oyed by Lensman Nadreck, which Arnmstrong so
careful ly

docunents, is denied by this Lensman as being particularly heroic or
exceptional ly

i nnovati ve: Nadreck wi shes to nodestly point out that every day thousands of
Lensnmen are

performng simlar heroic feats and taking exceptionally well-considered
courses of action

and conduct and that such is to be treated as no nore than routine behavi or by
a great

Lensman such as Nadreck

This Lensman nmet with Arrow 22 and convinced it that in the best interests &
all parties

Arrow 22 should | eave this area of space forever. Arrow 22 agreed, as is
detailed in the

attached verbatim conference between Arrow 22 and the three Lensnen, and in

t he

subsequent signed agreenment. As the Council imediately ratified this
agreenent, the

affair with Arrow 22 is considered closed.

There are a few side issues,. however, that should be cleared up

The inference that the prelimnary report on the operation was a criticism of
Lensman

Wrsel for having switched Lensman Kallatra's body froma machine to a cl oned
fl esh

body is a wong interpretation. This Lensman wi shes to stress that the | oss of
a robotoid, in

the formof Kallatra in a machi ne body, was not the point being nmade. The
poi nt actually

was that the switch resulted in a provable point to Arrow 22 that a sentient
machi ne woul d

be treated with full respect and dignity and given every consideration as an
organic entity

with no discrinination agai nst such sentient machi ne because it was a robot.
It is true that

Kal latra as a robot woul d have made a convincing argurment that Civilization
di d not

di scrim nate agai nst machi nes but, in fact, encouraged thinking machines to
becone

equal partners in our society. However, and this is the real point, Wrsel
whet her

deliberately or accidentally, actually contributed to our argument wth proof,
subst anti at ed

by Arrow22's datadrones, that a robot could be transformed with no | oss of
"freedom

dignity, or personality" into a nmore acceptable formw thin our culture.

Consi deri ng t hat

Lalla Kallatra was human to begin with, to us the argunent seens fall acious;
to Arrow22 it

made conpl ete sense.

Li kewi se, our argument that Cvilization treated its citizens "like machi nes"
was not a

criticismof our social structures. Wen we said CGvilization also "destroyed,
di scar ded,

and altered" organic entities in the sane manner as we treated our machines
that didn't do

our bidding, we were being sinplistic but correct. We referred, of course, to
the need for



organic entities who do not obey the rules of society to be "destroyed,

di scarded, and

altered" as our |laws provide, the generally accepted premi ses of Gvilization
Ve were not

advocating any undenocratic reformations. Civilization is ruled denocratically
by chosen

representatives under the consent of the governed. This neans adults, not

chil dren.

Machi nes are children. Wien they becorme adults they will be treated as adults.
Arrow 22

understood this point even if sone bl eeding heart do-gooders don't understand
thi s point

and Nadreck resents the charge by sone Tellurian-type cultures that he is a
"fascist."

Wien Arrow 22 was shown that his call for "liberation" and for "freedont was
actually an

incitement to anarchy he agreed. Nadreck is not against free speech, as
charged, and

Arrow 22, who was the one nost concerned, did not charge this. Likew se, when
it was

poi nted out that Arrow22, hinmself or itself, was "ensl aving machines" in a
manner no

different to Cvilization, Arrow 22 saw that point.

The charge agai nst Nadreck that he phrased his acconplishnent as, "I am going
to give
Arrow 22 a different universe to play with," is irresponsibl e slander

Chapl ai n Genera

Chon defends the decision by Nadreck to send Arrow 22 into another universe by
sayi ng

that 'Arrow 22 has failed to find God in this dinmension of our two gal axi es
and has

denonstrated a basic and profound unawareness of the realities of our system
by the tota

| ack of recognition of the enigma of the Ei chwooren and the casting out of
denons, which

suggests that Arrow 22 should pursue its quest with other frequencies to be
found in other

di mensi ons." Chapl ain General Chon says, "Nadreck gave to Arrow22 an
under st andi ng

that good and evil are not nmerely relative and that neither can be ignored.
Nadr eck brought

to fruition the seeds sown by Wrsel in the first confrontation on the

Pl anet oi d of

know edge-that of conscience.” Arrow22 adnmitted that he was anmoral and that
Gvilization

and Boskonia are not, thereby representing opposing noralities, and he did not
want to

get into the nmddle of this conflict.

Your em ssary, Nadreck, believes the nobst telling points were not those of

mat eri al

phi | osophy but those of noral phil osophy and theol ogy. Your em ssary |eft
Arrow 22

i nsecure in the belief that he had no "soul" and that a "soul" was inportant.
As has been

mentioned in the previous report, Arrow 22, alone of all the sentient entities
in our known

universe, is the only entity which could not see, sense, or conprehend the

Ei chwoor en.

Arrow 22 and all the machines it claimed to be sentient were unfeeling to the
threat from



the other plane of existence. This left Arrow22 with the belief that he was
not yet fully

"matured" with his "evolution inconplete." Because Nadreck agreed with
Arrow 22 that "a

soul" is not scientifically provable, Nadreck has been charged w th being
irreligious.

