Cordon Dickson & Harry Harrision - Lifeship

The expl osi on drunmed and shuddered all through the fabric of the Al benareth
spaceship, just as Gles reached the foot of the | adder |eading up fromthe
baggage area into passenger territory. He grabbed the railing of the spira
staircase that was the | adder and hung on. But al nbst on the heels of the
Erst trenor canme an unexpected second expl osion that tore himloose and threw
hi m agai nst the further wall of the corridor, smashing himinto the neta
sur f ace.

Stunned, he stunbled back to his feet. He began to pull hinself up the
staircase as fast as he could, gaining speed as he went. His mnd cleared. He
could not have been unconscious for nore than a few seconds, he thought. At
the top of the stairs he turned hastily back down an upper corridor toward
the stemand his own stateroom But this w der, passenger corridor was
already filling with obstacles in the shape of bew ldered, small, gray-suited
men and women—arbites indent to Bel ben; and abruptly the Ioud and terrible
nmoani ng of an energency, ship-out-of-control signal erupted into life and
continued w thout pause. Already the atnosphere of the corridor had the acrid
taste of snoke, and there were cries to himfor help fromthe half-seen
figures of the arbites.

The incredi bl e was happeni ng. Bel ow t hem and around themall, the great
spaceshi p had evidently caught fire fromthe two

expl osi ons, and was now hel pl ess, a brief new star falling through the
endl ess di stances of interstellar space. Spaceships were not supposed to bum
especi ally the nassive vessels of the Al benareth —but this one was doi ng so.

A col dness began to formin the pit of Gles' stomach; for the air around him
was al ready warm ng and now beginning to haze with the snoke, and the sounds
of arbite terror he heard tore at his conscience |like sharp and jagged
icicles.

He fought off his ingrained response toward the frightened i ndentees around
him walling it off, surrounding it with his own fury. He had a job to do, a
duty to finish. That cane first, before anyone or anything. The arbites
aboard were not his direct responsibility. He began to run, dodgi ng the hands
of the reaching figures that |oomed up through the snoke ahead of him
brushi ng them asi de, now and then hurdling a fallen one who could not be

si dest epped.

And all the while around the cold core in him his fury grew. He put on
speed. Now there was occasional debris in the corridor

here and there, panels in the walls, glinpsed through the snoke, sagged away
fromhimlike sheets of nelting wax. None of this should be happening. There
was no reason for whol esal e disaster. But he had no tine now to figure out
what had gone wrong. The nmpans and cries of the arbite passengers still tore
at him but he plunged on

A darker, narrower-than-human figure | ooned suddenly out of the snoke before
him A long, oddly boned hand, a threefingered hand, caught his bright-orange
shipsuit and held him

"To a lifeshipl" brayed the Al benareth crewran, al nbst buzzing the human
words. "Turn about. Go forward! Not to the



stern."

G les checked his instinct to surge against the restraining hand. He was

| arge and powerful, stronger by far than any arbite, except those bred and
trained to special uses; but he knew better than to try to pull |oose from
t he apparently skinny fingers hol ding him

"My Honor!" he shouted at the alien, using the first words he could think of
to which an Al benareth mnd mght respond. "Duty —ny obligation! |I'm Steel —
G les Steel Ashad, an Adel man! The only Adel man aboard heie. Don't you
recogni ze me?"

The alien and he were trapped in a nmoment of notionl essness. The dark
lipless, narrow face stared into his frominches away. Then the hand of the
Al benareth et go and the alien nouth opened in the dry cackling | aughter

t hat meant many things, but not hunor.

"Go!" said the crewman. Gles turned and ran on.

Just a little farther brought himto the door of his suite. The netal handle
burned his fingers and he |l et go. He kicked the door with a grunt of effort,
and it burst open. Wthin, the bitter taste of thick snmoke took himsolidly
by the throat.

He groped his way to his travel bag, jerked it open, and pulled out the mnetal
box inside it. Coughing, he punched out the comnbination, and the |ock of the
box let go, the Iid sprang open. Hastily he pawed through the mass of papers
within. Hs fingers closed on the warrant for extradition, crammed it into a
suit pocket, and di pped down to rip open the destruct trigger that would
incinerate the box with all the rest of its contents. A whitehot flare shot
up before himand the nmetal frame of the container collapsed like nmelting
ice. He turned, hesitated, and pulled tools frominside his shipsuit. He had
meant to hide these carefully, once his job was done; but there was no point
in hiding anything now Still coughing, he tossed the tools into the heat of
the stillflaring container, turned, and plunged once nore into the clearer
air of the corridor, heading back finally toward the bow of the vessel and
the particular Iifeship he had been assigned to.

The Al benareth crewran was gone from his post when Gl es passed that point
again. Under the ceiling lights, the corridor was nmisty with snmoke, but free
now even of the figures of arbites. A small hope flickered in him Perhaps
someone el se had taken charge of themby this time. He ran on. He was al nost
to the lifeship. There were voices in conversation just ahead—then sorme-

thing | arge and dark seemed to flicker up in front of him out of nowhere,
and sormething else that felt like a giant flyswatter slapped himfromhis
feet- He was nonmentarily staggered, but recovering even as he fell backward
to the soft surface of the corridor. His head clearing, he lay for a second
fighting to stay conscious. Now that he was down where the snpke was thinner
he coul d see that he had run into a door soneone had | eft standing open. As
he lay there, he heard two arbite voi ces—ene mal e, one young and femal e—

t al ki ng.

"You heard that? The ship's breaking up," the man said.

"There's no point our waiting out here now The lifeship's just down that
short hall. Let's go."

"No, Mara. Wait... we were supposed to wait..." The



man's voice trailed off.

"What're you afraid of, Groce?" The girl's voice had an edge to it. "You act
as if you don't dare breathe w thout permi ssion fromher! Do you want to stay
here and choke to death?"
"It's all right for you..." nuttered the male voice. "l've never been m xed
up in anything. My record's perfect."

"I'f you think that matters—

Gles 'head was clear now. He rolled to his feet in one quick notion, stepped
around the open door, and joined the two smaller

gray-suited figures beyond it.

"Al'l right," he said, crisply. "You're correct, girl. The lifeship's just
down the corridor, here. You—what's your name? G oce? Lead off!"

The male arbite turned without a word and obeyed, responding instinctively to
the note of command he woul d have heard from Adel bom all the days of his
life. He was a short, round-headed, stocky man in early niddl e age. For a
second, before following. Gles glanced curiously at the girl arbite. She was
small, as all those of the |lower class were, but good-1ooking for an arbite.
Under her |ight-brown, close-cropped hair, her pale, narrow face was conposed
and unafraid. No doubt some high-caste blood in her ancestry sonewhere, Gl es
t hought .

"Good girl," he said nore gently. "You follow me, now. Hang on to ny jacket
if the snoke gets too thick to see.”

He patted her on the head before stepping out in front of her. He had turned
away and did not see the sudden wild flash of indignation and anger that

twi sted her features as his hand touched her head. But the | ook was gone

al nrost as soon as it had appeared. She followed himw th the normal cal mess
of arbite expression on her face.

G les reached out ahead to close his hand on the right shoul der of Groce. The
man flinched at the touch

"Steady, there!" snapped Gles. "All you have to do is obey. Mve, now"
"Yes, Honor," muttered Groce, doubtfully. But his shoul der squared under
Gles' fingers. His step becane firmer, and he led the way into the snoky

corridor.

The snoke thickened. They all coughed. Gles felt the hand of the girl, Mara,
grope for the slack of his jacket in back and take hold of it.

"Keep moving!" said Gles, between coughs. "It can't be much further."
Suddenly they came up against a barrier

"A door," said G oce.

"Open it. Go on through!" snapped Gles, inpatiently. The arbite obeyed—and
suddenly they were all in a small area where the snmoke was | ess dense. Mara

pushed cl osed behind them the door by which they had just entered.

There was another door directly in front of them also closed. A heavy



airlock door. Stepping past Goce, Gles pushed at it wthout being able to
open it, then pounded on its activating button with his fist. The door opened
slowy, swinging inward, away fromthem Beyond was an airl ock space and a
further airlock door, open

"CGo," said Gles briefly to the two arbites, pointing to the other open | ock.
Mara obeyed, but Groce hesitated.

"Honor, sir?" he asked. "Please—what happened to the Spacehner?"

"An expl osi on somewhere aft. | don't know what caused it/' answered G| es,
shortly. "Go ahead, now. The lifeship's through the further |ock, there.*
Goce still hesitated. "Wat if there's others com ng?" he asked. "Anyone
coming will be here soon," Gles said. "Wth this snoke already in the

corridors, there isn't nuch time. This lifeship is going to have to be
| aunched soon." "But what if, when | get inside—=

"When you get inside," Gles said, "there'll be an Al benareth there to tel
you what to do. There's an alien officer in charge of any lifeship. Now,
novel "

G oce went. G les turned back to make sure that the airlock door behind him
was cl osed. The snmoke was eddyi ng around him although he could not see the
source of the air current that was nmoving it, now that the shipside airlock
door was closed. A |oudspeaker over the closed door echoed suddenly to the
sound of distant coughing.

"Sir," said the voice of Groce, unexpectedly behind him "there isn't any
Al benareth in the lifeship yet."

"Cet back inside. Wait there!l" he snapped at the arbite, wi thout turning his
head. The sound of coughing fromthe | oudspeaker was | ouder now, echoed by
the clang of stunbling feet approaching. One of those coming, Gles thought,
had better be the Al benareth officer. Gles could pilot his own yacht around
the Sol ar System but as for handling an alien lifeship..

He punched the "open" button. The inner |ock door swung wi de. D mfigures
were stunbling toward himin the snoke. Gles swore. They were all human
dressed alike in the dusty gray of their arbite shipsuits. There were five of
them he counted as they canme closer, clinging to one another's cl ot hing,
several of them whinpering when they were not coughing. The one in front was
an angul ar, gray-haired wonan who di pped her head briefly in an automatic
gesture of respect when she saw him He opened the inner door and notioned
them i nsi de, noving aside so they would not brush agai nst himas they went.
Before the |ast one was in, the

corridor lights flickered, went out, cane back on agai n—then died conpletely.

G les closed the door behind the five and touched the gl ow button on his

wat ch. Under nornmal conditions the light fromthe dial was normally quite
strong, but nowit only lit up the rolling snoke, let in fromthe corridor
The air hol ding the snoke was hotter too; the fire could not be far away. He
was coughi ng again, and could not control it, his head aching fromthe funes.

Wth a sharp clang a section of the airlock wall fell away and Gl es turned
in that direction. The air current froma hi dden source was suddenly
stronger, and there was an el ongated opening in what had appeared to be solid
nmetal . The snoke was being sucked into it strongly. In the partially clear
air atall, thin form appeared, stooping with its head to pass through the
openi ng.



"About tinel" Gles said, coughing. The Al benareth did not answer him noving
quickly in a typical broken-kneed gait to the lock, with Gles close behind
Once they were both inside, the Al benareth turned and dogged shut the inner

| ock door. The action spoke for itself; the clash of the dogged | ock echoed
on Gles' ears like the closing of a coffin Iid.

The voices of the arbites had dropped into silence as the Al benareth and
Gles entered, and those already there noved warily aside fromthe alien
Still silent, the gaunt figure reached down into a slot in the soft flooring
and pulled up a nmetal frame laced with flexible plastic. It was an

accel eration cot, and a good deal of dust came up with it.

"Open the cots like this," the Al benareth ordered, the human words coni ng out
at last, high-pitched and buzzing. "Strap down. Motions will be abrupt.”

In the continuing silence, he turned and strode to the control console in the
lifeship's nose, and belted hinmself into one of the two control chairs there.
H s three-fingered hands noved swiftly. Lights glowed on the panels and the
two viewscreens before himcanme to life, showing only the out-of-focus neta
wal s of the lifeship capsule. Gles and the arbites aboard had just enough
time to pull up their cots before the |aunch button was hit. They

clutched at the frames of their cots as the sudden accel erati on pounced on
t hem

Expl osi ve charges bl ew away the hull section covering the |ifeship capsule.
Gravity forces pressed them hard agai nst the webbing of their cots, as the
lifeship was hurled away fromits nother ship, into space. The accel eration
changed direction as the lifeship's drive took over and noved it away from
t he dying ship; and a nauseating sensation rippled through their bodies as
they left the gravity field of the larger vessel and the weaker
grav-sinulation field of the |ifeship cane on.

Gles was aware of all this only absently. Automatically his hands were

| ocked tightly about the netal frane of his cot to keep himfrom being thrown
off it, but his eyes were fixed on the right of the two viewscreens in the
bow. The screen on the |left showed only stars, but the right-hand screen gave
a viewdirectly astern, a viewfilled with the image of the burning, dying
shi p.

There was no rel ati on between the junble of weckage seen there and the ship
they had boarded in orbit high above the equator of Earth, twelve days
before. Twisted and torn nmetal gl owed white-hot in the darkness of space.
Sonme lights still showed in sections of the hull, but nost of it was dark
The gl owi ng wreckage had shrunk to the size of a hot enber as they hurtled
away fromit;

now it maintained a constant size and noved from screen to screen as they
orbited about it. The Al benareth that had joined them was speaking into a
grille bel ow one of the screens, in the throbbing buzz of his own tongue. He
or she was pronounci ng what were clearly the sane words, over and over again,
until there was a scratching hiss fromthe speaker and another voice
answered. There was a rapid discussion as the burning weck was centered on
the forward screen, then began to grow in size once nore.

"We're goi ng back!" an arbite voice shouted hysterically fromthe darkness.
"Stop him We're going back!"

"Be quietl" Gles said, automatically. "All of you—that's an order!" After a



second, he added, "The Al benareth knows what has to be done. No one el se can
pilot this ship."

In silence the arbites continued to watch as the inmage of the

wr eckage grew before them enlarging until it filled the screen—until it
appeared they were driving down into it. But the snooth play of the

Al benareth's six long fingers on the control console keys controlled the
lifeship's motion, sent it drifting inward, slipping past jagged fangs of
steel that swaminto viewin the lifeship's forward vi ewscreen. Suddenly,
there was a snooth, unscarred section of hull before them and they cl anged
against it. Mgnetic clanps thudded as they | ocked on, and the |ifeship was
nmoved spasnodically, with loud grating sounds, as it was orientated with
somet hing on the hull. Then the alien rose fromthe controls, turned, and
strode back to undog the airlock. The inner door ground open—then the outer
one.

There was no rush of air, for they were sealed tight to another airl ock—ene
on the spaceliner. The outer door of this lock, chilled fromspace and
white-frosted with condensati on, opened a crack, then stopped. The Al benareth
wrapped a fold of his snocklike garnent around his hands, seized the open
edge, and pulled strongly until it opened all the way. Smpoke haze beyond it
cleared briefly to reveal another airlock and the gaunt figures of two nore
Al benar et h.

There was a rapid conversation between the three aliens. Gles could nmake out
no expression on the creased and winkled dark skin of their faces. Their
eyes were round and unreadabl e. They punctuated their words with snapping
gestures of their threefingered hands, opening and cl osing the nutually
opposed fingers. Suddenly, their talk ceased. Both the first Al benareth and
one of the others reached out to touch the fingertips of both their hands,
briefly, with those of the third, who stood deepest within the | ock

The two closer aliens stepped back into the lifeship. The one they left did
not nmove or try to follow them Then, as the airlock door began to close, al
three began to | augh at once, together, in their high-pitched, clattering

[ aughter, until the closing door separated them Even then, the captain and
the alien beside himcontinued to | augh as the Iifeship noved away fromtheir
shipmate in the spaceliner weckage. Only slowy did their laughter die,
surrounded by the staring silence of the arbite passengers. Shock at the
sudden di saster fatigue, and snoke inhal ation, or perhaps all these things,
conbi ned to numb the watching humans as they stared with reddened eyes at the
i mge of the burning ship, pictured on the stenview screen in the front of
the Iifeship. The imge dwi ndled, until it was no nore than a star anong al
the other points of light on the screen

Finally, it winked fromsight. Wen it was gone, the tall alien who had first
entered the lifeship and driven it outward fromthe spaceliner rose fromthe
control seat, turned, and cane back to face the humans, |eaving the other
al i en doi ng sonme i nconprehensible work with part of the control panel. The
first Albenareth halted an armis length fromGles, and raised one |ong, dark
finger, the nddle of the three on his hand.

"I am Captai n Rayunung." The finger noved around to point back at the second
al i en. "Engi neer Munghanf."

G | es nodded i n acknow edgnent .

"You are their | eader?" denanded the Captain.



*T am an Adelman," said Gles, frigidly. Even allowing for the natura
i gnorance of the alien, it was hard to endure an assunption that he m ght be
nerely one of a group of arbites.

The Captain turned away. As if this action were a signal, a nunber of voices
called out fromanong the arbites—all of which the Captain ignored. The

voi ces died away as the tall formreturned to the control area and froma
conpartnent there took out a rectangul ar object wapped in golden cloth, and
held it cerenoniously at arms length for one still noment before putting it
down on a horizontal surface of the control panel. The Engi neer noved to
stand al ongsi de, as the Captain put one finger on the surface of the cloth.
Both then bent their heads in silence above it, notionless.

"What is it?" asked the voice of Groce, behind Gles. "Wiat's that they' ve
got ?"

"Be quiet," said Gles, sharply. "It's their sacred book—the Al benareth
astrogati onal starbook hol ding their navigation tables and information."

Groce fell silent. But the determ ned voice of Mara, ignoring his order, took
up the questi oning.

"Honor, sir,"
pl ease?"

she said in Gles' ear. "WII| you tell us what's happeni ng,

Gl es shook his head, and put his finger to his-lips, refusing to answer

until the two aliens had raised their heads and begun to unwap the gol den
cloth fromabout their book. Revealed, it was |like sonmething out of the human
past —as it was indeed out of the Al benareth past—-a thing of animal-skin

bi ndi ng and pages of a paper nade from vegetabl e pul p.

"Al'l right," said Gles at last, turning around to find the arbite girl right
behind him He spoke to her and to all the rest as well. "Spacegoi ng and
religion are one and the same thing to the Al benareth. Everything they do to
navigate this lifeship or any other space vessel is a holy and ritual act.
You shoul d all have been briefed about that when you were sent to board the
spacel i ner, back on Earth."

"They told us that nmuch, sir," said Mara. "But they didn't explain howit
wor ked, or why."

G les looked at her with a touch of irritation. It was not his duty to be
tutor to a handful of arbites- Then he relented. It would probably be better
if they were inforned. They would all be living in close quarters under harsh
conditions for sone days, or even weeks. They woul d adapt better to their
privations if they understood.

"Al'l right. Listen, then, all of you," he said, speaking to themall. "The
Al benareth think of space as if it were heaven. To them the planets and al
i nhabited solid bodies are the abode of the Inperfect. An Al benareth gains
Perfection by going into space. The nore trips and the nore tine spent away

fromplanetfall, the nore Perfection gained. You noticed the Captain
identified hinself as *Rayunmung' and the Engi neer as 'Munghanf.' Those aren't
nanes. They're ranks, like stair-steps on the clinb to a status of

Perfection. They've got nothing to do with the individual's duties aboard a
space vessel, except that the nore responsible duties go to those of higher
rank, generally."

"But what do the ranks nean, then?" It was Mara again. G les gave her a brief
smile.



"The ranks stand for the nunmber of trips they've made into space, and the
time spent in space. There's nore to it than that. The rougher the duty they
pull, the greater the count of the tine involved toward a higher rank. For
exanple, this lifeship duty is going to gain a lot of points for this Captain
and Engi neer —Aot because they're saving our lives, though, but because to
save us they had to pass up the chance to die in the spaceliner when it
burned. You see, the last and greatest goal of a spacegoing Al benareth is to
die, finally, in space."

"Then they won't care!" It was an abrupt cry, alnmst a wail, from sonmeone
else in the crowd, a dark-haired arbite girl as young as Mara, but w thout
the marks of character on her face. "If anything goes wong they' Il just |et

us die, so they can die!"

"Certainly not!" said Gles sharply. "Get that idea out of your heads right
now. Death is the greatest achievenent possible to an Al benareth, but only
after one of them has done his best to fulfill his duties in space for as
many years as possible. It's only when there's no place else to turn that the
Al benareth | et death take them"

"But what if these two decide suddenly there's no place to turn, or something
like that? They' |l just go and die— "Stop that sort of talk!" snapped G| es.
Suddenly he was tired of explaining, ashamed and di sgusted for themall —for
their imredi ate conplaints, their open and unashaned di splay of fears, their

| ack of decent self-restraint and self-control, and their pasty faces which
had obvi ously spent nost of their lives indoors away fromthe sunlight. All
that was | ower-class about themrose in his throat to choke him

"Be quiet, all of you," he said. "Get busy now and pick out the cot you want,
besi de whoever you want for a neighbor while we're in this lifeship. The one

you pick is the one you'll have to stick with for the rest of the time we're
aboard. |I'm not going to have argunents and fights over changing pl aces.
After 1've |ooked the Iifeship over 1'll get your names and tell you how
you're to act until we reach planetfall. Now, get busyi"

They all turned away i medi ately, w thout hesitati on—except, perhaps, the
girl Mara. It seened to Gles that she paused for fust a second before noving
to obey, and this puzzled him It was possible she was one of those
unfortunate arbites who had been unnaturally panpered, petted, and brought up
by sone Adelman famly to feel alnost as if she was one of the upper classes.
Arbites hand-rai sed—so to speak—n such a manner were always nal adj usted in
latter life. They had not acquired proper habits in their early, formative
years and as adults were never able to adapt to social discipline in normal
fashion. If that was the case, it was a pity. She had so nuch else to
recommend her.

He turned away fromthe arbites, dismssing themfromhis mnd, and began a
cl oser exanmination of the lifeship. It bore little or no simlarity to the
 uxuriously confortable and highly automated private spacecraft he, |ike npst
of the Adel bom had often piloted anmong the inner worlds of the Sol ar System

"Sir..." It was a whi sper behind him "Do you know-are they fenal es?"

G les turned and saw that the whisperer was Groce. The man's face was white
and sweating. Gles glanced back for a nonent at the two aliens. The

Al benareth were al nost indistinguishable as far as sex went, and both served
indiscrinmnately at duties aboard spacecraft —and everywhere el se on the alien
worlds, for that matter. But the extra length of the Captain's torso was a
clue and the particular erectness of that officer's stance. She was a female.



The Engi neer was a mal e.

G les | ooked back at the sick pal eness of fear on Grace's face. Anong the
arbites there were a thousand horror stories about the behavior of Al benareth
femal es under certain glandular conditions, not merely toward their own

"mal es" but —arbite superstitions had it—+toward any other intelligent male
creature. The basis of all the tales was the fact that the A benareth "fenale"
—the two sexes of the aliens did not really correspond equivalently to human
mal e and femal e—when in estrus, required fromthe "male" not nerely the
specific and mnute fertilizing organi smhe had produced for the egg she
carried, but the total genital area of "his" body. This she took conplete
into her egg sac, where it becane connected to her own bl oodstream part of
her own body, and a source of nourishnent for the enbryo during its period of
i ntrauterine grow h.

The acquisition of the "male's" genital area, entirely normal by Al benareth
standards, in human termnms represented a rather massive nutilation of the

"mal e" by the "female." It effectively desexed the male until his genita

area shoul d grow back, which took about two years, roughly, by Earth tine—ong
enough for the single Al benareth offspring to be bomand learn to travel with
confort upright on its two | egs. Human xenobi ol ogi sts had theorized that in
prehistoric times the evolutionary principle behind the desexing of the

Al benareth "mal e" had been to ensure his protection and assistance to the
particul ar "femal e" carrying his progeny, during the vul nerable period before
she and it were fully able to take care of thensel ves.

But such sophi sticated understanding of alien instincts, thought Gles, would
be beyond the conprehension of arbites whispering anong thenselves in dark
corners- Goce, evidently, had the human | ower-class horror and fear of what
the alien "fermal e" mght do to him specifically, under certain conditions of
gl andul ar excitation. And probably every other arbite mal e aboard woul d react
the sane way if any of them suspected the Captain's sex.

"They're officers!"™ Gles snapped. "Do they |look like females to you?"
Relief flooded back into Groce's face.
"No, Honor. No, sir, of course not... thank you, sir. Thank you very nuch."

He backed away. G les turned fromthe man, back to his exam nation of the
lifeship. As he did so, however, it occurred to himto wonder just what the
effect would be on the arbites if a breeding inmpul se should take commuand of
the pair of aliens on board before they made planetfall. O course, he had no
i dea under what conditions such an inmpul se could be generated; he put worry
about it out of his mnd. For the nonent things were under control and that
was all he required. He concentrated on exam ning the |ifeship.

1: 02 hours
It was little nore than a cylinder in space.

The rear half of the cylinder was occupied by the warp drive and the fusion
chanmber that powered it. In the cylinder's nose was the control consol e and
the three viewscreens. The renmining space, like a tube with a flat floor
inside, was a little over twelve nmeters in length and four in dianeter. The
floor was of a purple, spongy material that was clumsy to wal k upon but
confortable for sitting or lying. The collapsible cots they had occupied
whil e blasting free of the spaceliner were conceal ed beneath that same spongy

sur f ace.



Overhead, a glaring band of blue-white lights stretched the length of the
lifeship. These, Gles had | earned before | eaving Earth, in his studies of
the Al benareth and their space vessels, were never turned off, even when the
lifeship was not in use. The continuous |ight source was needed to assure the
healthy growth of the ib vine that conpletely covered all the exposed
surfaces frommdway in the lifeship's Iength, right back to the stem The
vine was life to all the passengers, alien and human alike; for the stoma in
its flat, reddi sh-green | eaves produced oxygen. The gol den, globular fruit,
hangi ng |i ke ornaments fromlong, thin stens, were the only source of

nouri shment avail abl e aboard. The trunk of the ib vine, as thick through as a
man's |l eg, emerged froma coffinlike netal tank in the stemthat contained
the nutrient solution to nourish the plant. A dusty netal hatch cover on the
tank covered the opening into which all food scraps and waste were put for
recycling. A sinple and workabl e system for survival, a closed cycle in which
t he sanitary conveni ences aboard consisted of a basin under a col d-water
faucet and a covered contai ner beside the tank

The arbite passengers were not yet aware of how these things would
circunscri be their existences aboard this alien craft. As yet, they had
scarcely exani ned the new environnent into which they had been thrust. The
shock of awareness woul d be profound when it cane. They were not Adel men or
Adel wonen, who under these sane conditions would have felt an inner duty to
maintain their self-control and not to give way to unseenmly fears or yield in
any way to the situation, no matter how unendurabl e.

He should start out gently, Gles told hinself. He turned and went back to
t he others, who had now sorted themsel ves out, each on the cot he or she had
pul l ed up and woul d occupy until they made planetfall

"Al'l set?" he asked them

There were nods of agreement. He stood, |ooking down at them a head taller
than any except the obvi ous work-gang | aborer individual in the very rear
The others would tend to ostracize the | aborer, he rem nded hinself
automatically, as being even of |ower class than thensel ves. He must not |et
t hat cause divi sions anong them while they were aboard here.

The | aborer was as tall as G les and doubtl ess outwei ghed himby twenty
kilos. Qutside of that, there was no resenblance. Only Gles, of all the
humans there, showed the tanned skin, the handsone regul ar features, and the
green eyes, with sun-winkles showing at the corners of them that testified
to both breeding and a lifetime of outdoor exercise. These differences al one
woul d have set himapart fromthe rest, even without the expensive, gleam ng
fabric of the burnt-orange shipsuit he wore, in contrast to the drab

| oose-fitting, gray coveralls that were their garb. Alone, his features were
enough to remnd the others that it was his to comand, theirs to obey.

"All right," he said. "I amGles Steel Ashad. Now, one at a tine, identify
yourselves." He turned to Mara, who had taken the front cot space on his
left. "You first, Mara."

"Mara 12911. |I'mrecop, on indent to Belben like the rest"
"Al'l right." He turned to Groce on the right, across from Mara. "Next, we'll
take themin this direction. Speak up, Croce. G ve your name and specialty

nunber . "

"Groce 5313, indent for three years, conputer control section, Bel ben M nes
and Manufacture."



"Very good, G oce. Cad to see you kept your conpute by you."
"Go no place without it, sir. Feel naked without it."

G les saw several of the others smle at this time-worn joke. Computecons
were al ways supposed to be unable to think wi thout making a cal cul ation
first. This was good; a feeling of order was being restored. The next man
behi nd Groce was thin, blond, and wiry, his fingers nervously tapping out
unheard rhythms on his

t hi ghs.

"Esteven 6786, entertaincom" he said, in a tenor voice. "lI'msetting up the
broadcast systemto Bel ben, to replace the automated one there now "

"Yes. |Is that a recorder in your wallet?"

"Yes, Honor, sir. Wuld you like to see it? A multiplex menory store for the
nusic. "

"Very good—we can use that for a log of this voyage."

G les put out his hand. Esteven stepped forward, but hesitated for an instant
bef ore taking out the flat case.

"But you won't want to wipe all the nusic to record, will you, sir? Please?
W'l find some entertainnent wel come, here in this little ship...."