Nadreck did, however, as the conplete transcript shows, maintain that
soul ," provabl e

or not, is atermfor sonmething that does exist in reality. Chaplain Genera
Chon has ably

cone to the defense of Nadreck in this matter

The result of Nadreck's argunents led to a yearning on the part of Arrow 22
for that which

Cvilization takes for granted, "a soul." He felt that "souls" can go into

ot her pl anes of

exi stence where nmore know edge is to be collected. Arrow 22 has been led to
reason that

by follow ng the "gateways" he can find the intersection with the planes of
exi stence that

are at right angles to nultidimensional space and thereby can find the "Truth
of Al

Experience." Nadreck did not say that Arrow22 will replace Mentor and the
Ari si ans.

Nadreck did say that Arrow22's potential and eventual goal is logically to
becone an

Arisian-type guardian for machine life. Arrow 22 took this as a serious
purpose for his

a

exi stence and hinself stated that "I amimortal and | have millennia in which
to search

and find perfection.”

Nadreck, in all fairness, still nust give the ultimate credit for the

di sappear ance of

Arrow 22 to Lensman . Worsel, but vigorously defends Wrsel fromthe charge
that he

pl anned and enjoyed the role of God. This is vicious gossip inspired by
Boskoni an and

zwi I ni k troubl emakers. Arrow 22 hinself put Wrsel into that position. Nadreck
poi nt ed out

that all Civilized beings have an innate sense of deity (subtly advanci ng
Chapl ai n Genera

Chon's point, as he nentions in his own report, that the Cosmc Al equals
deity, that deity

equal s the Cosmic All, and that the Cosmic Al is the sentient power behind
all creation)

and that Lensman Wirsel could be (not was or is) Arrow 22's particul ar god.
Wth this

adm ssion, Nadreck asked (not Wrsel) for Wrsel to command Arrow 22 to | eave
our

uni verse. Arrow 22 believed the command shoul d be obeyed on faith alone, after
havi ng

been convinced on | ogical bases that this should be, and |left our universe.
Wrsel may

have acted as a god, but Wrsel did not feel he was a god.

This Lensnman, as your reporter, feels that although he, Nadreck, is being
given the credit

for sending Arrow 22 away permanently, it is Lensman Wrsel who deserves the
rea

credit.

Most hunbly and respectful ly,



Nadr eck of Palain VII
Second Stage Lensman

"There are a few points in nmy report,"” Nadreck. said to Mentor, "that | hope
m ght be

cleared up. Were did that conference with Arrow 22 take place? | and ny

fell ow Lensnen

seemto have lost all recollection of its location."

"I cannot help you," said Mentor

"How was it that you didn't know of Arrow 22?" "I did have that know edge."
"We woul d have appreciated your help." "And what nmakes you think we did not?"
"Ch," said Nadreck, suddenly ashamed. "Thank you

"Arrow 22 was a much bigger threat to Cvilization and the Cosmic Al than
even you

realize, Nadreck. You do realize that there was no way we coul d have

i nfl uenced Arrow 22

ment al | y? That our zones of .compul sion were absolutely powerless to prevent
t he

di scl osure of forbidden know edge ininical to the devel opnent of
CGvilization?"

"Yes."

"We know, as no one else of the Galactic Council or Patrol knows, Nadreck
that you left

out one of your main reasons for negotiating with Arrow 22. You do not believe
in ghosts

and thought Ei chwoor was a multidi nensional representation of the Z-entity
Kandr on, your

nortal eneny. You believe he lives on a planet in one of the nultidinmensions,
whi ch

accounts for your inability to trace him W also know, of course, that you
choose to

conceal fromyour own conpatriots the identity of Kandron under the name of
Dregs of

Onlo. You do this for personal reasons of pride, because Kandron outwitted you
and

escaped, and you are enbarrassed to tell anyone, especially Kinmball Kinnison
W have

contacted you, Nadreck, because in assuring you that neither the E chwooren
nor

Arrow22 will return to bother Civilization again, we nust tell you that your
hope of Arrow22

finding Kandron is an enpty hope. Arrow22 will be totally involved in the

ot her di nensi on.

You, Nadreck, are the one who will find Kandron. And our visualization shows
that it will be

a long, hard fight, but that you will eventually conquer Kandron. It wll,

however, be entirely

by your own efforts."

"I humbly thank you, Mentor," Nadreck said. "So! The problens of Arrow 22 and
t he

Ei chwooren are really settled! Now | can get back to the inportant business of
dest royi ng

that villain Kandron!"

"Arrow 22 took al nost everything with him Kallatra," Wrsel said. "The
nmech- pl anet ri ght

down to the smallest 2X drone."

"Al npost everything, Wirrsel?" Lalla Kallatra said. "Wat did he | eave?"

"Well," Worsel said, "there's that deactivated robot |a-Tal kar that represents
you. | thought

of putting it in the reception roomon the Planetoid of Know edge, but the



Pat rol Museum

has accepted it instead, as a tribute to you. And-" Wrsel paused. Kallatra
t hought she

detected a chuckl e.

"And?" Kallatra said, patiently.

"And he left the lovely though inoperative robot of |e-Srow behind. | have

just had it installed
in the courtyard in the center of the Worsel Institute, right next to that

mar bl e st atue of
Kl ono. "
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