Gles winced internally at the pleading note in the man's voi ce. Even an
arbite should not have to beg like that.

"Not all of the music," said Gles, "don't worry. Pick an hour to w pe clear
for me. That should be enough. If it's not, 1'll ask you for nore."

"An hour?" Esteven's face lit up. "OF course, sir. A single hour's really no
problem of course. This has a bit of everything. | can w pe sone of the
jazzpop or early-decade synphonies. O there are |ots of nusica
commercials..." Esteven smiled hopefully and the others | aughed, and the

| aught er qui ckly dyi ng away when they saw that Gles was not snmiling with
them "Honor, sir, forgive—naturally, | don't nean that. A joke only. Here,
an hour fromthe nusic; it's all set." He passed the recorder over quickly,
hi s hand shaki ng ever so slightly.

"Il put everyone's nane into this; we'll need to keep records."”
into a recorder the names and nunbers told so far

G | es spoke

"Now just you four left."

"Bi set 9482. Supervise, indent one year." She stood up straight, across from
Esteven's space, when she said it—the tall, angular, gray-haired woman who
had led the party of survivors to tiie lifeship. She was, thought Gl es,
obviously used to authority. Alifetime had adjusted her to it —nlike the
girl Mara. The two arbites side by side behind her were a dark-haired young
man and an equal ly dark-haired plunp girl. They had been hol di ng hands unti
the others | ooked at them The girl blushed; the nan spoke for them both.

"Frenco 5022. This is nmy... wife, D 3579. We're both conserv, indent seven
years."



"Both just out of school, only on your first indent—and married already?"

The | aughter of the others—free and open, this time—rel eased a good deal of
the tension that had been gripping themall. Frenco nodded and sniled and D
sm | ed, |ooking about, seeming to enjoy the sudden attention. She was the
girl who had pani cked when G | es spoke of the Al bemareth seeking death, as a
final act in space. Gles spoke their names into the recorder and | ooked
beyond to the big | aborer.

"Now you, lad." The | aborer touched his index and second finger to his
forehead just below the cap of short-cut black hair, in a sort of half salute
bef ore answeri ng.

"Hem 7624, Honor, sir," he said. Hi s face was square and young, unw i nkl ed,
but his voice had the rough and broken hoarseness of an agi ng person. "G aded
manual , no specific skills, sir. But perfect work record."

"Good for you," said Gles. "W're lucky to have someone |ike you aboard

Hem in case we have sonething to do that takes sonmeone with strength we can
rely on." He ran his gaze deliberately around the faces of the other arbites
and saw that they had caught the social inplication of his words. A couple of
them fl ushed, and sone of the rest |ooked sourly down at the floor. The girl

Mara, however, was not one of them Cearly they did not |ike Hem being

pl aced on the sane | evel as thenselves, but they would put up with it.

Gles held the recorder. Esteven cane and took it back

"All right," Gles said. "Now, I"'mgoing to talk to the Captain and see what
information | can get. Al | know at the nmonent is that either we ran into
somet hing or there was an expl osion, and we seemto be the only ones who got
out of the ship."

"Over two hundreed peopl e—-hunman peopl e—aboard, two hundred and twelve," G oce
sai d hoarsely, tapping the figure into his conmpute as though to nmake it nore
real .

Gles shivered internally, feeling again within himthe sharp teeth of
consci ence.

"And twelve alien crew nenbers,"” he said loudly. "So we're the | ucky ones.
Just remenber that. if things go badly. These |ifeships are neant for

survival and are a little short on conforts. You' ve seen how to work the
cots. Those ib fruit you see on the vines are what we'll be eating, after the
wat er has been pressed out of them They're three-quarters fluid, so we'll
have nore than enough to drink. This plant's a nutation, gene-designed for
this one function. Plenty of protein, so we're not going to starve."

"But, sir, how does it taste?" D asked. Plainly, she had never eaten
anyt hi ng but prepared commissary food in her life. "Is that... it?" the
gray- hai red womman naned Bi set asked, sniffing sternly as she pointed in the
general direction of the covered pail

"I"'mafraid it is," Gles said. "But there should be folding partitions
stored in the floor or walls here sonewhere. |1'lIl ask the Captain. W can
arrange sonething for privacy."

"Ask himwhy we went back for that other pruney." Now that the fear was
ebbi ng away, G oce was begi nning to show anger. "W coul d' ve been killed, al
of us!"



"The Captain had to have a good reason for acting as he did. I'll ask him
what it was. But listen to ne, everyone. None of you, obviously, have ever
been in space before; but |I know you' |l have heard dozens of wild stories
about the Al benareth. Forget those stories—Aow W're all dependent on those
two aliens up front, there, for our survival. So the term'pruney' isn't to
be used again by any of you. Is that understood? Now, check those cots of
yours to see they're all in working order, and keep your voices down while
go and have a talk with the Captain."

G |l es had been watching the two Al benareth as he tal ked. They had taken the
starbook fromits golden wapping and placed it in its ritual, jewel-enbossed
clanmp on the control console. Some plates had been renmoved fromthe sides of
t he consol e and the Engi neer was probing delicately in the opening with the
whi skerli ke prods of an instrunent. The Captain sat silently, arns crossed,
staring into the enpti ness of space. Gles went and stood next to her

"I would like to talk to the Rayurmung," he said in buzzing Al benareth. The
Captain slowy turned the glistening furrows of her face toward hi m

"You speak our |anguage."”
"I amof the Steel sept. | go to space because this is what nust be done. For
the sane reason | have | earned your tongue. Please tell me what | need to

know. "

"My ship has been destroyed and | could not die with it. W will soon start
and proceed to Bel ben."

"Bel ben?" echoed G les. "Bel ben," repeated the Captain.
"But how long will the voyage take?"

"I do not yet know exactly. Possibly a hundred ship-days. This small engine
| acks efficiency, therefore the Munghanf is unlucky enough to be with us."

"It is his sorrow. |Is the cause of the accident known?"

"There was no accident. My ship was destroyed by a deliberately caused
expl osi on. "

For the first tine the Captain showed sone sign of enmption, her voice raised,
her fingers shaking.

"Ifs not possible,'9 Gles began

"There is no doubt. There were only enpty cargo holds at the explosion site.
Nor was there anything there that could burn. It would take nothing | ess than
a fusion bonb to ignite the flooring, which burns only at the highest
tenperature.”

Gles shifted his weight slightly on his feet.

"This is a grave charge,’
Al benar et h spacer ?"

he said. "Wiy woul d anyone want to sabotage an
"That | do not know. But a crime has been conmtted." The dark alien eyes
stared directly into Gles'. "A crime one of nmy race would not comrit."

"There is no possibility the expl osion was only an accident?" said Gles.
"Your ship was old, Rayumung. Many of the ships of the Al benareth are very



old."

"Their age is no matter. It was not an accident." The Captain's voice was
unchanged, but her long, three-fingered hands were now tightly cl enched—a
sign of deep enotion in an Al benareth, as Gles remenbered fromhis studies
of the aliens. He

changed t he subject-

"You said it would take possibly a hundred ship-days to reach Belben in this
lifeship. Is there no destination closer?"

"Qur destination was Belben. It is still Belben."
"Surely," said Gles, "it would be nore sensible to go to the cl osest point
where safe planetfall is possible?"

"I and ny officers and ny crew have fallen far back on the road to Perfection
by permitting the |l oss of our ship." The dark eyes turned away from G | es,

di smssing him "M Engineer and | may not even permt ourselves the
redenpti on of death. To fail to reach our planned destination means a further
| oss of honor, and that is unthinkable. Farewell, therefore. Qur talk is
ended. "

Gles' tenper twitched to life. He held it in check, and continued to talk in
an even voi ce.

"I have not ended speaki ng, Rayumung," he said. The Captain turned her head
back to face him<t! have a responsibility for the other humans with me on
board here. | make a formal request that you |l ook for d closer destination
that will shorten our tinme in this lifeship."

The Captain stared at hima nonent without speaking.

"Human, " she said at last, "we pernit you to travel aboard our holy ships
into holy space because you have no ships of your own worth the counting, and
because it is a step upon the Way to assist others, even though they are
aliens who will never know the neaning of Perfection. Al so the rewards you
bring us for carrying you permt nore of our people than otherw se could to
be unbound fromthe worlds of their beginnings. But you are only that which
we carry of our own choice. You will not speak to nme of destinations."

G les opened his mouth to answer, but the Captain's eyes had al ready | ooked
past him and she was tal ki ng agai n.

"Nor are you aboard this lifeship in such node as | would prefer,” she said.
"You are eight. The nunber is not optinmm"

G les stared at her.

"J don't understand the Rayumung," he said.

"The nunber," repeated the Captain, "is not optimmfor Perfection in
continui ng our voyage to Belben. It would be nore optimal if you were one

| ess. Perhaps you will reduce your nunber by one individual." She pointed to

the tank in the back of the lifeship. "The converter could use the additiona
raw nmaterial ."

G les stiffened.



"Murder an arbite, just to suit your idea of Perfection?" he snapped.

"Why not ?" The dark, round eyes stared unblinkingly at him "You use them as
slaves, but here in this small ship you have no need for so many sl aves. \Wat
is one of them conpared to the good will of nyself, who hold survival of al
of you in ny hands? Why concern yourself for any of thenP"

A shock |ike the bl ow of sone icy-bladed ax between his shoul der bl ades
robbed Gles of words. It was several seconds before he could get hinself
under control enough to speak

"They are arbites!" The buzzing Al benareth words |l ent thenselves to being
snarl ed by the human throat, and G les heard hinself snarling them "They are
arbites, and 1 am an Adel mani An Adel man of a fam |y who have been Adel bom
for twenty generations! Put ne in the converter, if you think you can
Rayumung. But | ay one finger on any of these now under ny protection, and
swear to you by the God of nmy race and the Perfection worshi pped by yours
that this lifeship will reach no destination at all, and you will die in

di shonor, if | have to take the hull plates apart with ny bare hands!"

The Captain | oomed over him The winkled alien face, expressionless, was
close to his.

"I suggested only, not commanded," said the Captain. A rare tone of enotion
of something alnost |like grimhunor, crept into her voice. "But do you really
t hi nk you could match yoursel f agai nst ne, human?"

She turned away. G les found he was trenbling like a dead |leaf in the winter
gale of his rage. He stood for a second until the shaking stopped, before
turning around. It would not do to have the arbites see himotherwi se than in
perfect control of hinself.

He had let hinself react w thout thinking and the results had nearly been

di sastrous, to hinself as well as to his mission. He should never have | ost
his tenmper. True, the destruction of another human bei ng was nowhere near the
small thing the Al benareth Captain thought it to be. But theoretically,

Gles' duty was nore inportant than every arbite on this boat, and | ogic
dictated that he shoul d have not hesitated to sacrifice one of themif his

m ssi on denmanded it. Mreover, no doubt there were many of the other Adel bom
in the Cca Front who woul d never have so hesitated. Still, he knewin his

i nnernost self that if he were to face that same suggestion fromthe Captain
all over again, his reaction would be no different.

He was a Steel —ene of the ancient and honorable famly who still Iived and
worked with the netal that had given themtheir wealth and rank—unli ke Copper
or Comsats or Uti, famlies who | ong ago had left the sources of their names
to the handling of their arbites. The netal, steel, had lifted man on the
first steps of his road to civilization. The E ffel Tower and the San-Fran
Bridge still stood as nonuments to the lifting. No one of the Steel sept
could in honor stand idly by and see a defensel ess arbite abused—et al one
kill ed.

He cal ned, inwardly as well as outwardly. There was no question about his
duty. He had only to follow his instincts—et live or die who m ght.

He turned back at last to the arbites with a face that was conposed and even
smling alittle.

3: 17 hours



The panels for the partitions were dry and old Iike nuch of the rest of the
hf eship parts. Their fabric had torn in Hemis thick fists as the large arbite
pulled themfromtheir niches in the floor of the ship. Gles lay on his cot,
wat chi ng Groce and Esteven painstakingly gluing the torn edges together with
an adhesive filmextruded by a tool in the small repair kit the Al benareth
Engi neer had been able to provide. The two aliens were supplied with a

per manent in-place screen behind their seats in the control area, that they
needed only to loll down and fasten. They had been out of the sight of their
human passengers nost of the time since they had done so, and for that bit of
screening, particularly, Gles was thankful. The less the arbites saw of the
aliens, he reasoned, the nore likely they would be to live with the

Al benareth in harnmony. Once their own screens were repaired and in position
he woul d set a couple of the wonen to harvesting the fruit of the ib vine-

But for the monent, work space aboard was too crowded, with the panels spread
out as they were for repair.

He transferred his gaze fromhis fell ow passengers to the ceiling of the
craft, with its sections of utilitarian gray netal. A far cry fromthe
conforts of his own interplanetary yacht.... His mind drifted off to large
probl ems, the whole of his mssion

He had saved the warrant, thankfully. Wthout the warrant, he would have to
ri sk an assassination on a Colony Wrld where the police methods of those
there would be unfamiliar. He snmiled a little bitterly to hinself. Once there
had been no need for the Adelbomto kill one another, but Paul Cca had forced
the chain of events that now noved to destroy him If Paul had only been
content to be their namesake, their phil osopher, who had set them —all the
consci enti ous young nen and woren of the Adel bom who had fornmed the Cca Front
six years ago—en the road to cleansing and reawakeni ng the human spirit. But
some twi st in Paul, sone instinct to destruction, had pushed himto go one
step further to suggest they throw open the doors of the Free Teaching
Centers to the arbites, imediately.

"Are you insane, Paul?" Gles had asked. "That's a ridicul ous question," said
Paul coldly. "Is it?" said Gles. "You have to know that doing it suddenly
woul d cause chaos—peopl e starving in the streets in the long run, al
government al control broken down and production at a halt. Sonething Iike
that has to be done step by step. Wiy do you think the world was put under
the present social structure by our ancestors? There sinply wasn't room
enough or production enough to support the popul ation and the power demands
of an energing technol ogy. There wasn't any choice. Everybody realized that.
It was time to stop developing civilization—all the wild growmh in popul ation
and invention—for as long as it was necessary to get the race on a working
basi s, supporting itself w thout draining the planet any further. Now we've
al nrost got to the point where the Adel man-arbite differences can be scrapped—
and you want to smash everything that's been achi eved by bringing in heaven

i medi ately, fifty years ahead of schedule.”

"I thought," said Paul -his white, regular features were unnoved fromthe
classic inpassivity and col dness of the Adel bom school ed face—you adhered to
nmy principles of the Cca Front."

"I adhered, and | adhere,” Gles said, "to the principle of what needs to be
done. The Cca Front is nade up of Adel bom Paul. Renmenber that. | won't stand
by for one menber's ideas if | think they're wong, any nore than you woul d.
Even when that nmenmber is you. You started the organization, Paul, but you
don't own it. You're just one of a group that wants to work to bring this

t wo- hundr ed- year - ol d, unnatural social structure to an end. If you doubt

that, check sone of the other nenbers for opinions. You'll find they don't
like your idea of revolution at this noment any nore than | do. It smacks of



gl ory-hunting, wanting to have the skyrockets all go up in your own
particular time."

"dory," said Paul, "hunting?" He nade two words of it.

"I said that," said Gles, equally deliberately. Only another Adel bom

| ooking at and listening to the two tall, |ean, |evelvoiced young nen, would
have realized that they were on the verge of a deadly explosion. "I said that
and | nmeant that. As | say, check with others of the Front. You'll find I'm

not alone in ny opinion."
Paul | ooked at himfor a | ong second.

"Gles," he said, "I've doubted your opinion was wi se once or twice in the
past. This now confirns that doubt. You fail in your concept of duty, which
is everything to us. W're caretakers for the rest of the race until the
situation and their own growth makes themready to come of age. That duty is
paramount. If you had it fully in you, you'd understand that it nakes no
difference if opening the Teaching Centers now causes w despread breakdown,
starvati on—er any other tenporary upheaval. If the time has cone, the tine
has come. But you, Gles, have a flaw. You are—and al ways were—partly a
romantic. You worry about people, not the great shift and flow of human
history."

"People are history," said Gles. His tone and attitude were unchanged, but

i nside hinself he was feeling a sort of despair. The flare of anger toward
Paul ' s unr easonabl eness which he had felt a nmonent earlier had quickly buned
itself out, as quickly as it had sprung up. Adel bomdid not have friends, at
least in the old sense of the word. As Paul had said, duty was everything.
But as far as it could be said there was friendship, Paul had been his ol dest
and cl osest friend- Their relationship went back to their first young years
in the Acadeny together. They had been side by side in the I ong dining halls,
the austere dormtories, the cold classroons, and the barren sports fields.
Toget her, they had been changed from chil dren who renenbered and | onged for
even the limted famly cl oseness of the Adel bom to nenbers of a ruling

cl ass who knew only that duty Paul tal ked about, and who needed or wanted
not hi ng and no one el se.

Fromthat time on they had |ived, each self-sufficient and isolated within

hi nsel f, as conplete and separate individuals wthout the weaknesses of any
cl oseness with any other human being. It was necessary that they be so, that
corruption and human frailty not be allowed to damage the rigid structure of
the survival society that their ancestors had set up, to be naintained unti

t here shoul d be room enough, food enough, and future enough for the race as a
whol e to be free again.

As it was, no one was free. In essence, the arbites were slaves to the

Adel bom and the Adel bom were slaves to their duty—to that survival program
laid out two centuries before. The Adel bom were not to question that plan
until survival for the race was assured, and they were not to permt the
arbites to question it.

AH this was true. And perhaps it was true too, as Paul had said, that Gles
was a ronmantic and his sense of duty had a flawin it. But at the same tine
Paul was wrong about opening the Centers this soon. If he insisted on doing
so, the others in the Front would have to stop hi mwhich necessarily woul d
mean destroying him No Adel bom would turn aside fromwhat he considered a
correct action nerely because of the weight of opposition, or fromany fear
of personal consequences. Gles did not want Paul destroyed. He had done too
much that was good already. He was too useful to be wasted. Once nmore, Gles



tried to reach the other man by argunent.

"Already the arbite class has bad cracks in it, Paul," he said. "You know
that as well as | do. There's that Black Thursday group of wld-eyed

revol utionaries. There are these gangs that are starting to roam around
beating up other arbites for the kick of it. Particularly, beating up the

| aboring arbites, as if they were trophies to be taken—and the other arbites
know as well as we do that the | aborers are genetically tailored to be

harm ess outside of the friendly braw i ng anong thensel ves in their barracks.
Finally, there's the arbite bureaucracy that's evolved over two centuries
whil e the best of them were becom ng a sort of noncomm ssionedofficer class
for Adel bomlike us. Stop and think of those three groups, each with its own
self-interest or blindness to the Survival Flan you and | have in our very
bones. If you could throw open the Teaching Centers tonorrow, do you think

t he individuals of each of those arbite groups would sit back and wait to |et
the Plan acconplish itself? You know better. You nust know that each one
woul d dive into the chaos caused by rel axation of the social order, to get

t he biggest possible slice of authority in the future for their own group's
people. They'd tear the arbite class apart, Paul. They'd each pick up
adherents and this scarred old world would see war, once nore. War in the
streets, with each man out to destroy his nei ghborsi”

G les ran down. There was nothing nmuch nore he could say about the dangers of
arbite reaction. He gazed at Paul hoping for a counterargunent —anything to
show that there was still hope of reaching himw th logic. But there was no
sign in Paul's face that he had been reached, not even the faint signs
visible to a fell ow Adel born. Paul said only:

"I's that all you've got to tell me on the subject, GIles?"

"No," said Gles, with a sudden surge of feeling. "Not quite. There's the
Al benareth to think of, too."

"The aliens aren't our concern," said Paul. "W didn't need them before the
Pl an was begun. They've been useful while it's been in operation because it
was a great deal cheaper froma production standpoint to supply themwth
manuf act ured goods in paynment for stellar transport than to build our own
space fleet fromscratch. Wth their help we've been able to devel op new
worl ds for settlement at half the expense we'd have had ot herw se. But now
we' Il be devel oping our own fleet anyway, so the Al benareth are no | onger
needed. In the future we can ignore them"

"NoF said Gles, grimy. "Qur race can't just make contact w th another race,
use it for a couple of hundred years, and then walk away fromit. If the

Al benareth have been useful to us, we've been a |lifesaver to them Because
our technol ogy and | abor force saved t hem work-hours their own peopl e woul d
ot herwi se have had to supply, they've come to put nore of their people out in
space than they can afford to support there, on their own. You' ve seen the
private reports of the Council. Even with us supporting them in recent
decades—because space is such a religion with them+they' ve gone to the ragged
edge of a survival econony in manni ng new vessels. To the point where they've
got crews in spaceships that are dangerously undernmaintai ned, or overage; and
they aren't about to take such craft out of service, because no Al benareth is
goi ng to deny another Al benareth the chance to live and die in Holy Space."

"That's their concern," said Paul. "Let each race |look to itself."
"It's our concern as well!" snapped Gles. "I tell you, words won't talk this

away. It's no longer enough for the Plan to conme up with a solution to our
human probl enms. Any realistic solution has to take into account the



Al benareth and their problens as well; for our sake as well as theirs, the
Al benareth have got to come to ternms with a religion that demands a life in
space for every nmenber of their race, but disregards the necessary

pl anet - based econony sufficient to provide support for that life in space.”

"I repeat," Paul said. "The Al benareth are no part of our problem They can
be ignored, to live or not live as they choose. Qur only duty is to the
survival of our own race. | think, no matter what you say, that the other
menbers of the Cca Front will back nme rather than you, on that."

He gl anced across at the ancient, ornate grandfather clock that dom nated the
far wall of his study. It was the slightest of glances and his eyes canme back
i Mmediately to Gles, but to another Adel bomthe hint was nore than

suf ficient.

"I"'msorry," said Gles, formally, getting to his feet, "if |I've taken too
much of your time; but | thought the subject was inmportant. Perhaps we can
tal k nore about it sonetinme soon.”

"Perhaps," answered Paul. The single inflectionless word said "no" nore
pl ainly than any inpassioned statenent could have. "In that case," said
Gles, "I'll be talking to other menbers of the Front. One way or anot her

we'll find ourselves in contact, shortly."

"By all means," said Paul. "Good day."

"CGood day."

Gles turned and went. Internally, as he left he was telling hinself that he
need not contact the other menbers right away. He could take a few days at

| east to think about Paul's attitude. Perhaps a niracle of persuasion could
yet be worked.

But it was |ess than six weeks after their conversation that Paul

di sappeared; and | ess than another six nonths before his Manifesto, calling
on all arbites to denmand Adel bomrights, had been found circul ati ng anong the
| ower cl ass.

The search for Paul had been thorough, of course, after that. But within a
week, Gles and others in the Cca Front were convinced—even if the Wrld
Police were not —+that Paul Cca was already off the Earth, and al nost certainly
out of the Solar System Sonehow, the arbites had hel ped hi mget away,
possibly in a freight shipnent to one of the frontier worlds.

To do so had taken organization. Wiich nmeant that sone arbites at |east had
al ready begun to band together in revolutionary groups and think of the

i medi ate burning of contracts and the unrestricted freedom of novenent Paul
had advocated to them

So it was for a fact —+he fact of arbite organizati on—+hat Paul Oca nust die,
once Gles had him It would take willing, |awabiding arbites as well as
duty-m nded Adel bomto build the space fleet that nust replace the alien
ships. Lots of arbites and many Earth years. The genius-level intelligence of
Paul Cca must not be allowed to | ead and attenpt an arbite revol ution

premat urely.

But it was not easy to kill an old acquaintance, Gles thought. Even if you
knew that no matter how you hated killing himyou would still go through wth
it when the time came, because an obligation to your duty had been built into
you like an iron rod in place of a spine...



The screens were reglued. One of the partitions reached al- npbst across the
cabin, nmaking two separate roons. The other, shorter partition enclosed the
sanitary facilities, with its open end facing toward the rear of the craft
for additional privacy. Gles got up fromhis cot.

"Mara, Di," he said, "come over here. You two are going to be in charge of
picking the fruit."

"I never did that before.” D tried to hold back. G les guessed her to be
showi ng a conmon arbite fear of responsibility.

"I don't think it'll be too hard to leam" he said gently. "Come over here.
Do you see the lower end of the stemon this fruit I'mpointing at? Twi st the
stemto break the fruit loose. Don't pull it off or you'll injure the vine.

Col | ect about a dozen fruits apiece and bring them down here." He turned to
| ook for the graded arbite. "Hem how strong are you feeling today?"

Hem bounded to his feet fromthe cot on which he had stretched out. He
grinned crookedly.

"No one ever beat nme in the barracks, sir." Solid, scarred fists closed at
the nenory. "You show nme what you want done, Honor, sir."

"Well, you don't have to fight anybody, not yet at least,”" Gles said easily.
"Though |I'm sure you're good at it. |I've got sonething that calls for someone
wi th good muscles.”

"That's nme!"

"Al'l right, then. This is the fruit press.” Gles pointed to a heavy
cast-metal apparatus fixed to the wall. There was a round opening at the top
and a long lever projected fromthe center

scuffed plastic containers were |ocked into position belowit. "You lift the
handl e and drop the fruit in here, like this. Then, press down hard on the
handl e. The juice drains down on this side and, when you lift the handle, the
two hal ves drop into the other container. Then you're ready to repeat the
process,"

"I can do that, easy!"

It did not actually take much effort to squeeze the fruit, but Hemthrew
hinself into the operation with a will

"Containers full, sir," he announced when he was done.

"Very good. Now who'll be the first to try this food?" The truth was, Gles
had to adnmit to hinself, that the greengold pul p | ooked repul sive. The
arbites shied away. Gles snmiled at them encouragi ngly, dipped a bow into
the stuff, and dug out a gobbet. There were no utensils of any kind aboard,
so he had to use his fingers. The pulp was sliny and had a rmusty odor |ike
wor mtri dden wood- He popped a lunp into his mouth and chewed industriously.
Thankfully, it had alnost no taste, but the texture was very unpleasant. The
juice, however, was a good deal better. It was al nost pure water with only an
edge of sweetness to it. He held the bowl of pulp out and, after sone
hesitation, Di took a tiny bit. And instantly spat it out.

"Phooi That's terrible."



"I don't think ifs really that bad. | inmagine we'll get used to it. Anyone
el se hungry?"

The only other taker was Hem He chewed and swal | oned wit hout expression and
finished a whole bowl . Apparently flavor, or the lack of it, nmade little
difference to him

"Stuff's all right," was all he said.

"One satisfied custoner already,"” said Gles. "I"'mnot going to force anyone,
but the ib fruit is here. During the next twelve hours | want you all to try
it. W're all going to stay in condition and no one's going to get sick. This
is our food and we're going to eat it." To prove the point he filled the bow
again and managed to finish everything in it w thout changing expression. It
is often easier to lead than to follow He was rinsing his hands clean at the
basi n, not successfully because the water in the tank was ib fruit juice,
when Mara approached him

"Did the Captain say howlong this trip will [ast?"
He had been braced for soneone to ask himthat. She deserved an answer.

"It's not going to be a short one," he said. "That I'mfairly sure of. As
soon as the Captain has worked out the figures I'lIl let you all know. "

"Did he say why they left that other crewran on the ship?"
G les also had been waiting for soneone to ask himthis and had wor ked out
what he thought was a satisfactory answer. There would certainly be trouble

if the arbites discovered that the engines weren't functioning correctly.

"To understand the Al benareth you need to know somnethi ng about their

phil osophy... their religion, or whatever you want to call it," he told her
"To themthe nmere act of being in space is a blessing. They gain what |
suppose you'd call 'holiness' by being many years in space. About the only

thing that exceeds the value of many years spent in space is the honor of
dying there after a lifetine of service. So the ones that were left on the
ship were fortunate by their standards—and that included the one of themthat
had a chance to go with us but stayed behind. Fromthis point of viewit was
probably the nost inportant and best thing that ever happened to him"

She frowned.

"That sounds, well, alnost sick, doesn't it? | nean being in space is just
being in space. Dying there certainly doesn't acconplish very much, either."

"Apparently the Al benareth think it does." He nmade an effort to bring the
conversation back to the present "Have you picked all the fruit we'll need?"

"A lot nore than we need. Nobody's rushing to eat it. W had both baskets
filled, and the bunper's been working up a sweat squashing them"

"Bunper?" He had never heard the term before.

She | ooked at hima little warily, then her tenseness of expression dissolved
into a smle.

"Bunper..." she said. "It's a name for sonmeone of the graded ranks. | can
call Hemthat, but you shouldn't."



n W]y?"

"Because..." She hesitated. "Actually, it neans soneone who got dropped on
hi s head when he was small, and who doesn't have all his brains because of
it. Anbng... us, it's just a word. But if you used it. Hem woul d think you
meant it literally."

He gazed at her curiously.

"You express yourself well," he said.

For a second he thought he saw something that night have been a flash of
anger in her eyes. If so, however, it was gone before he could be sure it had
been there at all.

"For an arbite, you nean," she said. Her voice was perfectly

even and cal m

"Why, vyes," he said. "I don't expect you to have had the advantages of a wide
education.”
"No, you wouldn't, would you?" she murrmured. "I should thank you for the

conpliment, then."

"Conpl i ment ?" he said, bermused. A conplinment was somet hing you gave to an
Adel woman, not to a girl like this. "I was just stating a fact—-a fact you
shoul d be proud of, of course.™

"Ch, | am" There was a slight edge to her voice, but it changed abruptly. A
note of sadness crept into it and she | ooked down at the spongy floor of the

lifeship. "Along with the others, I'"'mglad just to be alive. Wen | stop to

t hi nk about how many there are back on Earth who'd give anything they have to
be out here in space, even if it meant being on this lifeship..."

He stared at her, puzzled.
"You mean there're arbites who |ike space travel that much?"

She shifted her face to | ook at him For a second he thought she was going to
| augh at hi m—an unpardonabl e breach of manners, of discipline, comng from
soneone |ike herself to an Adel -

bom

"OfF course not," Mara said. "lI'mtalking about the chance to indent to one of
t he Col ony Wrl ds—a chance to get off Earth."

"To get off Earth?" The girl was a bundl e of strange remarks. "To get away
froma safe life on the Mother Wrld—away fromthe pl easure parks and the
entertai nment centers—and to go out to work for long hours with a restricted
di et, and under harsh conditions? Wy should an arbite want that?"

"Why shoul d an Adel bom want it?" she said. "But many of tile upper people do."
"But that's entirely different." He frowned. There was no way to explain to
this child of the underclasses, with her no doubt perm ssive upbringing, what
it was like to accept the self-discipline and singl eness of purpose that were
the duties of the Adel bomfromthe nonment they were old enough to wal k.
Faintly, fromvery |long ago, he renmenbered the |oneliness of being four years



old and separated fromhis famly, sent to a boarding school to begin the
training that would fit himfor his adult responsibilities as a | eader of the
race. He had cried—he winced with shane now at the nenory—that first night,
silently into his pillow Many of the other small Adel bomin his barracks had
cried also their first night, but only one of themopenly. The fact was that
that one, a boy, had continued to cry, if nore quietly, on succeeding nights,
and at the end of the first week he was taken away. To where, the rest of

t hem never discovered, for none of the nasters or mstresses at the schoo
woul d tal k about him

"That's different," Gles said again to Mara, now. "It's a matter of
responsibility for our class, as you know. Adel bomdon't go out to the Col ony
Wr| ds because they prefer it there to Earth. They go because duty points
them that way."

She was wat chi ng him cl osel y.

"You really believe that, don't you?" she said: "Haven't you ever done what
you want ed—ust because you wanted it?"

He | aughed.

"Cone, now, Mara," he said. "What sort of an Adelman would | be if | could
say yes to a question like that?"

"A human one."
He shook his head at her, anused but completely baffled.

"Honor, sir," a voice spoke in his ear. He | ooked around and saw that Frenco
had come in and was waiting to get his attention

"What, Frenco?"

"The Captain wants to see you. He spoke to nme in regular Basic and said to
tell you."

The Captain had his fingertips resting on the book on the console before him
when G les stepped behind the controls partition. The engi neer stood stolidly
at his side.

"You wished to talk with me?" G les asked, in Al benareth.

"The Munghanf has l|ocated the problem in our drive."

"The Munghanf is exceedingly conpetent."

The Engi neer touched two fingers together in the gesture that m ght be

transl ated as neani ng "your words give nme pleasure," then he pointed to the
engi ne conpart nent.

"Qur power source operates well, the warp drive functions within the desired
paranmeters. The mal function is located in the radiant drive mounted on the
hul | outside. It must be repaired.”

"Can it?" asked G| es.

"Most easily. There is a spacesuit here and | have the tools and know edge to
do what is needed.”



"That is good." G| es nodded
"It could be nmore than good. It could be of great reward for one person.”

The Engi neer picked up a bul ky plastic bundle fromthe deck and pulled the
spacesuit fromit. The fabric crackled when he shook it out and held it up
for Gles' inspection

"Loof e here, and here, at the seams. They are stiff with age, cracking open
They coul d burst under internal pressure and |leak air, and then whoever wears
this suit may die in space. And it is | who nust wear it if the necessary
repairs are to be nodel "

Before G les could say anything nore the Engi neer was rocked by |oud and
conti nuous | aughter.

Gles waited until the l|aughter died down. Then he spoke to the Engi neer

"So the Munghanf approaches the further Portal of the Way," he said. "M
congratul ations. "

"It is not certain yet," said the Engineer. He turned to | ook at the other
dark, winkled alien face. "Al so, she has been ny Captain through nuch tine
and space, and the | that is | would be lonely to go on without her. But as a
passing fromthe suit failure would be an end result of the explosion that
destroyed our vessel, ny responsibility thereby would be cancel ed, and

cannot but hope."

"The Munghanf has lived in duty and nmay properly proceed,” said the Captain.
"But we will cease talk of it now, Miunghanf. The human can only | ook on this
i mportant thing that happens as through a thick wall of clouded transparency.
The Wly and its neaning are closed to his race.”

"That is so," said the Engineer, |ooking back at Gles. "And at this nonent
amsorry for it. Let ny Captain speak."

"I did not call you here on behalf of the Munghanf," said the Captain,

addressing Gles. "I will require your help. It must be the help of you,
personally. | cannot trust this effort to one of your slaves." "They are
not," said Gles, speaking slowy and distinctly,

"slaves. M ne, or anyone's."

"They live to work and breed and die. | know no other termfor such," said
the Captain. "I will show you the work to be done."

She stepped past Gles and |l ed himback to the inner door of the lifeship's
airlock. To the left of it, the spongy wall covering had been peel ed back to
reveal a large panel, which the Captain pushed inward, then slid aside, to
reveal a control consol e equipped with viewscreen and two hand-si zed sockets
just belowit.

"Put your hands into the control openings," directed the

Capt ai n.

G les stepped up to face the console and did so. Wthin the dark depths of
the two sockets, his fingers found and cl osed over a pair of upright, novable

rods, pivoted at their bottomend and each grooved to fit the three fingers
of an Al benareth hand. In the depths of each groove was a stud that vyielded



to the pressure of
Gles' grip.

The nonent he touched the bars, the screen before himlit up and he saw a
section of the outer hull from beyond two mechani cal extensions ending in
three netal fingers each. As he noved the bars and pressed harder on the
spring-cushi oned studs, the arns extended, waved one way or another, and the
metal fingers flexed. Clearly what he had in his grasp was sonethi ng nounted
on the outer hull that was the alien equival ent of wal does—nechani cal hands
operating in response to the movenent of his own flesh- andbl ood appendages
upon the controls they grasped.

"I must stand by the general controls," the Captain said, "and put themin
various nodes as the Engi neer works upon the drive. | amtherefore needed at
the main console while you will be here. Fromny position, | will be able to
nmove the unit carrying the device with which your controls connect about the
hull. But it will be up to you to operate it—f necessary, use it to carry
the Engineer inside if he should fail before his work is done, or before he
can return to the airlock under his own power."

"I will need to practice with these controls,” said Gles. "I do not know
them and they am not designed JOT nmy hands." "There will be time for
practice," the Captain said. "Preparations nmust be made. | will require the

stern section of this vessel beyond your second screen, as space in which to
set up necessary equi pnent. You rust keep all humans out of that area unti
further notice."

"I"ll take care of it," said Gles.

He turned, |eaving the bow of the lifeship, and went back to the stem area
behind the final screen the arbites had erected. This was a space containing
the converter, the fruit press, and a good section of the ib vine. There were
only two cots there—the cots of Frenco and Di. The young coupl e had been
tacitly left with this place to thenselves, to give themthe cl osest approach
to privacy that the Iifeship afforded. It was an illusion of privacy,
actually, for the screen was no barrier to sound, and the slightest novenent
or whi sper could be heard beyond it by anyone who nade it a point to listen

The two young arbites were alone there when Gles arrived. They were seated
faci ng each other, each on his own cot, holding hands and talking with their
heads together in | ow voices.

"Frenco... Di," said Gles. "Forgive nme, but I'mgoing to have to di spossess
you for a little while. The Engineer has to go outside to work on the ship
and this area's going to have to be used as back-up roomfor that effort.

"Il let you in here again, as soon as it's available. Meanwhile, one of you
can take ny cot up front, and there's another cot across fromit that's never
been pull ed up."

The two stood up, |ooking shy.

"Honor, sir," said Frenco. "How long is it going to be?"

"No |longer than it has to," Gles said. "But that'll be a matter of hours.
Why? Any particul ar probl enf"

"Ifs just Di, sir," said Frenco. "She's been having trouble sleepi ng—even
back here alone with ne. She has ni ght mares—she' s al ways had ni ght mar es—and
she fights going to sleep. She can't help it. She probably won't be able to



rest nuch at all, up front."

"I sympathize," said Gles. "But there's nothing | can do about it. If this
was one of our own spacecraft, we'd have a nedical kit on board and there'd
probably be something | could give her to help her sleep. But it isn't, and
can't. I'Il let you back here as

soon as | can, though."

Def eated, Frenco and D sidled out frombetween their two cots and started
t hrough the opening in the screen, obediently.

"And tell everyone else," said Gles, pitching his voice so that the flinsy
screens would in no way block the other humans from hearing his nessage,
"none of themare to so nuch as | ook back here until | tell themit's al
right. The Al benareth require conplete privacy in this area, and |'ve
promsed it to them So all our people are to stay clear. That's an order."

"Yes, Honor, sir," Frenco and Di chorused, disappearing.
They had scarcely gone when the alien Captain stepped through the opening and
stood, |ooking around the area.

"No harm has been done here," she said to Gles in A benareth. "CGood. The
Engi neer is busy with other preparations up front. I will prepare this space.
You may go now. If | call you, you may cone back."

In spite of Gles' better judgnent, her choice of expressions raised

i nstinctive hackles of his tenper.

"I'f you should ask for ny presence here," he retorted in icily correct
Al benareth, "ny sense of duty would, of course, urge ne to

cone.

The dark, round alien eyes |locked with his. There was absolutely no way of
readi ng expression in them Whether the Captain was angry, anused, or
i ndi fferent was beyond the power of Gles

to tell
"I will only call you if it is absolutely necessary," said the
Captain. "Co now. "

Gles left the stemarea and went back up to the airlock and the open contro
panel where he would be working. He slipped his hands into the two apertures,
grasped the control rods, and began experinenting, practicing with them It
was clumsy work at first The Al benareth wal do, |ike the Al benareth hand
itself, had its three fingers all sem -opposed, so that their tips approached
each other at equal angles of 120 degrees between them They were not capable
of being directly opposed in a straight Iine as the human thunb and
forefinger are; and in spite of their normally greater strength, the

cl umsi ness of any two fingers only in opposition made for a bad grip.

In the end, Gles taught hinself to think of taking hold of anything at al
interms of a full-hand grasp. This concept brought all of his fingers into
pressure on all three studs on any one of the control bars, and the result
was closer to the Al benareth ian



He was practicing this attitude and reaction, when he felt a novenent beside
himand turned his head to see Biset standing beside him as if waiting for
his attention. He stopped what he was doi ng,

"Did you want to see ne?" G les asked.

"Pl ease, Honor, sir," she said, "continue what you're doing."
She hesitated and abruptly swi tched | anguages, fromBasic to the one she now
naned. "l understand you speak Esperanto?"

Whi | e she had been tal king he had gone back to his practicing, and, because
of the distraction of her sudden shift of tongues, he completely bungled the
same three-fingered pickup he had been telling hinself he now had al npst
under control. He exploded at her, reflexively, in the same tongue she
hersel f had used.

"Cu, jes me bonege parl oas Esperanto!”
He broke off and let go of the two rods, turning to | ook at her

"How do you know that?" he demanded in Basic, |lowering his voice. "lIt's an
old international |anguage. | got interested in it nyself only five years
ago. How did an arbite even cone to hear about it?"

"Please, sir," she said, still in Esperanto, "please continue working. It
will be better if the others think that their [ack of understanding is due to
t he noise, only."

He went back to his practice with the wal does.
"f asked you," he said, in Esperanto, "how an arbite happens to know this
particul ar old | anguage—er in fact, anything but Basic? The earlier tongues
of Earth are matters of academ c study only, nowdays, unless you were born
where one was spoken; and no particular territory owned Esperanto." "M/ case
is special," she said.

He turned his head to | ook at her as he worked. Her thin, disapproving
features were only inches away. As with the girl Mara, there were signs of
some upper-class fineness of bone. This one nust have had her share of good
| ooks too, once.

"Yes," she went on, as if he had said out |oud what he was thinking, "I'mno
conmon woman. | was raised in a good famly. But that's sonething we can talk
of at some other time. The inportant thing nowis that you be told there is a
menber of the Bl ack Thursday anobng us."

G les was suddenly, icily, alert. But he kept his hands noving on the rods;
and before she could say nore she was cut short by the sound of an Al benareth
voice calling fromthe back of the lifeship in Basic.

"Hurman! Cone now "
G les swng away fromthe control panel, his eyes still on Biset.

"Stay here," he said. "I'lIl talk to you later." He went back through the gaps
in the two screens, ignoring the questions and the sonewhat frightened gazes
of the arbites. He stepped into the stemarea to find the Captain and the
Engi neer both there, the Engi neer already wearing the spacesuit. On him and
sem -inflated up to the neck seal, it had becone transparent enough to show



his arms and legs clearly within the linbs of it. Helnetless, his head
protruded fromthe neck seal |ike some dark seed being squeezed froma
cluster of cloudy grapes.

"You are in comand here," said Gles in Albenareth to the Captain. "For that
reason | overl ook nmuch in the name of our commopn necessities. Nonethel ess,
outright discourtesy on your part will be met with equal discourtesy on mne
When you speak the human tongue to me in front of other humans, you will use
human courtesies, or I will not respond. | have a position to maintain as

| eader of this human group. |Is that clear?" "Conpletely clear, 0 human of
great honors," answered the Captain. "I will call you 'Adelman in future,
especi al |y whenever | speak to you in your own | anguage. Now assi st ne—we
must tie off this suit in places to ensure that the Engi neer can continue
working even if small |eaks depressurize parts of it."

She handed G | es what seermed to be short lengths of plastic cord with a

metal lic core—sonet hing partway between wire and rope. One end of each length
had a small, odd-shaped clamp attached to it. The cords were | ong enough to
go around the Engineer's spacesuited armor leg two or three tines before the
cl anpl ess end was drawn through the clanp and so secured. In theory this

bi ndi ng and securing should have been a sinple matter, but the weakness of
the grav-sinulation field aboard the lifeship made it not so. Wrk on the
Engi neer was done nost efficiently when that alien was |ying horizontally on
one of the cots, but with both Gles and the Captain pushing and tuggi ng at
him to wind or secure a cord about one of his linbs, his body bobbed or
floated away into the air. In the end Gles' greatest useful ness, he found,
was to hold the spacesuited alien figure as still as possible while the
Captain worked with the cords.

When they were finished and the Engi neer was once nore upright on his feet,
hol ding hinself in position like the rest with a hand on one of the hull or
ceiling anchor points, he looked like a figure nade out of very short |engths
of fat |ink sausage, each tie conmpartmentalizing a section of his armor |eg.
The ties were not so tight as to keep his suit's interior atnosphere from
circulating, but in case of a |eak, the sudden | ack of pressure on the down
side of a tie would cause the elastic material to clanmp tightly enough to
make a seal

O at least, thought Gles, gazing at the Engi neer when they were done, that
seened to be the theory of the two aliens. But he could not really believe
that the cord seals would be that efficient in case of spacesuit rupture. The
t hought came to him suddenly that perhaps this tying was only a ritual —nerely
a matter of going through sone formof protecting the Engineer in a hopel ess
situa- tion. Some such inpractical gesture on the part of these nmenbers of a

deat h-wor shi ppi ng race ni ght make sense to them But still, thought Gles, it
was odd.

"Al'l right, Adelman," said the Captain. "Conme forward with us now. | wll |et
t he Engi neer out the airlock, then nove to the main controls. You will return

to work your own console."

They noved through the openings in the screens, past the stares of the
arbites as the two of them hel ped the Engi neer, now with his fishbow hel net
in place and conpletely sealed in the suit, to walk clunsily past.

The Captain punched the airlock controls, and the inner door of the |ock
swung open. Frost formed instantly on all surfaces within the | ock now
exposed to the interior warnth and atnosphere of the ship. The Captain

wr apped pl astic around his threefingered hands to protect themfromthe icy
nmet al surfaces, and set about connecting the unbilical s—+the flexible tubes



that woul d provi de at mosphere, power, and heat —+o the Engineer's suit.

At last it was done. The Captain stood back, and the inner |ock door closed
again. Wthout a further word to Gles, the alien turned and stal ked forward
behi nd the screen that hid the main controls. Gles hinself turned back to
his own consol e and reached in to take control of the rods.

On his screen, which had cone alive again the nmonment he had touched the rods,
he coul d now see a section of the opened outer door of the airlock and the
spacesuited figure of the Engi neer energing slowy on the outer hull. There
was a grating sound beyond the wall Gles faced as the magnetic-sol ed boots
of the Engineer took hold on the hull and alternately slid forward one by
one, with each step the alien made. The Engi neer headed toward the stern of
the vessel, his full figure now showing in Gles' screen with the Iines of
the umbilicals trailing behind him A noment |later there was another grating,
and the figure of the Engi neer, which had been di m nishing in size, began to
swel | again as whatever vehicle supported the wal does and canera eye of

G les' control console began also to slide over the hull in pursuit.

Thi s nmovenent across the hull surface was plainly being controlled by the
Captain. Gles found he had nothing to do, and sinply stood, waiting. His
vehicl e eventual | y caught up and stopped just behind the Engi neer, who was
now at the very stem of the vessel and slowy unhousing the shielding over
t he propul sion notors there.

Tentatively, Gles advanced one of his nechani cal hands to help the
spacesuited figure.

"Stop!"

It was the voice of the Captain, speaking in Al benareth froma grille in the
consol e before G| es.

"Do nothing until | order it, Adelman," the Captain's voice went on, "You are
unfam liar with our mechanical and nore likely to do damage to the notors
than help. | repeat, do nothing until | order you to."

"Very well," answered G| es.

He rel eased his grip on the rods, but continued to hold themlightly and
stood wat chi ng what went on in the screen. The Engineer, clearly, needed to
tear down a good part of one of the notors in order to reach what he had to
repair. It was a slow business—not nerely because of the anpbunt of work

i nvol ved but because every novenent the Engi neer made was made under the

cl unmsi ness inposed by his spacesuit and the |lack of gravity.

"Sir," said Bisefs voice at Gles' elbow, in Esperanto.

He had dropped his earlier conversation with her fromhis mnd entirely. It
cane fl ooding back to himnow, and he turned to | ook at her without taking
hi s hands off the rods.

"Ch, yes," he answered in the same |anguage. "You were going to tell nme how
you cane to know Esperanto."

"No, sir,"” she said. "I was going to warn you that on board here—=
"First things first," he interrupted her, quietly but with an edge to his
voi ce that should check any inmpul se on her part to argue the point. "First, |
want to hear how you can speak this | anguage—and, nore inportant, how you



happened to guess | could, too.

"As for the | anguage," she answered, "J was given a special course init. As
for know ng you, yourself, could speak it. Honor, sir, | was informed of
that. Both things were done so that | could conmunicate with you privately as
"' mnow doing. Now, if you

will allowne to tell you—*

"Ch yes, about the Black Thursday matter." He had had a few seconds now to
gather his wits since this second appearance of hers, and it occurred to him
that the best defense here might be to neet her hal fway—er better. "Sonething

about one of their group being aboard, here."
Her eyes were small and sharp

"You know about the Black Thursday revol utionaries, then?"

she asked.

"I"ve heard a good deal about themin the past," he said

lightly. "I was sonething of a revolutionary nyself in ny younger days when
was still putting over fifty percent of ny tinme in

study. "

"Yes," she said. "W're aware you were a friend of Paul COca's, and a nenber

of his so-called Phil osophical G oup. But you parted with that group sone
years since, didn't you?"

He | ooked at her grimy.

"Biset," he said—and now his tone was wholly that of an Adel man speaking to
an arbite—1 think you're forgetting your

manners. "

But she did not cower. She stiffened.
"Pardon me. Honor, sir," she said, "but that is one thing I never do. | told
you, | was raised in a good fanmly. Under different conditions |... m ght
even have been part of that famly."

So that explained it—as it could as well have explained Mara's differentness
and signs of good breeding. Gles took a nore conpassionate | ook at the tight
face opposite. If life was not easy on an arbite brought up as the pet of
some Adel born, it was a great deal |ess easy on a half-caste, some arbite bom
on the wong side of an Adel born bl anket. There was no place for anyone |ike
t hat anong the Adel born thensel ves, and runor had it that the ordinary
arbites hated and despi sed anyone of their own who carried Adel born bl ood in
her—er him "Forgive ne, Biset," he said, in a gentler tone, "but your
guestioning was getting a little personal, you know. "

"It's not for nyself | question or speak," she said, and her pale eyes
flashed momentarily Iike winter ice in a glinpse of sunlight froma
cloud-thick sky. "I amthe voice of the Police."

He chilled a little, inside—but he hid the signs of his reaction under a calm
face.



"I see," he said, quietly. " course, that nakes a difference. But these are
pretty strange statenents you' re making. What woul d a nenber of an arbite
revol uti onary group be doing, going as an indent to Bel ben? Certainly,
someone like that would want to stay on Earth, where they could be useful to
what ever plans the organi zation has."

"We don't know the answer to that, yet," said Biset. "But it's a fact that
many of the Colony Wrlds are nore | ax than they should be in reporting the
presence of crimnals fromEarth back to the Wrld Police. Wtness the fact
that your former friend Paul Cca is thought to have left Earth for one of

t hose' colony installations."

So, thought Gles, the Wrld Police had joined the Oca Front in their
concl usi on about Paul's whereabouts. That neant he nust find Paul before the
Police did, if there was to be any hope of a successful assassination. The
Police were linted by law to attenpts at rehabilitation that in no way
forced or damaged a crimnal's personality. Their methods, of analysis and

di scussi ve persuasion, worked well enough on the circunscribed m nds of
arbites. They woul d never dent the educated intellect and will of an Adel bom
i ke Paul; and Paul, under Police guard, would continue to survive as a

synmbol for the arbite revolutionaries, who could go on recruiting in his nane.

"I's he?" Gles said, now "I wonder how he got there."

"He had hel p—£romthe Black Thursday organi zation, we believe," Biset
answered. "In fact, whoever it is aboard who belongs to that organization may
be a courier to him"

"Ch?" said Gles.

A sudden, sharp interest kindled in him If this wonan was right and he could
find out who the Black Thursday courier was before she did, the courier m ght
be able to lead himdirectly to Paul. OF course that would nean protecting

t he Bl ack Thursday nenber |ong enough to | et himor her make contact —and that

in turn nmght make necessary the killing of Biset. The deep training of a
lifetime rose in himagainst the thought. It was bad enough to have to kil
an equal ly competent nmenber of his own class, like Paul. To nmurder a hel pl ess

arbite, one of the class he and his fanmily had dedicated their generations to
gui ding toward the day when no one need be bound to a lifetime on the whee
of duty any

| onger, that was—

He bl ocked further thought on that topic, deliberately. Wat needed to be
done woul d have to be done. There was no turning aside fromnecessity. If he
must kill an arbite to reach Paul, then he nust kill an arbite... that was
all there was to it.

"Honor, sir," the voice of Biset jarred on his ear, "are you

listening to nme?"

"What? Ch, forgive ne," said Gles. "I have to keep part of nmy attention on
the screen, here." He nodded at the screen of his instrument console, which
showed the Engi neer still at work on the

not or s.

"OfF course. Td forgotten. Forgive ne instead, sir," she said.



"But what | have to tell you is inportant. | was saying that while |'ve got
no actual proof yet who the Black Thursday nenber is, | amalready fairly
certain in my ow mnd. |'"'msure it's the girl

called Mara."

"Moral" Her name cane fromGles' lips alittle nore forcefully than he Iiked
"Yes, sir," Biset was saying, "and that's why |'m speaking to you about it
now. | need definite proof, or the girl's admission to some third-party

wi t ness, before I can do nore than hold her for tenporary questioning once we
reach Bel ben; and you'd be surprised how sone of these hard-core arbite
revol uti onaries can resist and avoid nmaking an arrestible adm ssion during
the period of tenporary questioning the law allows us." "OF course," murmnured
Gles, his mind spinning with this information. "I'Il help in any way | can."

"The Adel man needn't involve hinself unduly..." Biset was saying, but Gles
hardly heard her. Mich to his own surprise, a section of his mnd was
rejecting vigorously the notion that Mara could be in any way connected with
t he Bl ack Thursday group. That organi zation's name dated back to a wild
attenpt by a group of obviously self-deluded arbites to force their way into
a session of the Adel bom Council —+he deci si on-naki ng body for all Earth. The
arbites had been carrying banners and placards calling on the Council to
shorten the termof the lifetinme work contracts presently required for

| ower - cl ass educati on.

Naturally, the protesters had been unarned.... A, that was, but one of

them One young man had a stolen Police shortgun fromthe depot where he was
on contract as a warehouseman. He was foolish enough to produce this weapon,
whi ch he probably did not even know how to fire, and wave it around.
Natural ly, the Council guards thensel ves opened fire, and the protesters were
cut into snoking ruins.

The day had been a Thursday, and this newer, grimer, underground

organi zati on anong the arbites had chosen to nane itself the Bl ack Thursday.
Its menbers were a far cry fromsinple neurotic placard-carriers. The runor
was that they boasted of the weapons each one carried; and the few suspected
i ndi vidual s the Police had been able to round up had reportedly carried

poi son capsul es they had been able to swall ow as soon as they had been
arrested and before they could be interviewed and questi oned.

It was an ugly sort of fanaticism Gles thought, that would | ead a man or
woman—even an arbite man or woman—to choose death rather than the possibility
of being argued out of obsession with that fanaticism back into rationality
and a useful life. Try as he mght, he could not see Mara as that type of
irrational. He remenbered her smile as she had commented that picking ib
fruit was not the nost demanding job in existence. The kind of person who
could be a Bl ack Thursday nenber with a poi son capsul e hi dden about hi m coul d
not be the sort of person to joke and smile like that, certainly. No, it was
unt hi nkabl e. . ..

He roused hinself from his thoughts.

"Sorry," he said to Biset. "I got occupied for a nmoment with what the
Engi neer's doing there. Wuld you tell me again?"

"I was saying. Honor, sir," Biset repeated, "there's no need for you to put
yourself to the trouble of any unusual effort, or any action unbecom ng an
Adel born. The girl is young and you are, after all, of the opposite sex and



of the higher classes. Ifs not unknown that an Adel man..."

Uncharacteristically, for once, Biset's voice wavered. She caught herself up
sharply and went on

"I't's not unknown that an Adel man should find hinmself attracted—tenporarily,
of course—+to an arbite. And of course these Black Thursday people like to

think they're as good as any Adel born. I'msure if your Honor will sinmply
avoid rejecting her when she finally gets to the point of making advances to
you, you'll soon have her talking quite freely to you. The m nute she says

anyt hi ng conpromi sing, you need only tell nme. TU take charge fromthat point
on."

"You're that sure, are you," denanded Gles, "that she'|ll nake advances, as
you put it, to ne?"

"I"'mpositive of it," said Biset, crisply. "A man—pardon ne, sir—an Adel born
li ke you doesn't know these arbites the way | do. They'd all sell their soul
to be one of the upper classes.”

G les looked at her tight-held |ips. She was probably right, he told hinself,
glumy, but sonmehow it was sickening to hear her put it in words like that.
Well, duty was duty, and in this case it was as rmuch in the interest of the
Cca Front as of the Police to see the Black Thursday arbites captured, or put
out of business. But who could have thought that pretty, bright-Iooking
little Mara—

A new t hought expl oded suddenly on the battleground of his m nd. He | ooked
sharply at Biset.

"Just a second," he said. "We're forgetting sonething. You say you're a
menber of the Police, but I've only got your word for
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that, or for any of this you' ve been telling me. For all | know you coul d be
a Bl ack Thursday nenber yourself, and Mara could belong to the Police."

"Of course, sir. Quite right," she answered

Her fingers went to the tab at the top of the vertical seal |ine of her
coveralls, hesitated a second, then grasped the tab and pulled it down no
nore than a couple of inches. The coverall collar gaped open, revealing the
thin, corded columm of her neck, shadowed w thin. Against the di mess of that
shadow, something tiny burned and gl owed |ike a speck of living green fire.

Gles frankly stared. He had heard of the Police identispores, but had never
seen one before in his life. Wiat he was | ooking at, he knew, was a mniature
bubbl e of crystalline transparency, in the heart of which was buried a
speci al spore, the cultivation of which was one of the npst jeal ously guarded
secrets of the Police and the Council. The bubble would be glued with a
physi ol ogi cal glue to the flesh of Biset's neck, and fromthe bubble itself a
nearly invisible hair of a tube would be reaching down into a nearby bl ood
vessel . Up that tube, as up a capillary, sone of Biset's blood would reach
and nourish the spore, which-as long as it was alive—would glowwith its
own, unique color, unlike the color of any of its sister spores.

Rermoved fromits connection with Biset's bl oodstream that spore would die
and its individual light would go out. Even if placed inmrediately in contact
with the bl oodstream of any other person, it would die. It had been cul tured



on Biset's individual body chem stry, and any other body chem stry was poi son
toit.

"My ident card," Biset was saying

G les | ooked down and saw her holding a small white card, also enclosed in a
fewmnmllineters of crystalline transparency—a material that made tanpering
with it alnmost an inpossibility. A perfectly ordinary arbite identification
card, except that one comer of it was colored green. Gles took the card from
her hand and held it up so that the colored comer was only a fraction of an
inch fromthe mnuscule living jewel at her throat. The col ors mat ched.

"Yes," he said, letting his breath out in something that al nost becane a
sigh. "Thank you. | believe you now. "

He handed back the card. She took it with one hand, resealed the coll ar of
her coveralls with the other.

"I can count on your help then. Honor, sir?9

"Yes," he said, heavily, "you can count on it. WAit— The sudden sharp note
in his voice arrested her as she started to turn

away.
"The Police serve the Council and the Council represent the Mel born. | amthe
only Adel bom here. You'll do what | «dy—and | say you'll take no steps to

arrest or question anyone on this ship w thout comng and getting ny
perm ssion first. Youll do nothing whatsoever in the line of Police duty
wi t hout checking with ne first. |Is that understood?"

Her face was unreadable. She hesitated for just a second, and in that second,
the Captain's voice spoke.

"Now."'" it exploded, in Al benareth, suddenly fromthe grille of the console
before Gles. Gles jerked into full alertness. He had let his thoughts run
away fromhim while his attention was lulled by his own |ack of
under st andi ng of the purpose behind nost of the actions of the Engi neer shown
on the screen. Now he woke suddenly to the fact that what he had taken for a
continuing effort of work on the part of the spacesuited figure had becone a
sort of aimess pawing at the cover of the remmining motor, like the
fumbl i ngs of a drunk man.

"Adel man!" said the Captain's voice. "Do you hear ne? Now you rnmust act. Use
your nechanical to take hold of the Engineer. Gently, now—about the body..
gently..."

Tensely, G les maneuvered the rods and their finger studs. The alien wal does
were |ike the equival ent machi ne of human design in that they were far nore
powerful than the flesh- andbl ood hands directing them and Gles
concentrated on using themas lightly as possible to take hold of the

Engi neer around what in human terns woul d have been his wai st.

He was too gentle. He got a six-finger grip on the Engineer and then lost it.
The spacesuited body hobbl ed away, floating above the hull of the Iifeship,
tethered only by its unbilical connections. Gles made a grab for it—but
instinctively used two nechanical fingers in the human manner instead of the
Al benarethian three, and the Engi neer floated free again.

The voice of the Captain shouted sonething fromthe grille in front of Gles,
but Gles was concentrating too hard on his job at hand to listen or



transl ate what was said. He tried once nore, delicately, with all three
fingers on each metal arm and this tine he caught the Engineer firmy.

The grating sound runbl ed through the hull of the lifeship. In Gles' screen
the i mages of the nmotors began to shrink as the Captain activated the vehicle
carrying Gles' mechanical device and the Engi neer back toward the airl ock

"Stand by, Adelnman!" said the Captain's voice fromthe grille —and this tine
G les heard and understood him "Now cones the difficult part. You will have
to lift himaround the corner into the airlock, and place himso that he does
not float out when | close the outer |ock door."

Gles grunted. No doubt it would be a maneuver that any trai ned Al benareth
could acconplish without thinking. But for an untrai ned human |like hinself,
it was as delicate as balancing a plate on edge and then letting go of it to
reach for another plate to balance on top of the first. He must rel ease the
Engi neer with both wal does, hoping that the alien would hold his position on
the Iip of the airlock while Gles got a new grip from anot her angle that
woul d allow himto nove the Engineer all the way inside the lock. If he
fumbl ed, the Engineer would drift out of his present position, and the

t wo- nove series would have to begin all over again. And the Engi neer —+f he
was not al ready dead—was coning closer to death by the m nute.

Alittle, distant section of Gles' mind took this nonent to |augh at him
Here he was straining every effort to save the life of a being to whom death
was the greatest of rewards, and the culmnation of all other rewards. But,
strangely, knowning that the Al benareth thought so made no difference to
Gles' body and mind in this nmonent. He was not Al benareth; he was human. And
t he

pattern of humans was to fight death in thenselves or in anyone for whomthey
felt love or responsibility, down to the |ast nmonment of hope, and the | ast
line of defense.

Delicately, Gles freed his six nechanical fingers fromtheir grasp on the
m ddl e part of the spacesuited figure. Quickly, he rotated both the
finger-support rods, to change the whole angle of their attack on the body
they were trying to lift. Then he nmoved themin for another six-finger grip
on the Engi neer.

The Engi neer had al ready begun to float away fromcontact with the |ifeship;
but G les, operating above hinself under the adrenaline of the noment, nade a
fair recatch of the other's figure with all six fingers of the two mechanica
hands. For a second he nerely held position, waiting for the wave of relief
to pass, then slowly he began to swi ng the Engi neer down into the airlock
itself.

The nove inside went snoothly, but the bight of the unmbilicals still floated
out into space, through the open outer door. They woul d keep the outer door
fromsealing properly, unless they were also brought fully into the | ock

Gles risked a great deal. He had been so aware of his inability to use the
two hands of the wal does separately that he had not even practiced doing so.
But now, with the Engineer safely within the lock. he could not risk letting
the spacesuited alien float out again. Delicately, he concentrated on hol ding
t he Engi neer down upon the airlock floor with one nmechani cal hand, while with
the other he reached for the unbilicals.

For a nonent he felt the division of attention and frustration that anyone
feels who is trying for the first tine the old trick of patting his head with



one hand while rubbing his stomach in a circular notion with the other. Then
hi s gropi ng mechani cal fingers hooked the floating unmbilicals and drew t hem
back into the airlock

They were barely inside the | ock when the outer door began to close. Cearly
t he Captain had been watching and had no intention of letting a second be

| ost. Wien the outer |ock door was swung to sufficiently so that neither

Engi neer nor unbilicals could escape to block its closing, Gles unw apped
hi s achi ng hands from around the two rods, turned about, and sl unped agai nst
the inner hull of the lifeship, panting. H's upper suit was soaked with sweat
and clung to him

The Captain had been right. What G les had just done had been no job for an
arbite. It had required not only a healthy body in good nervous and physica
condition, but soneone with enough personal self-confidence to ganble on the
abilities of that body.... Gles woke suddenly to the fact that he had an
audi ence. All the arbites on the ship, it seened, with Mara and Biset in
their front rank, were clustered just beyond the gap in the first screen
silently watching him

He opened his nouth to order them back, but the voice of the Captain, buzzing
[ oudly on the human words, beat himto it.

"Back! CQut! Adelman, tell your people to get out of our way—and help ne after
| open the | ock!"

"You heard him" panted Gles. "Get back. Sit down on your cots. Stay out of
the way. We'll be conming through with the Engineer in a mnute and | want the
way open!"

They nelted away before him He turned to join the Captain, but the
Al benareth notioned hi m back

"Stop!" said the alien, in her own |anguage. "Touch himand you'll injure
yoursel f1"

The Captain was right, Gles saw, as the inner airlock door slowy swung w de
to reveal the Engineer. His spacesuit was covered with frost, as the whole

i nner part of the | ock had been when they had first opened it, and was again
now. The Captain stepped forward into the | ock, extendi ng hands around which
she had once nore w apped plastic sheeting for protection. Awkwardly, but
swiftly, she disconnected the unbilicals and lifted the notionless figure of
t he Engi neer through the inner |ock door into the body of the |ifeshinp.

"Go ahead of me," she said to Gles. "Make sure the way is clear to the rear
area of the ship. By the time we get back there, his suit will be warm enough
for you to touch safely.”

"l understand," said G|es.

He wal ked swiftly in front of the two aliens into the back area of the
lifeship, and the Captain, following him brought the figure of the Engi neer
to a cot that had belonged to Di, and laid it down there, clipping the too
straps fromthe belt of the spacesuit to the frame of the cot to hold it in
pl ace. "Now..." said the Captain.

She unw apped the plastic fromher hands, and gently setting the powerful
three fingers of each hand around the curve of the helnmet, she turned it
carefully until its seal disengaged. There was a little inward-sucking sound
of air, and then the still-frosted hel met cane |oose in the Captain's hands.



She and G les stood | ooking down at |ast on the face of the Engi neer

To Gles, there was little to be read fromwhat he saw. The Engi neer's eyes
were closed, and his dark skin had an ashy col or, as though it had been
lightly dusted with gray powder. It was inpossible for human eyes to tel
whet her he breat hed or not.

"How i s he?" G| es asked.

"Good. Sone life remains,"” answered the Captain shortly, alnost absently, her
hands flying about the spacesuit to undo its |ockings and seals. "Adel man,
behi nd you on the other cot you will find certain tool s—anong them a joi ned
pair of cutters. Use themto renove the ties fromthe Engineer's |linbs. Do
not try to unfasten the clanps. Cut. Do you understand?"

"l understand,"” said Gles.
He turned about and found the cutters of which the Captain had been tal king.

In the process of cutting the ties, he saw at cl ose hand how t he anci ent
spacesuit had, indeed, failed. Around the body section there had evidently
been no | eaks. But at nore than one place on each armor |eg where flexing
had occurred, there had been | eaks. In each case the ties had cl anped down;
and now in the section that had | ost air pressure, the linb of the Engi neer
showed swollen and ugly. In cutting the ties, Gles inadvertently touched
several of these swollen sections and they gave slightly, bulging to his
fingertips, like worn inner tubes filled to bursting with Iiquid.

The Captain had the upper part of the Engineer stripped of the spacesuit by
the tine Gles had finished cutting the last of the ties around the

engi neer's ankles. A nonent |ater and the spacesuit was pulled free of the
notionl ess alien, leaving himlying there in only the shipboard harness both
Al bcnareth were accustoned to wear

The Engineer's eyes were still closed. He had shown no sign of understandi ng
that they had himback in the lifeship and were working on him He did not
nmove, but once or twice he had made a faint hissing noise deep in his throat.

"How is he? WIIl he die?" Gles asked.

"He is dying," said the Captain. She whirled on Gles. "Go now. Keep your
humans out of this back area. 1 do not want them here. | do not want them
looking in here. Is that clear? The |ast nonents of an Al benareth are not a
spectacle for aliens.”

"I will stay away and keep all the others away—ef course," said Gles. He
turned and went out through the gap in the closer screen, into the section
where the arbites still waited. Behind himthere was a sudden screechi ng of

torn metal. He turned to see the cot which had been Frenco's literally ripped
fromits supports, being thrust upright into the gap in the back screen to
make a barrier there.

The cot did not really fill the gap. There was roomon the hull side of the
opening for a human to slip through, if he or she wanted to. But it blocked a
view of the two aliens fromthe mddle section of the lifeship, and it was a
stark synbol of the Captain's demand for privacy.

"I think you all understand what that neans," Gles said to the arbites. He
was surprised to hear his own tongue thick from exhaustion. He gestured
toward the cot blocking the entrance to the rear section of the lifeship.



"The Captain has said none of us are to go back there, or look in there. 1"l
add ny own personal order to that. | don't want any of you going close to
t hat openi ng or sneaking a | ook—

He broke off suddenly. For the first time since they had cone aboard the
lifeship, the blue-white |lights overhead that were never turned off and that
nouri shed the growmh of the ib vine had di med. They shone now with only a
faint reddi shness of illum - nation; and the abrupt decrease of l|ight after
all these hours left the humans nearly blind while they waited for their eyes
to adj ust.
"I repeat," croaked Gles. "Stay away fromthat rear section. There's nothing
back there you're likely to need." He nodded neaningfully at the lifeship's
primtive sanitary facilities, which were encl osed by the screens of the

m ddl e section. "Stay here and stay quiet until further order. Not only wll
you have me to deal with if you don't, but the Captain will probably take his
own measures—and | can't prom se to protect any one of you, in that case."

He turned, feeling his blind way with both hands, and stunbl ed through the
gap in the front screen to funble for and locate his cot. Hi s hands cl osed on
the edge of it, he sat down on it, and lay back. Sleep swallowed himat a

gul p. ...

He was on his feet and noving again before he was truly awake. The air was
bei ng shivered by screans from sonme human throat. The overhead lights in the
lifeship were back to a brilliant blue-white. In a staggering plunge he went
toward the noi se—through the gap in the nearer screen and through the knot
of arbites who were beginning to cluster about the cot-blocked gap in the
farther screen. He went past the cot itself, knocking it aside as he burst
into the rear section of the ship. Just as he did so the screanms were stopped
as abruptly as if a hand had been jamred over the nouth of the screaner.

He found hinself facing the Captain, who stood holding Di |ike a broken dol
in long, dark alien hands. The girl draped linply, eyes closed, in the grasp
of the alien. O the Engineer there was no sign; but the Captain, the floor
covering, and the one cot that remained were liberally spotted with dark
al i en bl ood.

"Take her," said the Captain, making one step forward and putting the
unconsci ous formof the girl into Gles* arnms. "She came back here where she
was told not to; but she is not harned.”

G les accepted the dead weight of Di. He stood hol ding her and still staring
at the Captain.

"Where is the Engineer?" Gles said thickly in Al benareth.

"He has passed through the further Portal in all honors," said the Captain.
She switched abruptly to Basic. "So nuch for he that was he. Hi s husk"—the
Captain turned and nodded toward the converter—is of use and has been put to
use. "

There was a sickened noan fromthe arbite group in the screen opening. Gles
stared at the converter. The main door on top of it was still propped open
slightly. That door was fully |large enough to allow insertion of the

Engi neer's body. There woul d have been no need to disnmenber the corpse. Gles
| ooked about and saw the pile of instruments he had seen earlier. None of
them was nmarked with the dark bl ood so omi present otherw se.

"Whose bl ood is that?" he asked in Al benareth.



"Hurman, " said the Captain, in the sane | anguage. "I amweary of the questions
of you and your race!"

She strode past G les abruptly, alnost knocking himover. The arbites
scattered before the tall figure, then flowed back into the rear section to
stare at the blood, the converter, and the figure ofDi.

G les himself | ooked down at Di. On either side of her neck toward the back
t he dark shadows of bruises were beginning to discolor the skin—+wo bruises
on one side of the neck and one on the other, as m ght have been made by a
very powerful, threefingered hand.

"\What happened?" It was Mara, facing him reaching down to lift the
unconscious girl's head. "Frenco said she had ni ght mares. She must have woken
up fromone, forgotten where she was, and started back to her cot, here. But
what nade her screamlike that? Wat did she see?"

"God knows," said Gles, grimy. He | ooked down at the closed eyes in the
still face. "And if those screans are any indication, | doubt she'll want to
renenmber what it was when she does wake up. W may never know. "

Second day—26: 15 hours

G les had been right in his unprofessional guess. Wien D cane to, after she
had been carried to a cot in the mddle section, she did not renmenber. She
seened confused and uncertain, |ike soneone who has just recovered fromthe
effects of a heavy drug. She cried and clung to Mara or Biset, whoever was

cl osest. She threatened to becone hysterical if any of the men came near her —
i ncl udi ng Frenco, whom she did not seemto recognize at all.

In the end, the two other women took turns sitting with her, and bit by bit
she dropped into short periods of uneasy sleep, fromwhich she was as likely
to wake screanming as not. But, gradually, the violence of her nightnmares
seened to dinnish, and she began to sleep for | onger and nore nor mal
periods. Still, she did not remenber anything of what she had seen in the
stemarea of the lifeship. Her last nenory was of the Engineer being brought
back

t hrough the airl ock.

Frenco, neanwhile, in the space of |ess than twenty-four hours, went froma
round-faced boy to a pale, sharp-featured man on the edge of viol ence. He
could not believe that Di did not want hi mnear her and was ready to fight
his way to her. In the end, Gles had to appoint Hemto guard the girl

agai nst Frenco's approaches.

Meanwhi l e, the rest of the humans were close to a condition of total anarchy.
Wth the exception of Hem who was apparently undi sturbed by the disposition
of the Engineer's body, and Gles, who forced hinmself to eat, none of the
others would touch the pulp of the fruit fromthe ib vine. Indeed, with the
exception of Hemand G les, the humans held off drinking the ib juice unti
thirst literally drove themto it. But eat they would not. Finally, Gles
called themall together in the center section between the screens.

"Now listen to ne," he said. "Try to understand. W're out here alone in
space, surrounded by light-years of enptiness, and this lifeship is the only
thing we have to give us a chance of ever making it to planetfall again. If
we ever get out of this alive, what we'll have to thank will be the lifeship
and the Captai n—yes, the Engineer, too. Don't | ook away from ne when | say



that. Make an effort to think outside all the things you grew up with and

| earned and took for granted. What we have here—this closed cycle with the
converter —+s exactly the same kind of closed cycle we had back on Earth, only
simplified.... Look at me when | talk to you!"

Pal e faces that had been averted turned back to him That nuch he coul d make
t hem do—ebey t he physical conmand. Whet her he could actually get themto
think in terns of this new and alien environnent was sonething el se again.
Wll, at least he could try-

"I want you to |ook at matters squarely, with your feelings set aside," he
went on. "The drive notors needed to be worked on. That is a fact. The

Engi neer had to go outside and work on them at the cost of his life, which
was a price he expected to pay. Another fact. It did cost himhis life; and
the Captain, rather than letting go to waste nutrients which would hel p keep
us alive—ds humans, remenber, not just some equival ent nunber of individuals
of his own race—put the Engineer's body in the recycling tank to feed the ib
vine. Fact. There they are—facts. Not matters of opinion which you can choose
to react to or not to react to—but facts. Because if you don't accept them
as the facts they are, the final fact of all will get you—+f you don't eat,
you'll die."

"Kept himalive, too..." nmuttered a nmale voice. "Who's that? Esteven?" G les
stared at the entertaincom Unlike the others, Esteven was not particularly
pale. If anything, he was a little flushed and there was a gl azed, defi ant

|l ook to his eyes. "Wat do you nmean—kept who alive, too?"

"I mean hi mthe Captaini" said Esteven, nore loudly. "He lives off the ib
vine, too—and the Engineer. | say he was keeping hinself alive by putting the
Engi neer in there—Honor, sir!"

The last two words were uttered al nost inpudently. But Gles paid little
attention. He was busy adjusting his own mind. He had forgotten that the
arbites believed the Al benareth Captain to be a male. For a noment he toyed
with the idea of telling themthe truth about the alien commander's sex, then
rejected it. The |l ess confusion and surprise aboard from now on, the better

"The Al benareth don't fight the prospect of death the way we do, Esteven,"”
Gles said, evenly. "You know that. Wat nmakes the Captain run is a sense of
duty, not personal worries."

"Pardon me. Honor, sir," said Esteven. The ordinarily quiet and w t hdrawn nan
was acting far out of his usual character at the nmonent. He was al nost
belligerent. "But are you sure about that?"

It was tinme to sit on him thought G les.
"When | tell you anything, Esteven," he said, harshly and finally, "you can
take it for granted that |'msure about it, or I wouldn't say it. Now, unless
you' ve got sonething nore useful to say, | want you to sit there and be

qui et. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Honor, sir..." Al at once the belligerence went out of the arbite. He
shrank back into his usual silence and inconspicu-

ousness.
"AI'l right,* said Gles, turning to the others. "I'mnot going to order you
to eat. I'mgoing to appeal to you to try to eat; and until you do, all of

you are going to be required to sit here, twice a ship-day, and watch while



Hemand | eat. And that first neal is going to be right now. ... Hen®"

The big laboring arbite got up, stepped into the rear section, and returned
with two bowls of the ib pulp. He handed one to Gles and sat down on a cot
with the other. Gles ate stolidly, hiding his own feelings about the

Engi neer and the vine pul p under the mask of indifference he had | earned
during that first year after being sent away to boarding school. Hem was
truly indifferent. The watching arbites sat silently, bearing up very well
under the scene they were w tnessing—until the very end, when Hem

t houghtl essly began to lick the stray pulp fromhis fingers and first Di,
then Croce and Frenco, were abruptly sick, crowding into the sanitary cubicle
with little energy left over to be considerate of one another.

Muich of the sane scene was repeated six hours later, and again for three nore
ti mes before Biset and Mara, at once, sat down with bow s hol ding hardly nore
than a tabl espoonful apiece of the ib pulp and choked it down. Two neal tines
|ater and they were all eating, including D .

Meanwhi l e, D and Frenco had nmoved back into the spurious privacy of the rear
section of the lifeship. Another cot had been pulled up fromthe floor to
take the place of the one the Captain had torn fromits fastening to bar the
entrance in the screen. The rest were all in the center section with the
exception of Hem who had noved to a cot up in the front section where Gles
had been by hinmself until the Engi neer's death.

It was a curiously forward thing for the | ow graded bunper to do on his own
intiative, but Gles thought it best not to question the man about it. Mbst
arbites of Hem s type, questioned about anything, becanme overwhelnmed with
enbarrassnent and tonguetied with the fear of not giving the proper answers.
Meanwhi | e, things were going as smoothly as could be expected, now that all
the humans were finally adjusted to the lifeship's environment and eating
correctly once nore. Gles turned over the situation in his own mnd. It was
one in which ordinarily he would offer the arbites sone kind of reward to
reinforce the positive effect of their good behavior. But here on the
lifeship, rewards were not easily avail able.

He hit finally on a farfetched possibility. He must talk to the Captain
anyway, and that conversation would provide an oppor- tunity for the asking
of a special consideration. He waited until several ship-days after the death
of the Engi neer before approaching the other Al benareth.

Choosing a time when the arbites were all in the mddle or stern section of
the craft, Gles went up to the partition within which the Captain had been
keepi ng herself isolated al nbst continuously since the Engineer's death.
Standi ng outside the screen that hid the alien comander, G les spoke in

Al benar et h.

"Captain, 1'd like to talk to you." There was a nmonent's pause, then the
sound of the alien voice answered.

" Cone: '
G |l es wal ked around the edge of the screen and turned to face the Captain,
who was sitting before one of the control consoles. Wthout getting up, she

swi vel ed her conmand seat to face him

"Captain," said Gles, "perhaps you can tell nme now how long it will be
bef ore we nmake planetfall in this |ifeship"

"W will reach Kelben in a little I ess than a hundred and ei ght ship-days:"'



"I see," said Gles. "That is a long tine:'

"It is the time required,"” said the Captain. There was no difference that

G les' human ear could find in the Al benareth's tones, and no difference that
he could see in the way she sat or spoke. But still, something about her
conveyed an inpression of renoteness, as if she had sonmehow put a new

di stance, not only between her and hinself, but between her and the lifeship
wi th everyone el se aboard it.

"I take it there is no better destination?" asked G| es.
"There i$ no other destination"

"If the Captain will bear with ne," said Gles. He had a feeling as if he was
wal ki ng through sonme strange field sowed with booby traps and nines that he
could not imagine, much | ess see. What he had to say skirted the dangerous
perimeter of alien enotions, alien honor. "There is a human m ning col ony
together with an Al benareth spaceship station, on a world called 20B-40,
according to our charts. Qut of interest, | studied those charts before

| eaving on this voyage. | have no skill at navigation, of course, beyond
piloting my own small craft within ny own Sol ar System

but unless | am nistaken, at this noment 20B-40 woul d be only perhaps half
the distance fromus that Bel ben is"

"Perhaps," said the Captain. "However, Belben is our destination."
"Why, when 20B-40 is closer?"

"Bel ben was our original destination. My ship has been | ost, but some honor
may be saved if what is left of her passengers are delivered as pronised."

"What honor will there be in delivering them if they are not then Iiving,?"
G les asked. "A hundred and eight days is a long time for these people of
mne to survive under these conditions”

"Survive?" said the Captain. "Ch yes, | had forgotten how you humans, havi ng
no know edge of the Way and its Portals, shrink and scurry fromthe thought
of Passing. But that is your affair. My duty was only that of delivery-alive
or dead are all one to ne."

"They are not to ne," said Gles. "I have a responsibility to keep these of
my own race alive. | ask you to pilot us instead to 20B-40."
"No," said the Captain. She closed her eyes as if she was very tired. "l can

afford no nore departures from the Way."

"Captain," said Gles, slowy. "I amof the house and sept of Steel, and
Steel has great wealth, part of which | comrand personally. Jf you will turn
aside to 20B-40 | will give you ny prom se—and the prom se of an Adel born is

a contract signed—to either pay you whatever is necessary to build you

anot her ship just like the one you lost, or pay to actually have it built by
your own people first, and then present it to you. You will have | ost
not hi ng, then"

The Captain opened her eyes and | ooked at himfor a second. "But | will have
lost," she said. "You are an alien and do not understand. Al ny crew and

of ficers, now that the Engi neer has Passed, won death in the destruction of
nmy ship. To have the ship alone replaced is a hollow thing. It would pl easure



me only; but it would be an insult to the honors of nmy crew and officers who
have now gone through the further Portal, if | were to accept sonething they
could not share and which did them no honor."

She st opped speaking. Gles stood without noving, staring down at her
nmonentarily w thout recourse. His offer to her had been the equival ent of
hol ding out a fortune to a pauper. In all his plans for this nmonment it had
never occurred to himthat this |ast and greatest possible price would be
ref used.

"You are right. Captain," he said, slowy. "I do not understand. But | would
like to. Perhaps if | understood, there nmight be sone way we could cone to
ot her understandi ngs. Can you not explain matters to me so | wll conprehend?"

"No," said the Captain. "There is no responsibility upon me to nmake you
under st and, and none upon you to understand."

"I fail to agree with you," said Gles. "For a long time now | have believed
that the Al benareth and humanity are bound together in nore ways than just
those of trade and shipping. There is not only a duty but a need on us to
under st and each other, as individuals and as nenbers of our respective races."”
"Your opinion is of no consequence,"” said the Captain. "Wat you believe is
not even possible. You are not of the Al benareth, which is to say you are not
of The People. Therefore you woul d never be able to understand the ways of

The People, no matter what efforts | or any other should nake to bring you to
under st andi ng. "

"I think," said Gles, "That what you have just said is not true. | think it
is an opinion of yours, only, and that it is that opinion which is wong, not
my own. | ask only that you try."

"No," said the Captain. "To try any such thing would take strength. M
strength is nowlimted. I will not waste it on useless effort"

"It is not useless," said Gles. "It is vital to you and your honor. It is
vital to me and ny honor. It is vital to the lives of ny arbites. It is vita
to your race and nine, who may both go down into extinction unless sone

cl oser understandi ng can be found." The Captain cl osed her eyes again.

"This matter is no longer discussible," she said. "On what other subjects did
you wi sh to speak to nme?"

G |l es opened his mouth, then closed it again.

"There is nore ib vine and fruit of the vine than is needed for as snall a
party, such as we are presently in this lifeship," he said. "At the time of

t he Engi neer's passing, the lights were turned down to a |less bright node. It
woul d be a great help to my people in enduring this voyage if the lights
could be turned down at regular intervals for short periods. Surely the ib
vine can supply us with sufficient nourishrment in spite of short periods of

| essened il lum nation."

"The light rmust remain constant,"” said the Captain, w thout opening her eyes.
"Al'l things nust rermain as they are until we reach our appointed destination
Now, Adel man, | am weary of tal king and wi sh privacy."

"Very well," said Gles. "I will talk no nore with you—ow "

He turned and went back to his cot. He sat down on it, his mnd whirling.



There had to be a way to nake the Captain change their destination to the
m ni ng colony on the nearer world. He becane aware suddenly that Hem was
seated on his own cot, silently watching.

"Don't just sit herel" said Gles, irritated by the big bunper's silent
stare. "Do something with yourself. Go back and talk to some of the others.
They're never going to include you in things as long as you hide off by
yoursel f this way!"

Wthout a word, Hem got up and stepped back through the gap in the screen
into the mddle section of the ship where nost of the other arbites were.

"And the rest of you back in there'." added Gles, raising his voice. "Hems
one of you on board here, and | want you to react to himthe sane way you
woul d to any of the rest of you! Renenber that!"

A corner of his mnd nibbled at himwith small teeth, rem nding himthat he
was taking out his own frustration with the Captain on the arbites, who dared
not frustrate himin anything. But he forced hinself to ignore the thought.
He stretched out on the cot and threw a forearm across his eyes to shut out
the never-ending ceiling illumnation. Maybe if he slept on the problem he
could come up with sone idea for changing the Captain's nind

He woke sonme tinme later. There were no arbite voices in conversation soundi ng
beyond the screen next to his cot, but he had the inpression that sonething,
sone noi se, had wakened him He listened, but all he could hear was the

fai ntest of sounds—al nbst a sort of struggling-to-breathe sound- He sat up
silently and swung his | egs over the end of his cot. Fromthis position he
could see through the gap in the near screen to the cots of the middle
section. Each one was occupied by a sleeping figure, but it was from none of
themthat the faint sound was com ng—ror was it from beyond the further
screen, where D

and Frenco woul d be.

Puzzled, Gles sat listening. Slowy, his hearing began to get a directiona
fix on the sound. It came fromclose by. In fact, it came fromthe cot across
the center aisle fromhim the only cot besides his own pulled into up
position in the front part of the |ifeship.

Hem was sl eeping there, lying on his side with his clenched fists up in front
of his face, his heavy body curled up on the I ong but narrow cot. O was the
bunper actually asleep? Silently, Gles got to his feet and stepped over to
stand by the head of Hem s

cot .

The big arbite was crying—+n all but perfect silence. Hi s two heavy fists
were hiding his face and sonehow he had managed to pull |oose enough of the
fabric covering his cot to stuff into his mouth and nuffle the sounds he was
maki ng. He lay there on his side, his mouth hidden by the fists and the
fabric, and the tears running down fromhis tightly shut eyes.

G les frowned.

"Hem " he said softly.

The bunper did not respond.

"Hem " G les said again, no nore loudly, but with nore tension in his voice.



Hem s eyes flew open and stared up at Gles in what mght be either
ast oni shment or panic. "Hem what's wong?" G les asked,

Hem shook his head, tears still rolling down his cheeks.

G les gazed down at himfor a noment, perplexed. Then Gles sat down on the
fioor beside the cot, so that his lips were close to the arbite's ear and he
could talk very quietly indeed.

"All right, Hem" he said, softly. "Now you can tell me what's wong."
Agai n, Hem shook hi s head.

"Yes, you can," Gles went on, keeping his voice gentle but insistent.
"Somet hing's bothering you. What is it, now?"

Hem struggled with hinmself and finally lifted the muffling fabric fromhis
nmout h | ong enough to say one, alnost inaudible, word.

"Not hing..."

"It can't be '"nothing,'" said Gles. "Look at you. Now tell ne, what is it
that's troubling you? O who is it? Answer ne."

"I"'msick," whispered Hem
"Sick? How? What kind of sickness?"
But Hem had the fabric back in his nouth and was sayi ng not hi ng.

"Hem" said Gles, still gently, "when | ask you a question, | want you to
answer ne. Were do you feel sick—n your stomach?"

Hem shook hi s head.

"Where? In your armor |leg? In your head?"

Hem shook his head to all these suggestions.

"What kind of sickness is it?" demanded Gles, "Do you hurt sonepl ace?"

Hem shook his head. Then he closed his eyes and nodded. His tears began to
fl ow heavily again.

"Well, where, then?" G| es asked

Hem shuddered. Still keeping his eyes closed, he took the fabric fromhis
nout h.

"Yes," he whi spered.

"'Yes'... what? What hurts? Your head—arnms—egs? \Were?"

Hem only shook his head silently. G les checked his tenper, which was
threatening to rise. It was not Hems fault he could not express hinself. The
responsibility to find words for what was wong with the big bunmper |ay not
with the arbite who had only a limted vocabul ary, but the Adel man who coul d
express hinsel f.

"Tell me if you can. Hem" said Gles. "Just when did you start to feel bad?



Was it just after we got into the lifeship? O ]'ust a few hours ago? O did
you feel bad when you were back on the big spaceship?"

Then, at last, it began to come out, in bits and pieces of disjointed
sentences. Hem it seened, was the exception to what Mara had cl ai med for al
the arbites. The last thing in the world Hem had wanted was to be indent to
one of the outer worlds. The reason for this, Gles becane aware, had nuch to
do with the status and purpose of Hemis own |life back on Earth, a status and
purpose Gl es had known about all his life but had never appreciated unti
thi s nmonent.

The heavy-duty arbites, those nales specially bred to the few hard physica
tasks that remai ned, were essentially a culture apart fromthe rest of the
wor ki ng cl ass. To keep them from becom ng discontented with the relatively
sinmple, repetitive tasks they had to do, they were gene-controlled for a | ow
intelligence level and for those factors that woul d encourage a feeling of
docility and dependence upon their superiors. Theoretically, they were as
free as the other arbites. Once in a while, one of them succeeded in | eaving
the work barracks and setting up a permanent fanmily relationship with sone
normal arbite wonman, but this was unconmon.

For all the strength in their oversize bodies, they were timd socially. Most
of themlived out their relatively short |lives—for some reason they were nore
than normal ly vul nerable to di seases, especially pneunponia, and few of them
in the barracks |ived beyond their niddle thirti es—al nost exclusively in the
conpany of

t heir wor k-t es.

Hem had been like the rest. To him the barracks had been the whol e world,
and his beer-mate, Jase, the closest thing to any kind of famly he knew.
Concei ved, essentially, in a test tube, raised in a nursery reserved
exclusively for lowintelligence boys like hinmself, and graduated to the work
barracks at the early maturity of thirteen years of age, Hem had been in no
way prepared psychologically to be torn fromthe only way of |life he knew and
sent light-years away with no conmpany but that of the superior arbites who
had little in common with him Everything that Hem knew had been taken from
him He woul d never again have a barracksful of old friends to return to. He
woul d never again know the friendly drinking and the equally friendly braw s
of the beerbusts, tiie jokes, the tricks, the pleasure of working in conpany
with his mates. Above all, he would never see Jase again.

It was a little while before Gles began to put together the incoherent and
br oken whi spers of the big man. Wat he heard opened his eyes to the fallacy
of a great many conforting beliefs he, |like everyone else, had al ways
accepted about this | owest class of arbites, wthout ever stopping to exam ne
them Those of Hemls special type were supposed to be incorrigibly cheerful
because of their ignorance, automatically brave because they did not have the
intelligence to know the meaning of fear, and- totally unsel fconscious
because their size and strength made themindifferent to the opinions of the
weaker, but nore intelligent humans around them

None of this was true, he now | earned. But the discovery still left him
puzzl ed. Something nore than just the difference between his actual nature
and the way others thought of himwas chewing at Hem G les kept after the
arbite with gentle, but prodding questions and finally, in the sane
fragnmentary fashion in which Hem had expressed hinsel f about other things,
t he deeper probl em cane out.

The inmportant thing for Hem had been his work-mate, Jase. \Wether the



rel ati onship Hemwas trying to descri be had been a honbsexual one or not
hardly mattered in the childlike terms of which Hem thought of such things.
The inportant point was that nobody had | oved Hem—aot her, father, sibling, or
girl friend. Only Jase. And Hem had returned that affection. For twelve years
of barracks life they had been beer-mates, which in essence nmeant they did
their after-hours drinking always in each other's conpany. Then suddenly Hem
was taken away, to be shipped to sone strange colony on a different world,
where it was doubtful that there would be even one other I|aboring-class
arbite for himto talk to. He could not even wite Jase—not because he was
illiterate, but because it was too nuch of a creative demand for soneone |ike
hinself to make a letter anything but an enotionless vehicle for the sinplest
sort of factual information.

So, suffering under this loss, with his grief conmpletely unsuspected by
everyone around him including his so-called fellow arbites. Hem had stunbl ed
even deeper into enotional trouble. He had no name for the new pain within
him he could not even consciously connect with its cause—but Gles, eking
the information out of himbit by unhappy bit, cane to understand what Hem
could not admt, even to hinself.

Sinply, it was that Hem robbed of Jase, had needed desperately to find
someone else to fasten his affections upon. And unconsciously, he had
fastened themfinally on Gles. Gles, alone anong the aliens and upper-caste
arbites that now surrounded Hem showed sone of the size, the strength, the
characteristics that Hem associated with his own nates.

And the big arbite's reaction was not so nuch to wonder at, at that, thought
Gles silently. He contrasted his own early days in boarding school with
Hem s. He and the bunper Tiad been at opposite ends or the social spectrum
but in both cases the irresistible hand of custom and authority had picked

t hem up, nolded them and deternmined the life they would | ead while they were
still too young to know what was being done to them They were equally damed—
no, thought Gles, Hemwas the better of the two in one respect. He had been
left with the freedomto |ove—even if it was only one of his mates. Gl es had
had as close a friendship with Paul Cca as perhaps he had ever had with any
other man, but it could not really be said that they were "mates," even in

t he ordi nary, work nmeaning of that word in Hem s barracks.

As for girls... wonen, it came to Gles suddenly that he had gi ven not hing
worthwhile in any of his brief liaisons, and had been scrupul ously careful to
take nothing. For the first tine it occurred to himthat no one had ever

| oved him and he also had really never |oved anyone. H s own parents had
been there in the flesh, but renmoved from himacross barriers of age and
manners. Hi s brothers and sisters, if he had ever had any, would have been
brought up apart fromhimto beconme polite strangers. He did not miss this

| ack of an affection that was one of the necessary ingredients of life itself
to Hem but he was not unaware of its existence. For him |ove was duty, and
duty love. That was as far as his enmoti ons woul d go—and he coul d see no hope
of there ever being anything nore for him

H s thoughts canme back to Hem Unconsciously, Hem had taken hold of one of
Gles' hands in his owmn two big fists and was holding it, weeping over it in
t he depths of his voicel ess unhappi ness. Hem G les realized, would never be
abl e to understand why he was suffering. The perhaps |ucky thing about Hem s
affection for Gles was that while the bunper felt it, he was conpletely

i ncapabl e of acknow edging it. The very suggestion that he m ght dream of
someone |ike an Adel man being a "mate" to himin any sense of the word was so
far out of context with life as Hemknew it that he was mercifully protected
fromentertaining it consciously. The only way he coul d approach such a

t hought was in the desperate wish to do sonmething for Gles, sonething |arge



and terrible, up to the giving of his life for the Adelnman. He tried to tel
Gles so, in fragnmentary phrases.

"Good," said Gles. "That's very good. Hem | appreciate it. Don't worry. If
ever | need you, I'lIl call you—ight away."

"You will?" said Hem

"OfF course," said Gles. "O course. Don't let it worry you, Hem
Everything's going to be all right."

"It is?" Hemrelaxed at last He still cried, but nowit was out of relief and
gratitude—he could not have said why, any nore than he had been able earlier
to identify the cause of his unhappiness. He clung to Gles' hand and wept.

Gles sat with himpatiently for a little while |longer, until the bunper
dropped of f into sleep. Then gently wi thdrawing his hand, Gles stood up and
stretched stiff nmuscles. He was cranped fromsitting cross-1egged on the
floor of the lifeship. Stretching, he made a nental note to find out, once
they made planetfall, where, if at all, there were other heavy-Iaboring
arbites stationed on the Colony Worlds- It would probably be inpossible to
get Hemreturned to Earth, but it should not be beyond the bounds of

i mpossibility to get his indent changed to soneplace where he could be with
wor k-mates of his own stanp, if any such place existed on one of the Col ony
Wor | ds.

Meanwhile, Gles lay down again on his own cot and cl osed his eyes. There
must be sone neans of convincing the Captain to change the lifeship's course
to 20B-40. Now that he knew that the Wrld Police also believed Paul was on
one of the Colony Wrlds, they m ght have nen and wonen out on those worl ds
hunti ng Paul now. Tinme had beconme a factor in the assassination. Gles had
never anticipated that the alien officer, whoever that mght be, in charge of
the Iifeship would be this stubborn about maintaining course for the
spaceshi p's original destination

Why? That was the question. Wiy was the Captain being so adamant in her
refusal to do the sensible thing and head for the nearest safe planetfall?
Maybe if he could find out what was notivating her....

Two sl eep-days later, Gles still was wi thout an answer to his question, a
solution to the problemof howto get the lifeship turned toward 20B-40. But
he was not destined to be left to puzzle over it in peace. As he sat on his
cot with Esteven's recorder, talking the last day's entry into it, there was
an expl osi on of noise from between the screens enclosing the niddle section
of the ship. Shouts, screans, and the sounds of bodi es bunpi ng about.

He shoved the recorder into a pocket and went through the gap in the
adj oi ning screen alnost as swiftly as he had gone through it when D had
screanmed, at the tine of the death of the Engineer. In the mddle section
Groce had Esteven pinned up against one wall of the lifeship hull and was
doi ng his best to pound the other arbite into unconsciousness. G oce was
obviously a good ten years or nore ol der than Esteven. Al so he was the

smal ler, lighter man and very obviously he had no know edge of how to fight,
beyond a general idea that he should ball his fists and keep sw ngi ng t hem at
anot her person. But his sheer fury was outwei ghing these snall drawbacks.

Est even, caught between two cots and with his back to the nmetal wall, could
not get away fromthe furious conputecom and it was plain enough that unless
he was rescued, Groce was going to succeed eventually in doing him

consi derabl e danage. G les hurdled a pair of intervening cots and grabbed
Groce by the back of the collar and the slack in his coveralls at his waist.



"Stop that!" he snapped, pulling the conputecom back out of arm s reach of
Esteven, who sagged against the wall. "Cal mdown, Goce.... No, no, don't try
hitting me now Sit down and be quiet. You, too, Esteven. Sit down on that

ot her cot over there, and tell ne what's going on here."

"He—he— Esteven was al nost sobbing. The unnatural flushed | ook Gles had
noti ced once before was back on his cheek, and the finger he pointed at Croce
trenbled. "He's got everything to keep himoccupied. He's got a conpute. And
he's got a book, too. Al I wanted was a few pages out of the book so that |
could wite down some nusic |'ve been conposi ng—

"Alll" shouted Groce. The older man's voi ce scal ed upward in outrage. "Just a
few pages—that's all? A whol e handful of pages torn out of mnmy ancestor's book
on prepositional calculus! |I've been working the statements in it, to pass

the tine. But it's my book—and it's priceless! It's over two hundred and
twenty-five years old. Do you thing I'mgoing to rip sheets out of a precious
famly antique like that, just so he can scribble sone honemade mnusi c notes
on it? What's he doi ng conposing nusic, anyway? Nobody wites any real nusic
nowdays except with a conputetank—

"Groce!" said Gles. Goce went silent.

"He thinks— began Esteven

"You, too," said Gles. "Be quiet Now, Goce, let's see this book."

@ aring at Esteven, Croce reached into a pocket of his coveralls and brought
out a brown-covered vol unme al nrost small enough to be hidden in the cl osed
hand. But when G les took it and opened it, he sawthat the little pages did,
i ndeed, have a good deal of white space on them between and around the

bl ocks of printing di agrans.
"It's a math book all right,"
G oce?"

he said. "Propositional calculus, you said,

"That's right, Honor, sir," said Goce, sonewhat less trucu- lently. "My
gr andf at her bought it, back before the Green Revolution. It's an heirl oom—rom
t he days when conputes took up whole floors in buildings.”

"A book two hundred and twenty-five years old?" G les nodded. "I don't blane
you for not wanting it danaged, G oce."

He frowned suddenly and took a comer of one page between his mddle finger
and thunb, rubbing it.

"I't's in remarkably good shape for a book that old," he said. "How—

"It's been plastic-injected. Al the original materials have been repl aced

wi th single-nolecule stuff,” said Goce, proudly. "My father had it done.
Cost himthe equivalent of a full nonth's pay, but it hasn't shown a touch of
wear since then, in fifty-four years."

"Pl asti c?"

The word cane from Esteven, in an odd voice. He was staring at the book in
G les' hand.

"That's right, Esteven," Gles said. "That's what G oce just told us. What
about it?"



"W y... nothing," said Esteven. still staring at the book. "I nean...
suppose if it's plastic my stylo wouldn't work on it. | wouldn't be able to
use the pages to wite on, anyway...."

"Damed shame you didn't think to ask about that before you tried to steal it
fromnme!" Goce spat at the other arbite

"I did ask you for it first—=

"And | told you no!" shouted G oce, "Do | have to give reasons for not
wanting to tear up an heirl oom book?"

"It mght have been a little wiser if you had," Gles said to him dryly,
handi ng back the book. "Here. Keep it sonepl ace where no one can get at it to
tear pages out, from now on."

He turned back into the front section of the ship and his own cot. Behind him
the recorder started up, and the famliar three chords of Bosser, backing up
t he suggestive lyrics of the throaty Singh, followed him

He sat down on his cot and di scovered that Mara had foll owed him She was
standi ng over him "Yes?" he said, |ooking up at her

"Could | show you sonet hi ng?" she asked. Her face was serious, alnost grim
"What is it?" he asked.
"I'f you'll cone with me—=

A sudden new expl osi on of voices broke out in the mddle section. The
Bosser - Si ngh conbi nati on abruptly gave way to a solo instrunent sounding a
hi gh-pitched bit of wailing melody. Gles shot up fromhis couch and strode
into the mddle section, to find Groce trying to tear the recorder out of
Esteven's grasp

"—and kill that kind of thing!" G oce was shouting. "G ve us the Bosser and
Si ngh back. That was good!"

"In a mnute... just a mnute," said Esteven, pleadingly. "Just listen a
second to this spinny—=

"What d'you nean, spinnyl" snarled Groce. "Ifs a lousy kilin, and |I hate
kilin music!"

"Sir?" Esteven appealed to Gles. "You know nusic, Honor, sir. You've
probably had education in it. You can tell the difference, can't you?"
Esteven's trenbling fingers were snapping time to the nusic.

"That's right, it's a spinny," Gles said. "But I'mafraid nmusic's not one of
my larger interests, Esteven. The Bosser and Singh suits nme as well as
anyt hi ng. "

He started to nove on, but Esteven held up a hand, asking himto wait a
nmonent Moved by an obscure sense of pity for the man, Gl es did.

"I was right, though, sir," said Esteven. "You do know. You do under st and.
Wul d you be surprised if | told you the name of the soloist on that spinny?
That's me. It's nmy job arranging and setting up pieces like that. | know I
can just program an instrunental part and have it come out perfect fromthe



synthesi zer. But there's so few like nme nowdays who really know and | ove
their instruments—+ always feel you put nmore into the recording if you have
at least a part or two played like that—+ nean, if you use a |live nusician—

The nusi c stopped suddenly as G oce reached out and stabbed the contro
button. Bosser and Singh poured forth.

Esteven opened his nouth as if to protest, then closed it silently.

"Groce," said Gles. Goce |looked up at him "That's Esteven's recorder, not
yours. Just like your grandfather's book belongs to you, not him If you
don't like what's being played, cone and tell nme. | don't want you touching
the recorder yourself again."

"Yes, sir," nuttered G oce, |ooking down at his cot.

"G ve themhalf an hour or so of what they want," Gles told Esteven, "then
take half an hour to play what you want."

"Yes, Honor, sir," said Esteven. The | ook of gratitude in his eyes was so
overwhel mng as to be alnost a little sickening. Gles turned to Mara, who
was standing just behind him

"Now, " he said. "What was it?"
"I'f you'll cone with ne," she said.

She stepped past himand led the way into the rear section, which was enpty
at the noment. There, she turned to the nearer wall of the hull and the vine
on it She searched anong the | eaves for a nonent, then lifted a stem of them
out of the way with her left hand and pointed with her right forefinger

"Look at this fruit," she said to Gles, in a |low voice

He stepped close to the vine and brought his gaze down to the fruit she

i ndicated. At first he saw nothing about it that was different fromthe
appearance of the other fruits he had been accustoned to seeing and eating.
Then, shading his eyes against the dazzle of the eternal bright lights

over head, he began to make out faint shadows on the ib fruit's surface. He
stepped cl oser and saw that the shadows were spots of darkness, seem ngly
just beneath the skin of the fruit.

"I"ve seen one or two fruit before like this,"” Mara was saying quietly in his
ear. "But none of them had the nunber of brown spots this one has. Wien | ran
across it, | did sonme nore | ooking around the vine and found a coupl e of
dozen of the fruit that have at |east two or three brown spots like this."

"Coul d you show me sone of the others?" he asked.

She nodded and | ed himdown along the vine. Wth a little searching she
uncovered three nore fruits with a fair nunber of spots on them though not
as many as the first one she had shown him

G les turned back to exam ning the vine generally. Superficially, it |ooked
very much the sane as it always had been, but after a few noments he cane
across a |l eaf that was bl ackened and curled up. He broke it off thoughtfully,
and went | ooking for nore of the sane.

He coll ected four such | eaves, then went back to detach the first fruit Mara
had shown hi m



"I"ll take these to the Captain," he said to her, and | ooked down at her with
approval . "You were wise not to tell any of the others about this before
telling me."

She gave hima faint, thin smle.

"Even an arbite has a touch of commbn sense. Honor, sir," she said.

He could not tell if she neant her tone to be nocking, or not.

"Il let you know, of course/' he said, "whatever | [eamfromthe Captain.
appreci ate your coning and telling me about this. Meanwhile, keep it to
yourself until 1've talked to the Captain."

"OfF course," she said.

He turned and left her, heading toward the front of the lifeship and hol ding
the I eaves and fruit hidden in his hands as he passed through the mniddle
section. Hs nmnd was crawling with a vague uneasi ness- Naturally, no system
as simple as this could be expected to endure indefinitely. Wiile the
Iifeshi ps were unused aboard the spaceliner, the nutrient tank would have to
be added to at intervals to keep the vine alive and operating. No system was
perfect. But his researches back on Earth had told himthat it should be
good, with the lifeship carrying a full |oad of passengers, for six nonths at
| east- And those aboard here now were far froma full |oad. He stepped around
t he edge of the screen hiding the Captain,

The alien officer was sitting in her conmand chair, her eyes cl osed.
"Rayumung," said Gles, in Al benareth, "I need to speak with you."

She did not answer; nor did she open her eyes. He went closer to her, to the
very arm of her command chair. Now hi dden hinsel f deep behind the screen that
protected her, he spoke again, no |ouder, but alnost in the tiny dark orifice
of the alien ear.

"Captain! Captain Rayunmung!"

She stirred. Her eyes opened, her head turned, and she | ooked at him

"Yes?" she said.

"I need your attention to a matter," Gles said. "K concerns the ib vine."

"The vine is not to be disturbed. Take only the fruit as directed."

"Rayumung, " said Gles, "is your nmenory failing you? You have never given us
directions for using the fruit of the ib. I fromny own know edge inforned ny
peopl e. "

"As long as the know edge has been made avail able. Act accordingly." The eyes
in the dark and winkl ed face cl osed agai n.

"I repeat," said Gles, nore loudly. "I must have your attention. There is an

ener gency about the vine."
"Enmer gency?" The eyes opened.

"WIl the Captain exanmine this fruit?"



Gles held the fruit he carried, the one Mara had first shown him The three
I ong dark fingers of the alien's right hand reached out and took it in their
tripodal grip. The Captain held the fruit for a nonment, gazing at it, then
returned it to Gles-

"Do not eat this. Dispose of it."
"Why? What's wwong with the fruit?"

"It will make you ill. Perhaps you will die. Do not eat such fruit."

"I did not need your advice to caution ne about that," said Gles. "I asked

you what was wong with it."

"It is no | onger whol esone"
"That, too, was obvious." Gles had made the nistake of |osing his tenper
with the alien Captain before this. He told him self he would not nake it
again, now. Hs voice, in the buzzing A benareth tones, was icy, but as
controlled as the Captain's. "Look at these |eaves, then."

He held out the four curled and darkened | eaves to the Captain. She took
them held themas she had held the fruit, and passed them back

"The | eaves," she said, "are dead."
"I can see that," Gles said. "I want to know why. Wiy are the | eaves dead?
Way is the fruit not whol esone, suddenly? What has gone wong with the ib
vi ne?"

"I have no idea." The Captain's voice was distant, alnmpst indifferent. "I am
a spaceship officer, not a biotechnician. There are those who could tell us
what is wong with the ib, but they are not here."

"Have you no tests you can make? How about the nutrient solution fromthe
converter? Can't you iest that to see if there's anything wong with it?"

"There is no testing apparatus on board this lifeship."
"Yes," said Gles, grimy. "Jn fact, there is very little of anything aboard
this lifeship. Like all your ships. Captain Rayurmung, it is falling apart
fromold age and | ack of proper maintenance."

He had hoped to prod the Captain out of her strange condition of |assitude
and into anger. But the attenpt did not work

"You do not understand," said the Captain, in the same distant voice. "The
ships are dying. The Al benareth are dying. But we do not die as |esser races
do. W& do not choose to curl in on ourselves and perish in the soup of an

at nosphere, to be broken down chemically into the soil, and | ess than soil
fromwhich we cane. It is our choice to go proudly to nmeet our deaths, one by
one, as the further Portal lets us pass, until the race of Al benareth are

known no longer. You are an alien and do not understand. You will never
understand. The ib vine on this lifeship, too, is dying—t does not matter
why. Since you are dependent on it, you will die also. It is a matter of

chem stry and physical |law"

"\What about your responsibility to your passengers?" "Yve told you," said the
Captain, "ny responsibility is to deliver themwhether they are alive or dead
at the delivery point does not matter."



"I do not believe that," said Gles. "Wen you took those of us aboard here,
together with the rest of the human passengers who boarded your spaceship
above Earth, your responsibility was not indifferent to whether they reached
their destination alive or dead."

"That was then," said the Captain, "before sonme one or nore of your humans
destroyed ny ship and cost all Al benareth aboard her great |oss of honor. If
human actions initiate a logic chain of actions that |eads to human deat hs,
am not responsible.”

"I do not agree with you," said Gles. "And in any case, as | have told you,
I amresponsible for the lives of ny fell ows aboard. You nay be able to
excuse your actions to yourself, but | warn you, neither | nor any other

humans will excuse them-and your race needs the payments in nmetal and energy
my race gives yours, if you want to keep these ships of yours running for the
next few thousand years—er however long it will take you all to die properly.”
"I will not argue with you," said the Captain. "Wat eventuates fromthe

arrival of you humans at Kel ben, dead or alive, must be the concern of others
of my race. It is no |onger mine."

"No longer— G les broke off, at the stab of a sudden, sharp suspicion
"Rayumung, is it that you, yourself, don't expect to reach Bel ben alive?"

"That is correct. | will not."

G les stared down at the long. narrow, dark figure in the command chair.
"Why?" he snapped.

The Captain | ooked away fromhim transferring her gaze to the nearer of the
two screens on the control consol e before her—a screen show ng the endl ess

dar kness of space sprinkled with star lights out ahead of the lifeship.

"The ib vine does not have the nutrients | nowrequire," she said. "Alone, it
woul d nourish nme as |ong as necessary for sur- vival. But | amno | onger

alone. | carry newlife within ne—a new life, as yet free of any taint of
di shonor, to keep alive the search for whoever destroyed ny ship. A newlife,
if necessary, to found a fanmly line which will never cease from searching

until the truth is known. It is a ship's life, bred of the Engi neer and
nmysel f, but carrying the honor line of all my officers and crew who were with
me while nmy ship lived. I will die, but ny ship's child will take what it
needs frommy body and live to |l and at Bel ben, to become a ship's officer and
erase the shane of what has happened.”

She fell silent. For a long noment, Gles hinmself had no words. All at once
it leaped into context in his mind—the elastic ties around the |linbs of the
spacesuit of the Engineer, that could do next to nothing to protect that
alien'"s life in case of |eaks, but which could protect the vital generative
area of his central body against the dangers of deconpression. That —and what
it was that Di had seen, there in the alien bl ood-marked back of the ship
when she had wandered in on the Captain and the dyi ng Engi neer

"But you could have lived if you hadn't done... this," he said. "Wy didn't
you just survive, yourself, in order to do your own erasing of the shane of
what's happened?' 9

"I am al ready di shonored beyond the cooperation of any but nmenmbers of nmy own
ship's conpany, all of whom now are dead. But the new life within nme, being



stai nl ess, cannot be deni ed cooperation by another Al benareth w thout new
reason; and that assistance will be needed to find whoever destroyed ny ship."

There was anot her pause between t hem
"Very well," said Gles, finally. "Z amnot Al benareth, as you say, and
admt | do not fully understand. But | still see no reason why you wll not
change the course of this lifeship to 20B- 40 and give the rest of us a
chance of life. In fact, now !l formally insist that you change course."

"No," said the Captain, enotionlessly- "The life that | carry will be
stainless at birth, but nmore than this is needed. There nust be sone

i nherited honor for the young one to ensure its chance at the rank and duty
of a ship's officer, which is available only to a. few, even anong the

Al benareth. If this lifeship delivers what is left of its passengers to

Bel ben, alive or dead, there is that honor. Otherwise, there is only

expedi ency. "

"There's no honor in saving lives?" snapped G| es.

"How coul d there be?" said the Captain. "A life saved by other than that
life's owner has only been intruded upon, in its own area of honor—+ts own
responsibility to delay as | ong as possible the satisfaction of passing

t hrough the further Portal. Also, these are only human lives. |f you and your
peopl e were Al benareth, you would all gain honor by joining me in the
execution of my duty, which is to convey themto Belben. As you are not, it
makes no difference one way or another. But, Adelman, it is to Bel ben we go
and no ot her destination.”

The Captain cl osed her eyes-

"Rayunmung..." said Gles.
The dark figure did not answer. Gles turned and wal ked out, |eaving the
noti onl ess alien behind him

In the first section of the ship he saw Hemlying on his cot and Mara
standing as if waiting. For a second he stared at her, puzzled. Then, with a
jolt, menory returned. He had becone so involved in his conversation with the
Captain he had forgotten that they had been speaking the alien tongue, which
Mara of course did not know.

He smled at her, now, to reassure her

"I"'mafraid," he said, "the Captain doesn't know much nore about the vine
than we do. It's not the Captain's area of specialty. So, for the present,
we'll sinply avoid any of the spotted fruit. If you find any like that, pick
it and put it directly into the converter. WIIl you tell the rest about that?"
"Yes," she said. She did not turn away i mredi ately, however, and it seened to
hi mthat she was watching hima little curiously. "That was all you were able
to find out, in spite of talking to himso |Iong?"

"The Captain and | always seemto have a bit of an argunent whenever we

talk," he said. "I'mafraid | didn't |eam anything else worth telling you.
But 1'Il be talking to the Captain again, and as soon as | have sone
information to pass on, I'll pass it on. But for now, ]'ust avoid the spotted

fruit as | said, and don't worry. Tell the others that."

"I wll,*" she said.



She turned and went back into the nmiddle section of the ship and he heard her
voi ce, although, with the recorder running in the background, as it was nore
and nore constantly now, he could not make out exactly what she was saying to
the rest. Gradually, the sound of the recorder was comng to be used as a
privacy tool, and as such it was wel cone.

Gles lay down on his cot and gave his thoughts over to the problem of the
Captain. One way or another, their course nmust be changed to the destination
of 20B-40—and the change nust be made while the Captain was physically stil
able to make it. Sixth day—23:57 hours

The humans, except Gles, were all asleep. Although the lights still blazed
eternally overhead, they had all fallen into a pattern, a sleeping and waki ng
cycle. At about midnight, lifeshiptine, Gles sat nmurmuring into the recorder

to \og the day before trying to sleep hinself.

"Sixth day," he dictated. "There's still enough fruit, but the nunbers of
those with spots are increasing. Mre | eaves dying. Mrale, about the sane.
This is the end of the sixth day."

He put the recorder safely away on the floor at the head of his cot, where
Esteven could cone and get it in the norning, and reached for the sleeve he
had cut fromhis shipsuit. The orangecol ored sleeve, fromwist to shoul der
was | ong enough to nake a workable blindfold with its two ends tied behind
hi s head—enough to keep the light out so that he could sleep nore easily. He
had no way aboard the lifeship of seeing hinself reflected, but he could

i magi ne how his one bare, exercise-nuscled armand his curly, sixday beard
gave hima wld, alnost barbaric | ook. Curiously, none of the arbites had
such a | ook. Though Groce and Esteven both were sprouting considerabl e beards—
touched with a few gray hairs in Goce's case—they | ooked di shevel ed and
unwashed, rather than wild. Frenco and Hem on the other hand, had no beards
to speak of. Frenco's consisted of a fewlinp black hairs scattered sparsely
over his |lower features. Hemhad a faint Huff of blond nustache and sone
sandy stubble following the Iine of his jawbone on each side fromchin to
upper cheeks.

Nearly all of them now, except Biset, had sacrificed at least a small part of
their clothing to make a light shield for their eyes during sl eeping hours.
He coul d hear them breathing slunberously beyond the screen now. Luckily none
of themwas a snorer of any heaviness or regularity, although Hem
occasionally rolled over on his back and fell into a sort of deep runbling in
his throat.

G les wapped his | oose sleeve around his head and tied it, then stretched
out on his cot. He waited for sleep, but it was slow in conming. At nonents
like this he becane actively conscious of the closeness of the surroundi ngs,
t he t hickness of the atnosphere, and all the unresol ved probl ens that stood
bet ween them and a safe planetfall on 20B-40, to say nothing of those
standi ng between himand the successful conpletion of his mission. He turned
over restlessly on the cot, |looking for a nore confortable position. Even
assum ng the ib vine held up and they could nake the course change to 20B-40,
could the arbites stand up to another thirty or forty nore days like this?

Sonet hi ng i ntruded on his thoughts. Something barely heard, like a cry cut
of f before it had actually had time to clear the throat of the one crying
out. He listened... but he heard not hing.

He continued to listen. There was no sound but the nighttime heavy breat hing;
even Heml s approxi mation of a snore was silent. And in addition to those



noi ses there was nothing... or was there?

He sat up on the cot, pulling the sleeve fromhis head. The bright |ight
overhead burst on his eyes inits full strength. Through the dazzle of it as
his vision adjusted, he identified what he thought he had been hearing—a
qui et thudding fromthe very bow of the ship.

He got to his feet, his sight clearing. The quiet thudding was coning from
behi nd the screen that hid the control console of the lifeship and the

Al benareth Captain. He stepped forward, turned the end of the screen—and saw
the alien choking the life out of Esteven. The man's face was dark, his hands
pl ucking feebly at the alien fingers fastened with casual power around his
throat, his kicking heels making the al nost inaudible noise Gles had heard
as they drumed upon the fabric-covered flooring.

Gles threw hinmself at the Captain

"Rel ease him" he shouted in Al benareth, tearing at the Captain's fingers. It
was like trying to pull steel rods |oose. "Let that man go! You're killing
him"

"I amin process of disposing of him" said the Captain coldly, continuing to
choke the entertaincom "He has profaned the book of navigation and shoul d be
renmoved fromour mdst in the interest of honor."

"You do yourself dishonor!" raved Gles- "He is not yours to dispose of. You
t ake something to which you have no right! He is nmy man—nine to keep or mine
to kill —ot yours! You are a thief, wthout honor!"

The reaction was instantaneous. The Captain literally dropped Esteven, who
fell gasping to the floor.. The Captain's hands were up, her long fingers now
directed toward G les, who braced hinself to face attack by the alien

But the hands dropped. The Captain turned from G les and dropped into her
command chair, to gaze at the forward screen

"Take him then." The Al benareth's voice was cold and indifferent. "He has
dared to touch and turn the pages of our Holy of Holies. But do with himwhat
you want. Only, if | see himin the forward part of the |lifeship again, |

wi || consider that one who cannot control his property lies about his rights
toit."”
Gles pulled Esteven to his feet, lifting himbodily into the air, slapping

aside the feeble efforts of his hands when the entertaincomtried to resist,
t hen shoved the man ahead of him out of the Captain's area, through the
first section of the lifeship and into the mddle section

The other arbites had crowded into the first section, awakened by the sound
of the loud voices in Al benareth. They rolled back now |ike retreating surf
bef ore the approach of Gles with Esteven, into the mddl e section. Wen
Gles with the other man had joined themthere, he shoved Esteven into their
arnms, beckoning Mara to him She hesitated, and in exasperation he reached
out a long armand literally haul ed her close enough to himso that he could
speak to her in tones too |low to be heard by the Captain up

front.

"Take care of Esteven," he told her. "The Captain was choking him but he'l
be all right."



"What — began Biset, demandingly. Gles stopped her with a glare.

"I"ve just saved his stupid |life—keep your voice down!" whispered Gles
harshly. "And | don't guarantee to be able to save any nore of your lives,
unl ess you follow orders. Now. do what | say, and don't |et Esteven beyond
that screen there into the front of the ship if you value his life!"

He | et her go and turned away. Behind him Esteven had sl unped down on the
fl oor and was sobbi ng.

"I didn't nmean anything wong. | couldn't sleep. | thought it was just a book—
to read, to look at, you know...."

Gles returned to the front section of the ship, foll owed by Hem

"Hem " he said to the big arbite, "keep them back there. I've got to do sone
t hi nki ng. "

Hem nodded and stood in the doorway. Gles threw hinself down on his cot.

Now, on top of everything else, he had the puzzle of Esteven. Not for a
second did Gles believe that the entertaincorn had nerely wanted to | ook at
t he navi gati onal book. And to actually step into the private area of the
Captai n woul d have taken courage G les would have been ready to swear Esteven
di d not have.

On the other hand, what could the entertai ncom have been hoping to gain from
getting at the book? The Al benareth mathematics woul d have meant nothing to
hi mand t he navi gati onal manual woul d have no white spaces such as Goce's
antique math book had owned, on which Esteven could play at witing mnusic.

The recorder had started up with the fanmiliar Bosser and Singh in the mddle
section of the lifeship. The puzzles in Gles' mnd seemed to go up and down,
around and around, with the repetitive nelody of the nusic...

He woke suddenly to the awareness that he had dozed off. Hem was | oom ng over
his cot.

"Mara wants to talk to you. Honor, sir/' Hem said.
"Ch?" G les sat up, rubbing his eyes into the clearer vision of ful
wakef ul ness. He becanme aware that Mara was standing in the entrance through

the screen as if before an invisible barrier.

"Sit down," he told her, nmotioning to the end of his cot. "Save your
strength. We all need to save what strength we've got"

She hesitated for perhaps a second. He could not tell. Then she sat.

"You're right, of course," she said.

He smiled. It was one of the unlikely sort of things she had a habit of saying
—€ertain statenments or questions that, if they had not been said so

i nnocently, would have been inpudent. It was not up to an arbite |ike herself
to pass judgnent on the correctness of what he said. He remenbered what he

had t hought of her shortly after he had first noticed her

"Tell me, Mara," he said. "You didn't happen to grow up in the househol d of
some Adel bomfamly, did you?"

"Did I ?" She | aughed. "Far fromit. My father died when | was only three.



There were eight children in our fanmly—a conputer error gave ny parents a
permt for that many offspring, and they didn't realize it was an error unti
too late. Then, as | say, my father died, and nmy nother got speci al

perm ssion to devote all her time to bringing up her fam|ly-she even got
perm ssion to nmove ny grandmother in, to help. So I actually grew up al nost
as if I'd lived a hundred and fifty years ago, before the G een Revol ution."

He gazed at her, surprised.

"Weren't you encl assed?" he asked.

"Ch, | had to take the usual courses,"” she said. "But with a fanmily as |arge
as ours, whenever | was hone we were in an environnent of our own nmaking. A
regul ar old medieval famlytype environnent." "Yes," he said. He felt a
terrible pity for her. No wonder a girl like this could fall into the trap of

joining an organi zation |ike Black Thursday. For a second he was al npst
tenpted to warn her that Biset had identified her as a revolutionary. But the
habit of duty silenced him

"What was it you wanted to talk to nme about?" he asked.
She gl anced at the entrance to the middle section of the lifeship, but the

recorder was putting out enough sound there so that she did not have to | ower
her voice unduly to speak privately to him

"It's about Esteven," she said. "I thought you'd want to know. |'mnot a
licensed nurse, but when | was in secondary school | put in a year full tine
as a probationer in the nmedical services. | had the usual courses. There's

somet hing wong with Esteven physically. H's hands are ice-cold-here in this
thick steanmbath air of a lifeship—and his pulse is rapid and erratic."

He | ooked at her with respect.

"That's good—your noticing that and coming to tell nme about it," he said. "I
don't suppose you've got any idea what could be causing synptons |ike that?"

She shook her head.

"As | say," Mara said, "I was only a part-tine volunteer worker for a year
and back when | was hardly grown, at that."

G | es nodded.

"OfF course," he said. "Wll, it's sonething I'"'mglad to know about. "Il try
talking to Esteven hinself and see if he knows what's wong with him™"

"Not that we can do nuch about it, whatever it is," Mara said. "Here on this
alien lifeship with no nedical equipnment or drugs. | don't know what to do."

She sounded to G les' ears to be genuinely upset.

"I't's not your responsibility to do anything,"'
t he one who's responsible.”

he rem nded her gently. "I'm

"Ch yes," she said, waving one hand as if to brush that statenent aside.
"You're an Adel man and you think you ought to take everything on your own
shoul ders. But you're stuck here with a bunch of arbites; and what do you
know about arbites?"

"What do | — he began to repeat in astonishment, and checked hi nsel f, hearing



the I ong-ago echo of Paul Qca's voice saying al nost the same thing to him
The astoni shnent carried himpast what woul d have been an ordinary,
instinctive refusal to discuss such a ridiculous charge with her. "Aren't you
the arbite who told nme how all the | ower classes dreamed of a chance to go

i ndent to one of the Col ony Worl ds—

He broke off and gl anced over at the other cot in the front section of the
ship. But Hemwas not there, nor was he in viewin the niddl e section. Hem
did not spend rmuch tinme in the mddle section anyway. If he was not up front,
he was probably back harvesting the vine or collecting the fruit he would eat
hi nsel f. Nonetheless Gles |lowered his voice.

"Just the other day," he went on, "I had a long talk with Hem Hem s

m serabl e at bei ng shipped away fromthe work-mates he used to know. He'd

gi ve anything to go back t& Earth. Perhaps | know nore about arbites than you
t hi nk."

"Ch, Heml" said Mara. "It's imoral, the way poor, helpless children Iike him
are gene-controlled to grow up as hardly anything nore than ani nal s—=

"Shh!" he said, genuinely alarmed for her. "Keep your voice down, "There's..
someone aboard here m ght decide to report you."

Mara did | ower her voice, but the tone of it was still scornful
"You nmean the split?" she said. "I'mnot afraid of her!"
"Split?" he echoed.

"The Police agent," said Mara. "Biset."

He studied her, unable to believe it. "You... already know she belongs to the
Pol i ce?"

"Of course," said Mara. "Everybody on the spaceship knew it. There's al ways
one. The Wrld Police sent an agent out with every shipnent of indents. Any
arbite knows that."

"What el se do you know about her?" he asked. "I know she's likely to report
anyone she doesn't like, whether they've done anything or not. If she decides
she doesn't like ne she'll dream up some reason to report ne."

He gazed at her gravely.
"The possibility doesn't seemto worry you much," he said.

"The word is they don't pay too much attention to Police agents |ike her out
on the Col ony Wrlds when they turn in badconduct or revol utionary-talk
reports and mnor charges like that/' she answered. "They've had too many
Pol i ce agents coming out with shiprments and trying to cause trouble before

t hey' re shi pped back to Earth again."

"I think her accusation might be a little nore serious than that." Suddenly
Gles threw his sense of duty to the winds. Bisets were a dine a dozen. This
girl, with her straightforwardness and courage, was a jewel anobng the stones
of the gravel pile that was the arbite | ower class. "She m ght accuse you of
bei ng one of the Black Thursday revolutionaries.”

She | ooked at him



"Ch?" Mara said.

Wt hout warning, an invisible barrier had raised itself between them They
were no | onger two people sitting together; they were opponents facing each
other across a strip of disputed territory. Gles felt a powerful urge to
break down and do away with whatever was separating them-an urge, the
power f ul ness of which surprised him But he had no tine to exam ne the
enoti onal angle of the situation now

"She told ne so," Gles said. "I didn't really believe it."
"That's good of you. Honor, sir," said Mara. "OF course, you're right. I'm
not . "

"I didn't think so," said Gles.

But the barrier was still there, in place between them
She got to her feet.

"Thank you for telling ne, though, Adel man."

"Not at all," he said, formally, helplessly. "Thank you for telling ne bout
Esteven. "

"I wanted to help," she said. She turned and wal ked out. He |let her go. There
was a strange angui sh inside him at seeing her |leave like that. He could not
under st and what had gone wrong.

It was some hours later, when the recorder was playing loudly in the mddle
section, that he | ooked up to see Biset, this time, standing by his cot. She
spoke to himw thout preanble, in Esperanto, as soon as his eyes were on her
"Forgive ne. Honor, sir," she said, with no tone of an actual plea for
forgiveness in her voice at all, "but Tmafraid | have to speak to you. |'ve
war ned you once about the girl, Mara, and her revol uti onary connections.

must rem nd you now i hat your rank doesn't exenpt you fromthe authority of
the Police. You' ve been giving this girl a good deal nore |license than you
shoul d. "

"She cane to tell me about—= G les broke off. He had been about to tell this
worman how Mara had cone to inform himabout Esteven's possible illness, and
then it dawned on himthat he was condescending to explain hinself to her. A
cold fury erupted in him

"Cet outi" he snarl ed.

He rose to his feet on the physical inmpulse of his own rage, but by the tine
he was fully upright, Biset was gone. He felt the pounding of his own
heartbeat, marking its pulse in the big artery under his chin.

He strode back through the screen entrance into the mddle section of the
lifeship and caught a glinpse of Biset in a comer, staring at himwith

wi dened, white-encircled eyes as he went by. Mara was not there. He stopped
by the recorder Iong enough to turn it nearly to full volune with one tw st
of his fingers, then went on into the rear section. DI and Frenco were there,
and so was Mara, picking spotted fruit fromthe vine and putting it into the
converter.

"Leave us," snapped Gles to DI and Frenco. They stared at himand hurried to



| eave the rear section

He was alone with Mara. She turned to stare at him puzzledly, as he came up
to her.

"Biset," he said. Standing face to face with her, inches apart, it was just
possi bl e to make hinmsel f heard over the sound of the recorder while speaking
in a normal tone of voice. They were entirely private under the noise of the
musi c. "She came to see ne just now with the damed effrontery to suggest |
shouldn't talk to you."

Mara opened her nout h.
"Per haps— she began in the same formal tone on which they had | ast parted,

but then her face and voice changed to a tone and expressi on of concern
"Perhaps you shouldn't."

"I?" he said. "I'mGIles Ashad of Steel. Never nind that. There was sonet hing
| should have nentioned to you. | should have told you that if Biset tries to
make trouble for you—n any way—-you come to ne. | suspect she may try to

accuse you of being the one who planted the bonb that blew up the spaceliner.”
Mara stared at him

'"Tt actually was a bonmb, then?" she said. "How can she or you or anyone be
sure about that?"

"She can't," said Gles briefly. "I can. | was the one who planted it there."
Gles' teeth ground together at the nenory. "It wasn't intended to hurt
anyone, and it certainly wasn't intended to destroy the spaceliner. It was
only supposed to danage it at a particular point onits trip, so that it
woul d have to turn aside to the closest planetfall —a mining world called
20B-40—+for repairs.”

For a second she only stared at him
"Al'l those lives..." she said. Then she changed and canme forward to put her
hand on his arm "But you said you didn't nean to hurt anyone. What went

wr ong?"

H s jaw nuscl es ached. He was suddenly aware that his teeth were cl enched
together. He parted themwith an effort.

"I don't know " he said. "I suppose |like a damm fool +he damm fool | was, and
we all were—we underestinmated how rotten with age one of these Al benarethian
spacecraft are. The bul khead that ought to have contai ned the expl osion, back
there among the cargo, must have split wi de open and the fire started—you saw
it." Her grip on his armincreased. She stared up into his face.

"Why are you telling ne all this?" she said.

He | ooked at her grinmy for a nmoment.
"Perhaps,"” he said, slowy, "because | trust you. | don't know why— coul dn't
explain to anyone why. But just now | suddenly began... Suddenly | had to
tell someone, and you're the only one | could bring nyself to open ny mouth
to."

He saw her | ooking at himnow in a way no one had ever done before. It
di sturbed himand, in an odd way, nade himfeel hunble. He had never



suspected that a woman mght |look at himw th just that |ook. There were
t hi ngs he found he wanted to say to her, but a lifetime of training and
di scipline closed his throat when he tried to utter them

Clunsily, he patted the hand with which she was holding his arm and turned
away. She rel eased her fingers, letting himgo. He went back through the

m ddl e section of the lifeship, pausing for a second to turn the volume on
the recorder down to its previous level. Al the other arbites there were
staring at himand anong themwas the face of Biset.

He ignored them going on into the front section and |ying down on his cot,
on his back. Throwi ng the | oose sl eeve across his eyes, he abandoned hinsel f
to the privacy and loneliness of artificial darkness.

Tenth day—31: 22 hours

D was crying. Sitting on her cot and crying. For a while after her
experience with the Captain and the dying Engineer in the rear section of the
lifeship, having one of the other wonmen with her had conforted her. Then she
had seened to get better, and it was the presence of Frenco that soothed her
when she woke from one of her nightmares. But lately, nothing hel ped. She
cried frequently

and could not say why.

"What can | do?" Frenco asked. He was standing with Gles and Mara in the
rear section. Di had just thrust himaway fromher when he had tried to sit
down besi de her.

"I don't know' said Gles, thoughtfully, looking at the girl. "Qoviously she
needs medi cal hel p. Cbviously none of us is equipped to give it to her. Don't
bl ame yoursel f, Frenco—

"It was mmy idea to apply for indent to a Colony Wrldl" Frenco said wildly.
"My idea. The odds were a thousand to one against our getting it, and when we
did, we couldn't believe it, we were so happy. Now*

"The word | used," said Gles, "was 'don't.' Don't blame yourself. This
depression of Di's could have one of any number of causes. It could be a
result of the food, or a result of the atnosphere aboard. It could be

somet hing generic in her that would have cropped up even back on Earth. But
we'll stay with her and do what we can for her. Call me if there's any help |
can give you."

"And call ne," said Mara to the boy, "anytime | can help."

"Thank you," said Frenco. But he said it wearily, |ike someone who has worn
out hope.

"Brace up!" Gles said to him sharply. It was the same hard, sensible advice
he woul d have gi ven anot her Adel bomy but then Frenco cringed, and G les

renenbered he was speaking to an arbite. He softened his voice. "If we can
get her alive to planetfall, she'll be all right in the long run."
"Yes, sir," said Frenco. He nade an effort to put sone life back into his

wor ds and some animation into his posture.

"That's right," said Gles. "Wy don't you |l eave her to herself now? You can
see she'd rather be | eft al one—and you could use sone rest Conme up to the
front section and take ny cot for a while."



Frenco | ooked at himgratefully.

"Thank you. Honor, sir," he said. "But you're sure—you think |I can't help her
at all by being here even if she acts like she doesn't want ne?"

"I"'msure," said Gles. "Everyone else on board here will be keeping an eye
on her for you."

Frenco nodded.

"Yes," he said. "Thank you. Thank you all.... | guess | will go and |lie down
up front, just a bit."

He went out.
Gles turned his attention to Mara.
"Have you been eating?" he asked. "You look like you're | osing weight."

She gave hima waith of a smle

"We're all losing weight," she said. "I don't see how we can | ast anot her

ei ghty days to reach Bel ben, if we and the vine keep going downhill 1|ike
this."

"Yes..." Gles felt the sudden ache in his jaws that signaled he was cl anmping

his teeth together again too fiercely. The gesture was beconming a habit with
him lately. "What is it?" Mara was | ooking at him

"Something -.." He looked at Di, but Di was beyond listening—tost in the dark
ni ght of her own misery and the sound of her own weeping, added to the nusic
sounds fromthe recorder in the mddle section, that woul d keep anyone el se
from overhearing. "You know | said the plan behind nmy bonb was to turn the
spaceshi p aside to 20B-40?"

"l renenber," she said.

"There was a critical period," he said, "a maxi num nunber of ship-days during
whi ch such a change of direction would be practical. The period of days began
the day the bonb went off. I've been counting the days since. W' ve got no

| ess than six days. After that it'll be too late to change course. W m ght
as well continue on to Bel ben."

Her eyes were big. O perhaps it was just the new thinness of her face that
made t hem seem so.

"How cl ose is this 20B-40?"

"Now?" he said. "About thirty days away."

"But we could hold on another thirty days!" Mara said. 'T

don't understand—

"The Captain's refused to change course fromthe one set for Bel ben/' he
said. "There's no use ny trying to explain to you why. | don't really

understand it mnyself. Just take ny word for it that it has to do with honor
inthe way the aliens see it."



"But what's wong with hin? Certainly just honor—=

"It's not a'him'" Gles said. "That's sonething |'ve been keeping to nyself
fromthe first so as not to scare the arbites— He broke off with a short,

harsh | augh. "Do you know, |'mbeginning to forget to think of you as an
arbite? We're all getting down to a basic comon |abel of 'human animal' on
board this boat.... No, the Captain's a female. Not only that, she's
pregnant. The Engi neer was the male parent, just before he died; and it nust
have been their... mating that Di stunbled in on, back at that time she can't
remenber. "

Mara drew a deep breath.

"Ch..."she said. "The fact that the Captain is pregnant ties in sonehow wth
the matter of Al benareth honor, in taking the lifeship to its origina
destination, even though all of us—and she, too—are going to die before we
reach it."

"But if she dies, what about the—the child?"

"It won't die- It lives on her body, in sone way." Gles waved the matter
asi de. Sonehow, as with the matter of the bonb, he felt i measurably better
just from having been able to tell soneone el se about the Captain, her
pregnancy, and 20B-40. "At any rate, what it all adds up to is that |'ve got
to find some way of convincing the Captain she has to change course to 20B-40
i nside of the next six ship-days."

Mara shook her head.

"I still don't understand," she said. "Wy can't we just take over and make
t he course change ourselves? | know these aliens are awfully strong, but
there's eight of us and only one of her."

He smiled at her alittle sadly.
"Do you have any idea what changi ng course nmeans?" he asked.

"No," she said, "to be honest, | don't. It's a matter of using the controls
up front a certain way, isn't it? But didn't you have to study the Al benareth
and their ships in order to figure when the bonb needed to be set off? So
don't you know how to work their control s?"

"The controls are no problem" he said. "The problemis calculating a new
course that will bring us to 20B-40 and figuring the changes in the present
course that will put us on that new one."

"But there's Groce and his conpute,” Mara said. "G oce could help you with
any figuring you needed to do—

She broke off at the shaking of his head.
"Why not?" she asked.

"I"'msorry/' he said. "But you really don't have any conprehension of what's
involved in interstellar navigation. The mani pul ati on of the controls is
sinmple, and the mathematics of course cal cul ati on can be perfornmed by G oce's
conpute, all right. But navigation out here between the stars is a science by
itself. It calls for a mind trained in that science, and preferably one
that's already done sone navigation."



"But what about you? You're an Adel bom and |lots of them have yachts they
pil ot thensel ves between Earth and the other planetary bodi es of the Solar
System Haven't you ever done anything |like that before?"

"A few hundreds of tinmes," he said. "But interplanetary yachts |like the one
had are preprogrammed with a great deal of information that out here would
have to be worked out from scratch. The first problemin interstellar space
is to find out where you are... and it builds fromthere. No, if the course
change is going to be made, the Captain is going to have to be the one to do
it, and she's going to have to do it while she's still alert enough to manage
it. She's been getting less and | ess active, nore and nore w thdrawn and
indifferent, lately. I think fromwhat she says it's that 'new life' she

tal ks about inside her, draining the nutrients it needs from her."

Mara's jaw was at a stubborn angle.
"There nust be sonme way," she said.

"No. It has to be the Captain.... Wiy don't you get some rest, yourself, and
| eave me to work with the probl enP"

"I can watch Di. That'll |eave you free to think."

He shook his head agai n.

"Wat ching her doesn't interfere with ny thinking," he said.
She got to her feet slowy.

"Call me, though," she said, "the mnute you need help."
"Towill."

He wat ched her go through the entrance in the rear screen, into the middle
section and out of sight. There was a weariness inside himthat tenpted him
strongly to lie down, to stretch out horizontally, if only for a few mnutes,
but he knew better than to give in to it. Flat on his back, he would not be
able to resist the desire for sleep that lately seemed to be plucking at his
sl eeve nost of the tine.

He nust keep his mind alert and on the problem There was a solution to any
reasonabl e situation. The Captain's objection to the course change was
difficult only because it was involved with alien psychol ogi cal and soci al
factors. If there was only some way to give the Al benareth femal e what she
want ed, without in any way sacrificing human lives or interfering with his
own duty. .

He cane awake with a start, to the realization that soneone was standi ng
alnmost at his left el bow

He turned to | ook. It was Esteven

"Sir, sir..." Esteven's voice was hoarse. His face was gray and sweating
under the nerciless light fromthe overhead | anps.

"What is it?" demanded G| es.

"I..." The words seened to take nore effort to pronounce than Esteven had to
give them "I need help, sir. You... you will help. Honor, sir?"



"OfF course, if I can,” Gles said. "Sit down, man, before you fall down."

"No... no, thank you. Honor..." Esteven swayed. "I rmust have... It's just a
request, a small one. But necessary. Indulge ne, if you will, please,
Adel man. You know |... the Captain..."

"What are you trying to tell me?" demanded G les. "Pull yourself together
Talk plainly."

"It's just that | need... Do you. Honor, sir, have... a piece of paper... in
your wallet, maybe?"

"Paper? No, | don't even have a pad or stylo— G les broke off, |ooking at
the other man narrowWy. "This isn't that nusicwiting you keep tal king about,
isit? Wy—=

"No, sir! No, Honor, sir!" The denial was a cry from Esteven's col orl ess
lips. "I can't explain. But | have to have sone paper. Just to touch. Just to
| ook at. Pl ease, please..."

The real pain in Esteven's voice was undeni able. Instinctively, Gles began
pl ungi ng his hands into the various pockets of his shipsuit. He cane up with
various odds and ends, but nothing nade of paper. There was the warrant, of
course, but that was of incalcul able value. He nust not |et Esteven know
about it. Paper was alnost a collector's item on Earth, at |east, nowadays.
Only on the Col ony Wrlds was there nuch paper nanufactured. How Esteven
expected Gles, here on this alien lifeship, in just the clothes he stood up
in, to produce a collector's..

O course! Gles dug out his identity card case froma right trouser pocket.
Behind the card was a souvenir fol ded banknote issued sixty years before by a
smal | African country, before the | ast of the independent currencies had been
done away with in favor of the International Credit Standard. Esteven
snatched at it, but Gles pulled it back fromthe other's trembling fingers.

"Wait a minute," said Gles, sharply. "You said you just wanted to | ook at

it, to touch it."

"To feel... to hold. If | could just keep it alittle..." Esteven's mouth was
becom ng wet at the comers from escaping saliva. H's | ower jaw was naki ng
odd, chewing nmotions. Gles stared at these things, at the popping eyes and
t he strange grayness of pallor on the man's face, and suddenly the truth
junped into the

conscious area of his m nd.

"Tonky!" G les reacted instinctively, snatching the banknote back out of
Esteven's reach, and the cry fromEsteven at the | oss was proof enough. "A
tonky-chewer! |'ve heard about the drug—one of the pseudohal | uci nogens,
isn'"t it? You take it and nothing seens real after a while. So that's what's
been at you!"
"Honor, sir..." Esteven was trying to crawm over Gles, to get at the hand
with which Gles held the banknote behind him The entertaincom s chin was
wet all over now with saliva. "Please ... you don't know what it's like
Every little wong sound hurts. It hurts to nove, even...."

G les shoved the man away. It was |ike shoving away a child, Esteven seened
strengthl ess. He tunbled back fromthe cot to the floor and crouched there,
panti ng.



"Be sensible,"” said Gles, coldly, although inside himhe was noved as nuch
as he was sickened by the sight of the nman in this state. "Even if | gave you
this banknote, it'd only do you for one or two nore doses and we' ve got weeks
yet before we reach a planet where you could get nore paper. And the tonk has
to be taken with paper, doesn't it? It has to be buffered with sone cel -
lulose or else it can hit hard and kill you. How did you get started taking a
poi son like that in the first place?"

"What does an Adel man |ike you know?" Esteven al nost screaned at himfromthe
floor. "I can play thirty-two instrunents, but who wants to |isten, nowdays?
So I'man entertaincom | arrange and play noron-tapes of noron-music to
noron-arbites; and that's ny life, all the life I have. Al the life I'l

ever have—en Earth or out on the colonies. Ch, please, just give ne half of

the paper... just a scrap of it to go with the bit of tonk I've got left"
"No. "

Gles got to his feet, putting the banknote back into his pocket. "I can't
hel p you to do that sort of damage to yourself. |I won't help you. You're

going to have to face life without the drug when it runs out, so face it now"

He strode off, through the opening in the screen beside him headed for the
forward part of the lifeship, away fromthe newl i ng pl eas of Esteven. Inside
hinself, it felt as if a huge, cruel hand had just gripped his intestines and
twi sted them Everything that he had |l earned in those years of his grow ng
up, everything that he had cone to believe in, sickened at the thought of
Esteven there, groveling on the floor and pleading for a scrap of paper.

G |l es choked, al nost gaggi ng. He could not craw and whinper |ike that—o
matter what any drug, man, or alien should do to him Anything would be
preferable to such a state.

He passed through to the forward part of the lifeship and began to pace back
and forth. There was no end to problenms. Now that he knew what was wong with
Esteven, it was necessary to decide what to do to help the nman. Cbviously
Esteven was going to have to do without the drug—and, with luck, that would
break himof his dependence on it. But he woul d undoubtedly need attention
and care while he was going through his period of wthdrawal...

Gles frowned, trying to recall all he knew about the drug—one of the
illegal toxics made and circulated in the arbite social ranks. It was, it he
renmenbered rightly, a purely synthetic drug, originally devel oped as an aid
to psychiatric treatnent, before its dangerous and addictive side had been
under st ood.

It was a conpl ex, long-chain nolecule that affected the nervous system
directly, causing poisoning and death if it was not absorbed by the system
slowy. It had an affinity for carbohydrates, and any of these slowed down
its action if taken at the sane tine as a mnute quantity of the drug in its
gray, powder form Plain cellulose in the formof paper was the npst
conveni ent and nost effective carbohydrate to conpani on a dose. Tonk, taken
and chewed slowy with paper, reacted with its nol ecul es |ocking onto the

car bohydrate nol ecul es, and was absorbed by the body chem stry only very
slowy, over a matter of hours or even a couple of days. That neant that a
little of the drug must go a long way. It nust also mean that the body of an
addi ct ended up having sone trace of the drug lingering in its system nost of
the tine... and deterioration, both nental and physical, would be sw ft under

t hose conditions.



The ib fruit was high in protein and | ow in carbohydrates. Those
carbohydrates it did have were easily and quickly digestible, of little use
in slowing down the effect of tonk taken with them This explained Esteven's
attenpt on the navigation book earlier. The pages of that book were nade of
veget abl e fi ber —

A wailing sliced through his thoughts. He jerked his head up to stare through
the opening in the nearer screen

Esteven was coning toward the front of the lifeship, his nouth open with a

| ong rope of saliva pendent fromit, keening the sound G les had just heard,
over and over again, breaking off only to chew and swall ow, and wail again.
H s hands were out in front of him reaching blindly. Plainly, he neither
heard nor saw

G les- He's taken sone of the drug, Gles thought, taken it raw. Even as he
was thinking this, he was on his feet and headed

back through the middle section of the lifeship to nmeet Esteven. "I'Il help
you," he called to the drugged man. "Hold on. W

can do sonething." Staring eyes in Esteven's face glared right through him

G les reached the man, grabbed himby the shoul ders, and hurled hi m backward.
For a nonent, Esteven resisted with a strength that was unbelievable. Then he
st aggered back through the screen and against the i & fruit press. Hs
outflung left hand cl osed on the handle of the press, jerked at it, and the
rust - eaten handl e snapped off short, leaving a long length of it like a

j agged-ended club in Esteven's hand.

He cane forward again, still wailing, swinging the club with an overhand
motion. Gles dived forward, trying to get under that swi ng, but he was only
partly successful. The club gl anced off the side of his head. Still
struggling to keep his feet, he reeled sideways into a roaring red darkness
on the very edge of unconsci ousness.

Vaguel y, he was consci ous of Esteven going past him

"Book..." croaked Gles to the other humans. "The naviga' tion book! He's
after it... stop him"

H s head was clearing now But he saw the arbites of the nmiddle section
maki ng no effort to stop Esteven. Instead they were scranbling out of his
path, trying to stay as far away fromhimas possible. Gles got his

hal f -stunbl i ng body under control and |urched after the nadnan.

Hem appeared in the opening of the first screen. Esteven swung the club
agai n, and Hem nade a heavy, grunting noise, as the netal |ength thudded

agai nst his right upper arm knocking himaside. Beyond Hem and in front of
the book on its jewel bright stand appeared the tall, |ean, dark figure of the
Capt ai n.

"No, Esteven!" cried Gles, plunging forward. But he could not catch up with
the man before Esteven reached the alien figure barring his way. Athird tine
Esteven struck with the club

There was no roomto dodge. A human coul d not have escaped being struck. But
t he Captain swayed, bending her body in a sudden and gracefully serpentine
arc to one side, so that the club whistled by, nissing her by inches. At the
same time her right hand shot forward, not clutching, but striking, the three
long fingers clustered together to forma solid-ended rod that drove into



Esteven's chest. The force of the bl ow knocked the human backward, off his
feet. He dropped the club and lay for a second, apparently fighting for
breath. Then he managed anot her choked wail and scranbled to his feet.

Qovi ously, he had been hurt, at |east the breath knocked out of himand
possi bly ribs were broken; but under the influence of the drug he was stil
nmovi ng. He lurched once nore blindly toward the navigation book

The Captain was waiting for him But before he could reach the alien, who
still stood barring the way, G les caught up with himfrom behind, caught him
around the body, and hurled himoff his feet The Captain stepped forward, but
now it was G les who barred the way.

"No!" shouted Gles, in Basic. He switched to Al benareth. "I forbid it! He
doesn't know what he's doing!"

"This time | end him" said the Captain. She faced G les and her powerful
club of fingers were ained at himnow "I gave you ewarning,."

Esteven was starting to scranble up fromthe floor, but now Hem was | oomni ng
over him Hemraised his left arm the heavy fist at the end of it balled
into a rocklike shape ained to descend on the nape of Esteven's neck

"Don't kill himl" Gles shouted at Hem

The blow fromthe big arbite was already started. Sonehow, he managed to turn
it slightly off target. It hit high on the back of Esteven*s head, instead of
in the vul nerabl e spinal area.

G les turned back to the Captain, just as she started to brush hi m aside.
"No? Wait. Think. You are nore powerful than any one of us, but what of al
of us, together? If you have no fear for yourself, what of the newlife you

carry in you? WIIl you risk what all of us together m ght be able to do to
it?"

The Captain checked herself, inhumanly, in md-notion, and was suddenly as

still as if she had never intended to nove.

"J know his sickness now," said Gles, swiftly. "I did not before. Now | can
guarantee he will not come forward in the lifeship or threaten to touch your
book. "

Still, the Captain did not nove. The adrenaline that had kept Gles on his

feet since he had been hit on the head by the netal handl e was beginning to
die within him He felt consciousness seeping out of him

"Believe ne!" he said, urgently. "It is one or the other. I will not let you
kill one of my people!"

For a second Esteven's life, and perhaps the lives of all the rest of them
hung bal anced. G les forced hinmself to stand upright, to stare into the
Captain's dark, unreadable eyes. Wthin he prayed that the Al benareth woul d
not realize how badly Gles, hinmself, was hurt, how Hem was one-armed now,
how t he other arbites would be like rabbits facing a wolf wi thout Hem or

hi nsel f to spearhead an attack

"Very well," said the Captain, stepping back. "This last time | give you the
life of this one. No nore."

She turned and went in behind her screen, disappearing. Gles turned,
fainting, to find hinself caught by half a dozen hands, Mara's and Biset's



anong t hem
Il Fifteenth day—6:19 hours
"Feeling any better?" Mara asked.

"l suppose so," said Gles—then reproved hinmself silently for giving such a

grudgi ng answer. "Nonsense. |I'ma lot better. Fine,
in fact."
"Not fine," said Mara, |ooking at himkeenly. "I know better than that. But

you're going to live, anyway."
"Live? O course I'Il live. Way wouldn't 1?" he said stiffly.

"Because you probably had a concussion," she said. "Wen netal and bone cone
together, it isn't the netal that gives."

"Well, never mnd that." said Gles. He touched his hand to his bandaged
head, pleased in spite of himself by the fact soneone cared how he felt. "I
have to admt things have been kind of hazy of late. How long was I..."

He funbled for a suitable word.

"How | ong have you been |like this?" she said. "Five days."

"Five days?" He stared at her. "Not five days?"

"Five," she said, grimy

He was beginning to feel the effort of talking. He lay still for a second,
whi |l e she did sonething or other down near the foot of the cot he was |ying
on.

"This isn't ny cot!" he said suddenly, trying to sit up. She pushed hi m back
down. He was in the rear section of the lifeship. "Rest," she said. "Lie
still. We brought you in here because we didn't want the Captain to see how
hel pl ess you were."

"Good," he said, staring at the lights overhead. "That was w se."
"Sensible."

"Al'l right —sensible." He began to renenber things. "How s Henf"

"Al'l right," she said.

"H's armwasn't broken? |I was afraid."”

"No. Just bruised. He's got bones like a horse."

Gles sighed with relief.

"Esteven—

"Two broken ribs, | think. W had to tie himup for a day or two, while he
went through withdrawal fromthe drug," Mara said. She cane up near the head

of his cot and handed hi m what seened to be a snall plastic envelope with a
few t abl espoonful s of gray powder in it. "This is what's left of his tank. W



t hought you'd want to be the one to keep it."

He took the envelope in a hand that required a surprising anount of energy
for himto lift, and tucked the drug remmant away into a chest pocket of his
shi psui t.

"You had to tie himup?" Gles asked. "But how is he now?"

"Quiet," she said. "Too quiet. W have to watch himall the time. He's tried
to kill himself several times. They go into that sort of depression during
wi t hdrawal after the pains quit, Biset says. She's seen other cases of
addicts arrested by the police and having to quit cold, like this. The
depression can |l ast for weeks. She also said we'd all be better off if he
killed hinself."

G | es shook his head, feebly.
"Poor lad," he said.

"He's not a 'lad" and he's not 'poor'!" said Mara sharply. "He's a very
unhappy, maybe psychotic, full-grown nman, who indul ged hinself in drugs and
nearly got us all killed."

He stared up at her, puzzled.
"I had the wong choice of words, | guess," he said. "But | don't understand—
"No," she said. "That's your trouble. You don't understandl"

She turned and went off. He had an inpulse to rise fromthe cot and foll ow
her, to make her explain herself. But the first attenpt to sit up made his
head swm He |lay back, furious at his own hel pl essness, but hel pl ess none
the | ess.

He fell asleep. Later, he woke when it was evidently a sleep period for the
rest of them The recorder was turned down to a nurnur, and there was no
noi se of human voices talking in the background. He felt much nore

cl ear- headed and confortabl e.

He | ooked around him He was alone in the rear section of the lifeship. It
was as it had been. Even the broken handle to the press was wel ded back into
pl ace. He wondered what had been used for this. Only DI and Frenco were not
to be seen—they nust have noved into one of the other sections. The thought
that they m ght have noved out of consideration for himwas oddly touching.
Curious. Before he had left Earth on this nission, he would have sinply taken
it for granted that any arbites would nove el sewhere to give him space to

hi nmsel f.

Paul Cca had been right -he had not understood arbites at all. At |east, he
had not understood them anywhere near as well as he understood them now,
after living with a handful of themin these close quarters for fifteen days.
On the other hand, Mara had just finished telling himhe didn't understand,
and no doubt —he grinned wyly in the enptiness of the rear section of the
lifeship—that was true also.

But all such matters of understandi ng were beside the point. He had probably
been a fool to risk his nmission and his life by trying to save Esteven from
the Captain. But at |east he knew enough about hinself nowto realize that he
was sel f-condemmed to such foolishness in certain areas of behavior. It was
strange... Mara had objected to his calling Esteven a "lad." He had used the
word unt hi nki ngly as any Adel bom m ght use it in such a situation. But of



course Mara was right: Esteven was not a lad, although it was part of Adel bom
attitude to think of the arbites as sinpler, childlike individuals, linmted

by birth and training. Curiously, at the nonment, he found hinmsel f wondering

if exactly the opposite was not true. The arbites aboard were anything but
simple, non-mature people. In fact, with the possible exception of Di and Hem—
and possibly not even them conme to think of it—they were not nmerely adults,
but hardened adults, scarred and twi sted by the lives they had led, to the
poi nt of having or lacking certain traits of character

He, on the other hand... perhaps he was the i mmature specinmen. Life had not
operated upon himto make hi mwhat he was. Wiat he was in character and
reacti ons had been a suit of arnmor ready-nmade and waiting for himto put it
on at so young an age that he had no real judgnment about its worth. Since
then, he had worn it unthinkingly. It was not until this trip off-Earth, with
its mssion, its burning spaceship, its lifeship, and its handful of

shi pwr ecked arbites, that he had begun to feel differently about nmany things,
and change inside his arnmor. Wat he had felt and the changes he had
experienced had left himadrift for the first tinme, at a | oss to understand
the rights and wongs of natters he had al ways taken for granted.

He felt lost, now, and weak. There was a strange unhappi ness in himhe could
not identify. As if he was lacking in sonething... sonething necessary. For a
second he entertained the thought that it mght be a sinple physical thing he
was feeling, the natural aftermath of the concussion fromthe bl ow on the
head. But that seemed hardly likely...

He shoved that whol e question aside. There was sonething nore inportant to
thi nk about. If he had been out of matters for as long as five days, it was
only a matter of hours now until the lifeship would pass the point where
changi ng course from Bel ben to nake an earlier arrival at 20B-40 woul d be
possi bl e. They had reached the point where the Captain nmust make the change—
wi t hout any nore delay—and, for the first time, Gles felt he had found a way
of convincing her to do it.

Now was an ideal tine to talk to the Captain, with all the others asleep. A
trifle gingerly, half expecting any sudden nove- nent to wake the sw mm ng
head he had felt earlier when he tried to sit up, Gles lifted hinmself first
to a sitting position on the edge of the bed, then slowy got to his feet.
But his head stayed clear. He was conscious of a feeling of delicacy, as if
he was made of gl ass above the shoulders and m ght shatter if jarred too
abruptly, but other than that he felt as good as ever

He wal ked slowy and carefully through the pair of screens and up to the
front of the ship. As he went, he examined the ib vine he passed. The dead

| eaves were many now, and only an occasional unspotted fruit showed anong the
nmere handful that seened to be ripening. Wien he got to the front section
where his own cot was, he saw the tank that collected and held the juice from
the ib fruit. It was now wel ded against the hull in a new position, just back
of the Captain's screen. Only the Al benareth, herself, could have done that.
G les had not even been aware that there were tools aboard capabl e of
renoving and rewel ding the tank in this new position

He went around the screen that hid the Captain's control area. The alien sat
as he had seen her last, in the furthest of the two command chairs. Her eyes
were closed and she did not nmove, even when he cane up agai nst the other
command chair with his knees and the chair rattled.

"Captain," said Gles, in Al benareth.

There was no response. The long, dark figure did not stir.



"Rayumung," said Gles, "I nmust talk with you. W have reached a nonent of
deci si on”

There was still no reaction fromthe Captain.

"I'f you do not wish to discuss this matter with me, | wll act wthout
di scussion,” said G| es.

Slowy, the round, dark eyes opened. Slowy, the head swiveled to face him

"You will not act in any way, Adelnman." The buzzing alien voice was as
expressionl ess as ever, but now there was sonething distant about it, as if
the Captain spoke to himfroma long way off. "I amnot yet helpless to
control what is done on this lifeship." "No," said Gles. "But each day you
give nmore of your strength to the new life inside you. | believe you are

weakeni ng faster than we, who | ose strength only because we | ack adequate
food and drink."

"No," said the Captain. "My strength is greater and will remain greater."
"I will accept that if you say so," said Gles. "It does not matter. All that
matters is that very shortly it will be too late to alter course to 20B-40."

The dark eyes regarded hi mwi thout nmoving for a | ong nonent.
"How do you know this?" the Captain asked.

"I know," said Gles. "That is all that is inportant. It is even possible
that | could change our course for 20B-40 nysel f =

"No," said the Captain. For the first time Gles thought he heard a faint
trace of enmotion in the Captain's voice. "That is alie you tell ne. A
foolish lie. You are helpless here in space like all your race.”

"Not all our race" said Gles. "Sone of us know how to gui de ships between
the stars. But you interrupted me. | was about to say that whether | could
change the course for 20B-40 or not, | would not, for | respect such

deci sions as belonging to the officer in charge of any vessel in space.”
"Then respect the course which takes us now to Bel ben."

"I cannot," said Gles. "As you have a responsibility to the single life you
carry, | have a responsibility to the seven other human |ives aboard."

"The lives of slaves," said the Captain, "are of no value."
"They are not slaves."
"As | count, they are slaves, and worthl ess."

"As | count, they are nmen and women. They nust survive. To ensure that they
survive, | amready to give the Captain what she wants."

"You?" The alien gaze did not nmove from G les' face. "You cannot give nme back

my honor." "Yes," said Gles, "I can. | can identify for you the one who
destroyed your spaceship. | can deliver that individual into your hands"
"You..." The Captain surged up fromher seat. "You know who did it!"



"Touch me— said Gles, swiftly, for the long, thin hands were al nost at his
throat, "touch me and | give you ny pronise, which is nmy contract, that you
will never know "

The Captain dropped back into her chair.

"Tell me," she said. "For the honor of all those who worked ny ship with ne,
for the honor of that which I carry within ne—tell e, Adel man!"

"I will tell you," said Gles. "I will place the individual | name in your
hands, and your hands alone, to do with as you will —ence all the humans
aboard here are safely down on 20B- 40:'

"You woul d have me change course fromthat destination marked out by honor

and duty!" said the Captain. "You would hold back information until | have

| ost all hope of buying credit of honor for the unborn last of nmy line, unti
you are | anded anong ot her humans who will protect you, no matter what. You
will cheat me, human!"

The [ ast words cane out on a high note that was al nbst a cry.

"I will nanme and give you that individual | speak of free frominterference
to do with as you will," said Gles steadily. "That is ny promi se, ny word
and ny contract. Your people have done business with the Adel bom for sone
generations. Captain Rayumung. Wen did ever an Adel born cheat one of you?"

"It is true," said the Captain, |ooking into the front viewscreen before her
as if she hoped to find sone support and assurance there. "The word of such
as you has al ways been good, in ny know edge."

She stopped speaking. Gles waited. There was no sound, in the small area
behi nd the screen guarding the control consoles and the command chairs, but
the sound of Gles' own breathing. Finally, the Captain stirred. "I nust take
you at your word," said the Captain at last, once nore speaking in that

di stant voice in which she had first answered Gles. "If | did not, and you
wer e honest, | would have conmpounded the di shonor now upon ne and mine, by
passi ng by an opportunity to regain the honor | have |lost."

G les breathed out, softly. He had not realized that he had been inhaling and
exhaling so shall oW y—ere cupfuls of air fromthe upper part of his chest as
he waited for the Captain to decide. She turned her head back to | ook at him
NOW.

"I will make the first course change now, the second course change later,"
she said. "The angle is not such that a single change is indicated. After
I've made the first change we nust stay twelve hours on that course before
the second and final correction can be nade."

Si xt eenth day—7: 09 hours

"I don't want»" said Gles, "any of you to think the situation isn't stil
serious, because it is. W' ve got twenty-seven days yet, mnimm to survive
on board this lifeship; and the ib vine, as you know, has been putting out
less and less fruit, for reasons the Captain doesn't understand any nore than
we do. Something seems to be poisoning it. I'mnot sure but what the Captain
thinks that it's us—we humans—that are the poi sonous el enment. But the
important thing is we're racing a situation with less and less fruit. Now, we
can do with a mninumof food for twenty-seven days if we have to—but that
fruit juice is our only source of water. So keep that thought in your m nds
and try to get used to using as little liquid as possible.”



G les had gathered the arbites, even including Esteven, who was by now
somewhat recovered, into the mddle section of the lifeship to brief them He
had just finished telling themthe truth about the Captain's sex and nuch of
what had gone on between the Captain and hinself in his efforts to get the
course of the ship changed to 20B-40. They had |istened in silence, except
for a general nurnur of excitenent when he had expl ained that they m ght be
getting to planetfall earlier than had been expected. But generally, they had
reacted | ess than he had expected.

He was being forced to the conclusion that they had never really appreciated
t he danger of the situation they were in. If not, perhaps they did not
understand, now. It was a thought that gnawed at G les as he | ooked about at
t hem

"You' ve followed what | said, have you?" he demanded sharply, | ooking around
at themall. "You realize what we're up against? It's going to be a real test
of will power and physical determ nation to survive. You' ve got to keep your
spirits up and your exertions down. Now, you understand that, and the
seriousness of the situation, even with this course change?"

There was a pause and then a mld murmur of agreenent fromthem interrupted
by a small, but curious noise fromthe front of the lifeship, where the
Captai n was out of sight behind the control-area screen. It had been a sound
al nost |ike that of an Al benareth clearing her throat—-alnost as if the
Captain had been listening to himfromthe bow, and now was politely
signaling her desire to say sonething.

Gles |looked toward the front. So did all the rest, but the noise was not
r epeat ed.

"What was that?" asked Mara.

"I don't know," Gles said. "It's about tinme for the Captain to be making the
second course change to put us on target for 20B- 40. Perhaps sonething' s
come up...."

He got to his feet.

"Stay here," he said to them and went forward.

He reached the edge of the screen and stepped around it. The Al benareth
navi gati on book had been rotated upon its stand so that its pages faced the
cl osest command chair. In that chair the Captain sat, arms on the arm
supports, back stiffly upright against the back of the chair, and her eyes
cl osed.

"Captai n Rayunmung?" said Gles in Al benareth. "Is there sonething of
consequence—somne probl en?"

There was no answer fromthe alien figure. No novenent, no response of any
ki nd.

"What is it. Captain? Wiat's wong?" G| es denanded.

There was still no answer. The Captain's nouth was slightly open, her
breathing light, and her body utterly motionless. Gles reached out and
gently lifted one of the dark eyelids. Beneath, the pupil of that eye was
rolled up out of sight.



"What is it?" He heard the voice of Mara at his el bow, and turned. Agai nst
his order, they had all followed himforward and they stood now in

sem circle, gazing at the Captain.

"She's unconscious," Gles answered. "I don't know why. Look at her, Mara
See if you can find any reason."

Mara pushed past himand felt for a pulse in the Captain's long wist. After
a nonent, she abandoned that effort and lifted an eyelid as G les had done.
Then she ran her hands over the Captain's body, feeling here and there, unti
her fingers came to rest at last at the back of the Al benareth's neck, just
bel ow t he bone of the round skull

"I"'ve found it," Mara said. "A pul se. Has anyone got a chrono? No? G oce
can't you give ne a second count, sonehow, out of the compute of yours?"

"OfF course," said Goce. He punched controls on the conmpute and began
counting out |oud as he watched its display screen. "One... two... three..."

Mara let himcount to thirty before she let go of the Captain's neck.

"Al'l right," she said. "You can stop. Adel man— She turned to Gles. "She's
alive. But | can hardly believe it. Her heartbeat's only about sixteen counts
per minute. Do you know if their pulses are naturally that much sl ower than
ours?"

Gl es shook his head. "I don't know. But | doubt they can be that slow They
don't live any longer than we do, and they're warnbl ooded and just as active.
Heartbeats that |low froma normal resting pulse rate of around seventy, as in
humans..." He searched his nenory but couldn't come up with any exact
conparisons. "At any rate, it sounds like the Captain's in a coma—er a state
of hibernation, or sonething |ike that."

It was Biset who put into words the question that was in all their m nds.

"Did the second change in course get made before she fol ded up?" Biset asked.
"What do you think, Honor, sir?" "I profoundly hope so," said Gles.

He | ooked around the control board, but to his human eye it held no
i nformation that woul d answer Biset's question

'"TH study these control consoles,” he said, "and see what | can figure out.
There's no reason for us to assume the worst until we know for sure. The
Captain particularly wanted to— He checked hinself. He had not told the
arbites, of course, of his offer to give up the one responsible for the bonb,
once the lifeship nmade planetfall on the mning world. "She had her own
strong reasons for wanting to get to 20B*O. This coma, or whatever it is, may
be a natural state with Al benareth, at a certain period, when one of themis
carryi ng young. She woul d have known t he coll apse was comi ng and rmade sure
she made the second course correction before letting herself fold up |like
this."

"And if she couldn't help it?" Mara asked.
"I"'msure she could,” Gles said, stiffly. "Find a cot for her and put her on
it. Go on!" he snapped at them angered by their hesitation. "She won't

poi son you if you touch her."

CGoaded by his voice, Hem Goce, Mara, and Biset picked up the linp alien
body and carried it away. G les went back to exam ning the control area.



I gnoring the fact that he did not understand much of the instrumentation, he
exam ned what there was to examine, itemby item It was all alien, but none
of it was totally unfamliar. Many of the itenms were counterparts of what he
had seen in the control area of his own and ot her space yachts; other

i nstruments were understandable in terms of his Iimted know edge concerning
interstellar navigation. Still others—ike the viewscreen—were obvious
appurtenances for this kind of craft. Regardl ess of how fam liar each item
was, however, he gave it the same minute exam nation as if he had never seen
anything resenbling it before.

He drew a bl ank

Not only was there no sign of anything gone am ss—there was no cl ear evidence
whet her the Captain had nade the second course change or not before | apsing
into her present state of unconsci ousness. He was about to turn away and gi ve
up for the monent while he attacked the problem fromthe angle of pure

specul ation and rationalization, when the navigati on book caught his eye.

If he could only understand the information contained in it, he thought, he
could probably zero in on the answers he needed. It was inpossible for him
actually to understand it, of course—not nerely because of the alien

mat hemati cs involved, but fromthe viewpoint of the whol e system of

navi gati on of which it was a part. But he glanced at the pages of the book
anyway. Each page was a doubl e colum of short |ines of what could best be
descri bed as squiggl es—the sort of apparently neani ngl ess marks that Arabic
seens to be to untutored Western eyes.

Then he saw the raw edge of torn paper between the two open pages in the
spread spine of the book

He stopped and bent his head to | ook nore closely.

There was no doubt of it. A page had been torn out of the book. Wiy would the
Capt ai n—

Est even!

"Esteven'." roared Gles. "Cone up here!"

There was a nonent, and then Esteven appeared, pressed al ong—hustled al ong
woul d perhaps be a better term G les thought by the others. Gles let them
crowmd the man up to him then he turned and pointed at the book

"Est even— he began

Esteven burst into tears, falling on his knees. He clutched Gles around the
knees and clung to him He was obviously trying to explain hinself, but the
expl osion of his enotion made hi minpossi bl e to understand.

Gl es | ooked out over Esteven's head, at the others.

"I called for Esteven/' he said. "Did | ask for the rest of

you?"

Enbarrassed, they backed off and di sappeared through the opening in the Erst
screen. He kept staring after themuntil they were all hidden fromhis gaze,

then he reached down and lifted Esteven to his feet. "Now tell ne," he
whi spered. "Wen did you tear a page out of this book? Wiile | was



unconsci ous?"

"No... no..." sobbed Esteven. "It was before... |long before. Back before the
pru... the Captain caught ne the first tinme. Believe ne..." Esteven grasped
Gles'" armfrantically. "I"'mnot lying. | wuldn't lie to you. You saved ny
life three tines. First by not letting the Captain kill ne the two tines she
was going to, and then by hel ping me kick the tonk. | never believed anyone
cared whether | lived or died. But you cared—and you didn't even know ne,
except that | was on this l[ifeship with you. 1'd do anything for you. Believe

me—+ only took one page, a long tinme ago. Just one page..."

"Al'l right," said Gles, enbarrassed by the man's naked di splay of enotion
but moved by him nonetheless. "I believe you. Now, go back with the others,
and don't tell themwhat | talked to you about. Don't tell themyou ever took
a page. Understand?"

"Thanks... thank you, Honor, sir." Esteven backed away, turned, and went.

G les turned back to the book. There was a cold feeling in him He thunbed
t hrough the pages preceding and follow ng the one that had been torn out,
trying to see if he could find any marks that could represent page nunbers.
There were no such marks, but in spite of that, his suspicion grew and grew
until they were so close to certainty that he was half prepared when Mara
spoke unexpectedly behind him

"So that's why the Captain collapsed,"” Mara said, quietly, as if the

i nformation was not a matter of life or death, but only something out of
whi ch casual conversation was nmade. "She turned to the page needed to nake
t he second course correction and found that Esteven had already eaten it."

He turned sharply.
"Don't assune— he began, but she cut himoff. For such a small girl, it was
wonder ful how she al ways appeared to be able to neet his eye on a dead | evel.

"We're not fools or innocents, Adelman/' she said. "Please don't try to treat
us as if we were." He | ooked at her soberly.

"Al'l right," he said. "You're very probably right. Esteven stole and used a
page fromthis navigati on book sometine before the Captain ever suspected
him And it may be that the page he took and ingested was the specific page
that the Captain needed to make the second course change."

"Whi ch neans,"” she said, "that the second course change was never nade; and,
far from bei ng headed for 20B-40, we aren't even headed for Bel ben. W're
headed for nowhere."

"Yes," he said. "I think that's likely."

He stared at her.

"You take the news very well," he said. "In fact, Mara, you amaze ne. You're
standing up to nost of the disasters of this voyage better than any of the
arbite nen aboard. The only one who conmes close to you in that way is Biset —
and she's a woman, too."

"Worren, ' * Mara said, "have al ways been the stronger sex, Adel man. Hadn't you
heard t hat ?"

"Yes, of course," he said. "But you' re— He caught hinmself up short, but she



finished the thought out loud for him

"We're arbite women?" she said. "That doesn't make it less likely—t makes it
nore. Wien the nen of an oppressed group are beaten down, that tends to nake
t he wonen stronger, not weaker. Necessity makes them stronger."

He nodded, slowy.

"Sometine, when this is all over," he said, "perhaps we can argue about that.
But right now and here neither one of us ought to be wasting strength on
argunent . "

"What are we saving our strength for?"

"For..." He smled, as grinmly as she had sniled at hi mon occasion, "Mara,
you may have given up. | haven't."

Her manner softened suddenly.

"Good," she said. "I knew you wouldn't. Then you actually will take over the
piloting, and make the second course change to get us to 20B-40?"

"Take over the piloting?" Her casual assunption that he coul d, al nost took

his breath away. "I've tried to explain how that isn't possible.”
"What else is there to do?" she asked. "If you haven't given up it's because
you still think we can get to 20B-40. And if we're going to get there, who

el se is going to manage it?"

He | aughed. It was a laugh so full of irony that it surprised even him
VWhet her it surprised Mara, he could not tell. He swng back around to | ook
once nore at the alien controls.

"Al'l right!" he said. "Leave ne alone for a while. Leave nme alone here to
study things; and if there's a nmracle capable of being worked, I'Il try it!"

Twent i et h day—20: 45 hours

"Al'l right, Goce," said Gles. "I want you to sit there and listen to ne.
And | nean listen. If you don't understand what | nean, tell me. Interrupt
what ever |'msaying and tell me right away. This isn't a situation where you
can—

He checked hinsel f, as he had cone to do so much lately. He had been about to
warn Groce that this was not the kind of work situati on encountered on Earth
where it was safe to pretend understandi ng when understandi ng was actual ly
not there. Now, sone new sensitivity stopped him

"This isn't," repeated Gles, "a situation where we can take the chance that
you and | don't understand each other. You follow ne

on that?"

Groce nodded. The man's face was hardly different of expression than Gles
had ever seen it, but Gles felt a sense of excitement rising alnost |ike
steamfromthe small body in the command chair next to his.

"Al'l right," said Gles. "Now, | do know the broad outlines of what needs to
be done. First, we have to establish where we are-what our position is as a
nmovi ng point along the line of our course. Then we have to establish the



position of the destination we want-—-again as a noving point along the |Iine of
its course—and fromthis work out the direction and angl e of change we want
in our present course to take it toward that destination."

To his surprise, G oce nodded.
"Sounds sinple," said the arbite.

"That's probably because I'mmaking it sound sinple/' said Gles, "so | can
explain it. The fact is that it isn't that sinple at all. For the Captain it
was. She took observations with the equi pnrent here, or a figure from her

book, to locate her ultinate destination, then referred to the book in other
ways | don't know anything about, in order to translate that information into
headi ng and correction factors. | can make observations with the equi prent -+
can do that nuch. | can also set a heading and correction factor into the
drive control. But the gap lies in what the book would have told the Captain.
How do | derive correction figures fromthe position figures | getfcy
observati on?"

"Why the correction?" G oce asked.

"Because this lifeship's powered by a warp drive, like the Al benareth
spaceship was," Gles said. "You can't feel it, but about once every el even
mnutes the drive is kicking us into warp space and back out again. W cover

i mense di stances of normal space every nillisecond that we're in warp, but
we don't keep noving there nore than a few nilliseconds because in warp our
nmotion's got only an eighty percent possibility of being correct You
understand? W're going in the right direction only about eighty percent of
the tine. G ven the proper correction factor, the lifeship's conputer would
keep recal cul ati ng our path back on target for our destination and putting us
back on target for our destination. But even with this, if you could see us
fromthe outside, it'd | ook Iike we were wobbling through space in a very
erratic manner. Unless we can establish a correction factor, we'll have to
stop and recal cul ate our position by hand, every tinme we go in and out of warp
—several hundred tines every ship-day—dntil we're inside the solar system of
our destination planet, and it'll take us a thousand years to get there—a

t housand years we haven't got."

Groce shook his head with continued and determ ned optim sm "This conpute of
m ne, and ne," he said, "can give you any constant you need, if |'ve got the
rest of the elenments of the problem How do we start?"

"We start," said Gles, grimy, "by ny trying to apply interplanetary

navi gation to interstellar space. Basically, what we're up against is a
problemin solid geonmetry, only with noving instead of

fixed points...."

He continued explaining. It was a curious situation. Essentially, before they
could get to grips with their problem they had to educate each other. G oce,
Gl es found, was nunber-m nded

rat her than space-m nded.

Gles had to search and struggle for ways of presenting the

problemto Goce in math ternms the arbite could understand and

use.



"Look," said Gles, "visualize cutting a triangle out of cardboard, or
somet hing of that nature, and holding two points of it

with thumb and finger."

He held up his thunb and niddle finger to illustrate. G oce

nodded, frowni ng.

"The point +he angle— went on Gles, "that you aren't

touching is free to rotate in a circle. You understand?"

Groce nodded. "All right," said Gles. "Assune the tw angles your fingers

are touching represent known positions. Then your position—the angle you
aren't touching—ies sonewhere on that circle; and to pin it down to an exact
| ocation, you take a third known point and neasure the angl e between it and
either of the first two."

"Ahl" said Croce, his face lighting. His fingers danced over the keys of his
conpute, in self-congratulation at his own understanding, as a nusician m ght
play his instrument in a |like situation.

"The first three points,"” went on Gles, "need to be unique in

appear ance, outside the galaxy, and a confortable distance fromthe galactic
pl ane—you remenber my explaining to you what the

gal actic plane was?" "Yes," said Goce. "All right, then. Three such suitable
points m ght be S. Doradus, the nucleus of the Andromeda gal axy, and the

nucl eus of the Whirl pool nebula—that's Mbl in Canes Venatici."

"I don't—= Goce began.

"That's right," said Gles. "You don't know anythi ng about these nanes |I'm
mentioning. Don't let it bother you. The point is that they' re outside the
gal axy, out of the galactic plane, and recogni zabl e from anywhere in our
gal axy. What | want you to understand is how we use themto determ ne our
position."

"I understand that," said Goce, vigorously. "Of course. It's just geonetry,
in three dinensions, |like you said."

"Good," said Gles. "Then I'll go on. Now, using those reference points |
just nentioned will just give us a general location in our galaxy, so genera
it very nearly includes the Solar System Earth, Bel ben, and 20B-40 all at
once. In practice, after getting our general position with these points from
out side the gal axy, we'd have to consult star charts and pick three bright,
known stars closer to us and refigure to get a nore precise |location. But, as
it happens in this case, we don't need to do that. | studied the stellar

nei ghbor hood of our original route to Belben and |I know roughly where we are
in a general area."”

Groce nodded. It did not occur to him evidently, to ask why Gl es should
have gone to the trouble of studying the star maps and ot her necessary space
navi gational material.

"I al so know the position of 20B-40, in reference to the area of space it
i nhabits, and the larger stars of its neighborhood,” Gles went on. "So the



only thing we need to discover is our own position right now, as precisely as
possi ble, and the angle fromthat to 20B-40. W' ve only nade the single
course change at the captain's hands since we left the original route to

Bel ben, and I'mbetting that this involved a single phase shift. Consequently
we shouldn't be nore than one phase shift off our original line of travel and
still in a stellar neighborhood where |I can recogni ze the | arger stars and
other light sources visible in the screen there—=

He poi nted.
"In fact," he said, "I do recognize them So calculating our present position
shoul d be relatively sinple. | can use the control section of this lifeship

wel | enough to take angle readings on the three stars |'ve pointed out; and
that gives us our location, fromwhich we can figure the angle from our
present direction or novement to 20B-40. Then we're ready to nake a
correctional phase shift."

"What about what you tal ked about earlier?" asked Groce. "Everything so far
you've nmentioned is sinple. | could run the calcul ati ons on sonething |ike
that in nmy sleep. But what about that correctional factor you nentioned?
Didn't you say we had only an ei ghty percent chance of moving correctly

t hrough warp space even after we shift the lifeship on a correct course?"

"That's it," said Gles. He sat back with a heavy exhal ation of breath
"That's the real problem The correction factor represents a tendency for the
vessel to drift in warp space. The drift is different with every vessel and
each separate course it takes. The Captain got it from her book. Sonmehow
we've got to work it out for ourselves—that particul ar adjustnent figure that
applies to this lifeship and the unique course that exists fromwhere we are
at this monent to our destination of 20B-40." "How?" G| es sighed again.

"The only way | can think of," he said. "W've got to cal cul ate our course
then shift and recal cul ate our new position, to see how far off we are when
we cone out of shift. We keep that up, shift after shift, until we accumnul ate
enough data on the error per shift to guess at a constant correction factor
In other words, something that the lifeship would do automatically, every few
m nutes or so, we're going to have to do by hand over and over again, unti

we | eam enough to estimate a correction factor." G oce scratched his head.
"Well, Honor, sir," he said, "we mght as well get started,

suppose. "

They got started. Theoretically, Gles had told hinmself, it was just a nmatter
of doing the necessary work, sticking to it until enough data could be
accunul ated. Sooner or later they would have it done. Then would cone the
unsure part —+the guessing at a correction factor and, with it, worry. But up
until that point things, he had imgi ned, should go with fair snoothness.

But they did not. For one thing, the ib vine had been becom ng steadily |ess
productive all the while, and this was now becom ng a factor that influenced
everyone aboar d-

The tiny food ration per person that the vine produced seemed adequate; no
one had any real appetite. But the anobunt of juice the pulp produced was now
noticeably | ess than what they all would have preferred, even those who at
first had found the juice sickly sweet and unsatisfying. Thirst ruled
everything. There were always at |east three or four of them awake at al

ti mes now, keeping a jealous watch on the fruit picked and on the juice
container. Their skins were tight and shiny, their nmouths always dry. They

| ooked at one another w th suspicion



To conplicate matters, there was the Captain, still lying on the cot where
they had put her, breathing so slowmy it was hard to tell if she breathed at
all, neither alive nor dead—but able to swallow automatically the daily
ration of juice Gles insisted be given the alien along with everyone el se.
Mutteri ngs about the waste of that ration of juice rose anong the others and
finally forced Gles to |l eave his calculations and face themall down.

"But why?" Di wailed. "She's not even human. And she's the one who got us in
this fix! Anyway, she's probably already as good as dead—

"She's alivel"” snapped Gles. His ow thirst had brought himclose to the end
of his tight-leashed tenper. "If we refused an Al benareth care in a situation
like this it'll give the Al benareth an excuse to refuse care to humans if
another situation like this ever happens and it's the Al benareth who' ve got
the chance to keep the juice, or whatever's needed, for thenselves. W' ve got
a responsibility to treat this alien just exactly the way we'd want ourselves
treated if it was the other way around.”

"Dam the responsibility 1" nuttered a nale voice. G les | ooked about quickly
and net the sullen eyes of Frenco, Groce, and Esteven. Only Hemreturned his
gaze without hint of mutiny. "W won't damm responsibility or anything else,"”
Gles said slowy, |ooking at each one of themin turn, "while I'mhere. Is

that cl ear?"

They made no sound. They were not yet ready to defy himface to face, but
fromthen on, he nade a point of breaking off work and watching when it cane
time for one of the others to lift the alien head and hold a partially filled
cup of the precious juice to the unconscious |ips. Twi ce he caught one of the
men goi ng through the notions with an enpty cup. After that he gave hinself
the added task of actually bringing the juice to the Captain and getting it
down her throat.

Meanwhi | e, even the calculations in which he and Croce were engaged di d not
go well. Under the nagging disconfort of his continual thirst, Gles blaned
hi nsel f for not being nore cl earheaded when the first of the obviously wong
results showed up. Goce's conpute, he renminded hinself, was after all inmune
to thirst. He painstakingly recalculated with the other man's help, found a
di fference he was too weary to check out, and carried it through to a

concl usion that appeared to check out.

But the same thing happened several tines, and in a nmonent of fury he snapped
at Groce, who exploded in denial

"Wong? How can | be wong? |I've never nade a m stake. Never! It's your
figures that're wong—Honor, sir!"

The "Honor, sir" canme out as an obvious, it not intentional, afterthought.
Croce did not stop at that, but continued on for sonme seconds, in an injured
tone of voice, reiterating over and over again how i npossi bl e a m stake was
on the part of hinmself and his compute.

"Al'l right, all right. | believe you," said Gles, finally. "Now, let's drop
t he subject and recal cul ate.”

They did. But in spite of going over this particular calculation tw ce nore,
they still got a figure that was obviously w ong.

"W can't have noved that far on the last warp shift," nuttered Gles. "That



much of a shift would give us an error greater than our total progress....'
He nmade up his mind. "Goce, let me see that conpute!” Groce handed it to him
reluctantly. Gles examned it, but could find nothing out of the ordinary
about it. It was sinply a sealed box with ranks of keys with either nunbers
or synmbols on them Even if he could open it up, he would not be able to tell
if anything was wwong with its interior construction, and G oce knew no nore
about that than he did.

"Al'l right," said Gles, handing the instrunment back. "W'Il do it once nore,
fromthe beginning, slowy, and doubl e-check every step as we go."

They began the recheck. In spite of hinself, Gles found he was wat chi ng each
calcul ation G oce made with a sort of paranoid intensity. Many of the notions
Grace's figures made on the buttons were neaningless to Gles, but when it
cane to the other man entering up the conpute figures that Gles had just
told him..

"Groce!" roared Gles, suddenly—and G oce's fingers checked abruptly on the
keys as if arrested by a paralytic spasm "Goce!" Gles' voice was |ower
now, but snarling. "Groce, that was a nine | just gave you. You punched a
five."

Groce raised his eyes fromthe compute to Gles' face, the arbite's mouth
open to protest. But no sound came forth. Seeing the expression of the other
as amrror to his own, Gles realized that there nust be nmurder witten on
his own features. Wrds cane softly, viciously, fromhis throat w thout his
willing them

"So," he said, "you never nmake a m stake, you and your conpute? You never
make a mistake..."

H's voice was rising in spite of hinself. A madness born of thirst and
frustration was beating in a pulse at his throat. He was beginning to rise
fromhis chair—-when an unexpected hoarse shout in Hemlis voice broke in on the
mounting tide of his fury.

"WongJ" Hem was shouting. "Let go—stand back. Honor, sir—one! Come quick!"

Gles bolted fromhis chair and brushed past G oce, who was in the outer of
the two command chairs. He went with long strides back through the openings
in the two screen partitions, to find all the others clustered around the cot
where the long, dark body of the Captain |lay. Hemwas hol ding Biset by the
shoul der with one nassive hand. His other was clenched in a fist with which
he was warni ng the others back.

"Honor, sir!" he said, his face lighting up with relief as he saw Gles. "I
knew you woul dn't want themto. | told themyou wouldn't. But she went ahead
anyway —

He gestured toward Biset with his fist. The Policewoman nmet Gl es* eye
fiercely and w thout fear.

"That," said Biset, nodding at the silent shape of the Captain, "is a threat
to all our lives. | was going to put out of her misery." Biset |ooked down at
the torn-off sleeve of an arbite shipsuit that half covered the Captain's
nout h and nose.

"I don't know that she's in any misery. Neither do you," said Gles, harshly.
*Tn any case, it's not up to you—any of you—+to do anything about it.*'



He | ooked around at the rest of them They all but glared back. Even Mara's
face was still and set. "You, too?" he said to Mara.

"Me, too," she said, clearly. "I wouldn't have done it nyself, but | can't
stand in the way of people who want to live. This isn't earth, Adel man. This
is alifeship | ost sonewhere in space with hunans on board it who didn't ask
to be here, and who've got a right to live."

Her steady | ooked accused himof the bonb he had set aboard the |ifeship—the
bonb that had resulted in their all beconi ng castaways between the stars- For
a second, grimy, he wondered what they would say if they knew that he had
given his word to the Captai n—a word he knew he woul d honor whether the
Captain lived or not—+o give hinself up as the price of getting themall to
20B-40. But of course whatever reaction Mara and the others m ght have did
not matter. He could no nore tell themwhat he had done in an effort to buy
their cooperation than he could break the word he had given. He was | ocked,
lonely in the arnor of his upbringing.

"Right or no right," he said, "no one, human or alien, is going to be killed
aboard this lifeship while | can stop it. Hem carry the Captain to ny cot in
the front of the ship, and watch her fromnow on. If you have to | eave her
call me. As for the rest of you—f | find her hurt or dead, the one who did
it will lose his own juice ration. If | can't find out who did it, | pronise
you on nmy word as an Adelman that I'll take the juice she would have gotten
daily, and pour it out on the floor of the Iifeship!"

He paused, waiting for their reaction, but they were silent.

"Al'l right," he said. "On the other hand, | know the strain you're all under
W need to work together, not fight each other. So |I also give you ny word as
Adel man that if we all —ncluding the Captai n—one through this alive to
20B-40, 1'll buy up the contract to indent on each one of you and nake you a
present of it. You'll all be free to build your own estate and pay for your
children's education or spend your own earnings in making any life you want.
That's a pronise, not a bribe. | don't care what you do, as |long as you keep
yourselves alive and help to keep everyone else alive with you. You' ve got ny
word. "

He turned and went back to the control section, where Groce still sat. It was
surprising that the other had not followed himback to see what the
excitement was. Looking at the nman, G les guessed that the shock of G les'
anger had left the little man too frightened to risk doing anything that
woul d push the Adel man over the brink into sonme action that m ght destroy
Groce conpletely.

"Back to work," said Gles, briefly, reseating hinself in the enpty comrand
chair.

They returned to their task. One ship-day went by, then another-... G oce
dozed between tinmes when Gles wanted him but G les kept hinself going out
of some well of inner determination he had not known he possessed. He was
beyond knowi ng whet her he was or not, now He hardly knew if he slept or
waked. But sonething kept hi mnoving. Mving slower and slower all the tine,
but noving. ..

Sonehow, they were at last at their goal. A final figure |ooked up at him
from Groce's conpute display.

"I's that it, then?" G oce was asking. "The correction factor we need?"



"It could be the correction factor for a course to hell, for all I know "

G les heard his own hoarse voice answering from soneplace far off, as if
someone el se was speaking, distant at the end of a lightless tunnel. He
reached out, slowy and carefully, and with fingers that wobbled |ike those
of a drunken man, he punched the correction factor into the course change
that was already set up on the lifeship's control panel

"Now..." he said, and thunbed the drive sw tch.

It was done. There was no sensation of novenent or change of direction, but
it was done. Cunsily, he got to his feet and stepped out past G oce, away
fromthe control panel

"You shoul d get sonme sleep now," Mara said, coming up quietly behind him She
touched her hand to his shoul der, steadying himas he tottered, and

unconsci ously he covered her fingers with his own hand. Her skin was soft and
strangely cool to his touch

"Yes..." he said, still froma long way off. "l guess | need
it."
"I'"'msorry"—her voice was low in his ear—1 hinted about
what you know about, when Biset tried to kill the Captain.” "That's al

right," he said. "It doesn't matter." "It should,"” she said. She was guiding
himto a cot. It was his

own cot. The I ong shape of the Captain lay still on Hem s. He was
awar e now of Hem standing beside it, watching him G Iles dropped

heavily on his cot and | ay back

"Alittle sleep..." he said. "Yes. Just a little..
into the sanme lightlessness of the |ong

He went away then, off

di stance where his voice had al ready preceded him | eaving ship,
arbites, and Al benareth Captain all behind.

Thirty-fourth day—1: 45 hours

It was the last fruit on the vine.

They were all watching as Gles plucked it and cradled it in his hands. It
was full, plunp, filled with juice, and it had remained on the vine until the
absol ute | ast nmoment. The juice container was about three-quarters full —about
si x days' supply on half rations. They had conme a long way to this noment
when the final fruit was plucked, the last liquid extracted. After this...?

Hemlifted the handle of the press carefully so Gles could place the fruit
into the opening. Then the big arbite pushed down, over and over again, unti
the I ast drop had been pressed fromthe pulp and had dripped into the plastic
container. It was a pitifully small amount G les renoved the pul p and divided
it into eight equal amounts.

"Eat it all, right away/' he said. "There's still water in the pulp, so we'll
skip today's juice ration. And fromtonorrow on we'll go on half rations
until all the juice we have is used up. This is the only way. W have to



stretch what we have as long as possible, while there's still hope."

There were no arguments. They choked down the pulp, chewing it to extract
every last drop of juice, licking the bows dry afterward. G les poured the
juice fromthe last fruit carefully into the tank, then went to nake his noon
check of their course. He was doing it faster now. Once it had been set into
the controls there was little else he could do for six hours. The stars in

t he screen seened unchanged, changel ess, and he fought hard against a feeling
of bl ack despair that threatened to overwhelmhim Mara cane up, walking
slowy as they all did now, her clothing hanging | oose on her thin body. She
pointed to the screen.

"Which one is it?" she said. "I don't nean 20B-40 itself. | know we can't see
that. | nmean 20B-40's sun."”

He tapped a spot of light, no different in appearance fromso many of the
ot hers.

"Shouldn't it be getting larger, or brighter?"

"No. Not until we've made our last warp shift. This screen is for navigation
only. In any case a star doesn't | ook any brighter until the | ast day or two
of flight."

"But we are on the right course?" There was need for reassurance in her voice.

"l believe so," he said.

"If it is the right course, then how nuch |longer will it be?"

"According to what the Captain told ne, we could be there about ten days from
now. But that would be on her course, under ideal conditions. | don't think
we can expect that well of ny navigation, even if it's right. It could be
nore than ten days."

"You're not very encouraging," she said, with a weak attenpt at a smile

"Sorry..." he said, staring at the controls. H's voice ran down and st opped.
He coul d think of nothing nore to say.

The conversation died |like nmost of themlately, ran down wi thout any rea
poi nt or ending. He dozed in the chair and when he opened his eyes she had
left. The stars | ooked very, very cold.

Forty-first day—2: 00 hours

The last drop of juice dripped fromthe faucet into the bowl with a small
pl oppi ng sound. The very last. There was nothing to be said, so they drank
their rations in silence. The |ast.

There were no buds on the vine, although they kept checking. There were no
buds anywhere, and no sign of fruit at all. The ib vine seened healt hy
enough, covered with a fine crop of glossy, flat |eaves. They had tried
chewi ng the | eaves, but it was usel ess, since they were very dry and bitter
and seened to use nore saliva than any amount of water they m ght supply.

Forty-second day Forty-third day Forty-fourth day Forty-fifth day Forty-sixth
day

"Do you still keep checking the course?" Mara asked in a whispered, bitter



voice. "You still keep trying?"

"Yes. Have to..." G les whispered back. He was in no better shape than the
others. Thirst, he thought, with dull-witted hunor, was no respecter of class.

"W're going to die, I knowthat now. Di is in some kind of a coma, hasn't
opened her eyes in along tine. | think she'll be the first to die. | don't
want to die that way, just giving in. WIIl you kill nme?"

"No." He raised his head. "If anyone lives, we all live."

"You don't want to help nme. You want nme to suffer."” For the first time her
voi ce was petulant, as if she would have cried had there been tears to cry
wi t h.

He sat in his command chair. The others lay on the cots or the floor wthout
energy or desire to nove. Soneone had turned the recorder on and no one had
the strength to turn it off. Agirl's reedy voice sang a repetitious song in
which the word "l ove" seened to be repeated an unusual nunber of tines. A
drum beat a nonotonous rhythmin the background, and there was too mnmuch
percussion. It would have been very annoying to G les normally;

now he was scarcely aware of it. H s throat hurt, his eyes burned, his body
felt completely desiccated; all desires and sensations fled before the
overwhel ming thirst. Perhaps Mara was right: This was not a good way to die.
The singer shrilled, the percussion clanged and banged. The inner door of the
spacel ock opened.

Real ity had becone detached. Hallucination held him supplied visions his
eyes could not see, swung inward the door that opened on the spacel ock and
then into enpty space, and supplied an image of a spindly-Iegged Al benareth
in a spacesuit, renoving

t he hel net.

When a voi ce behind himscreeched, then how ed again, he realized that the
others were seeing this hallucination, too. Perhaps, after all, it was not an
hal | uci nati on. Gaspi ng, he pushed hinself up on his elbows, clinbed to his
feet, holding to the control panel for support, staring. The hel met came off
to reveal the winkled, dark, seaned face of an Al benareth, staring at him

"You did not answer the comruni cations call," an alien voice buzzed in

awkwar d Basi c.

"Water..." rasped Gles, in a voice dry as sandpaper
"I have none. It will be supplied. The comuni cati ons—ae
called."”

"Don't know where the conm controls are, how it works.

Water!"

"There is trouble with the ib vine?"

G les dropped to his cot, laughing voicel essly, |aughing uncontroll ably,
clutching his mdriff and rocking back and forth under the inconprehension of

the alien gaze. Water. Trouble with the ib vine! Water! Al they wanted was
wat er\



Sonet hi ng cl anged heavily against the hull. It was the fortysixth and | ast
day.

"An incredible story, Adel man/' murmnured the manager of the 20B-40 M ning
Conpl ex. He was a small, pink man, a graduate arbite, obviously, who had
risen to this position of authority. And authority it was, Gles had to
rem nd hinsel f. Anos Barsey was the closest thing to a representative of
Earth government on the mning world. "May | top that drink for you?"

Gles snmled agreenent and extended his tall glass, watching the dark, cold
| ocal beer gurgle into it. A beautiful sight. H s hand was tanned dark from
the I ong shi p-days under the ultraviolet of the lifeship' s overhead

i llum nati on—+anned, dark, scrawny as a bird's claw clutched around the
beaded gl ass, by contrast with the healthily fleshed fingers of Barsey.

"Thank you," said Gles. "Kind of you."
He drank, feeling the cool ness run down his throat.

"It's still a shock,"” he said, alnost dreanmily, "to realize it's all over. My
navi gati on was better than |I'd hoped. Only, all the time the energency
conmuni cations unit was beanming for help in sub-warp, with none of us know ng
it"

"I't wouldn't have hel ped, you know," Barsey answered, "if you hadn't been
able to bring the Iifeship close enough to our solar systemso the |l oca
Al benareth here could pick up your signal."

Barsey chuckl ed unexpectedly. "I1've never seen the aliens that disturbed," he
said. "They still can't believe you could manage to navigate the |ifeship,
when their own Captain couldn't."

"It wasn't her fault," said Gles.

"No, | suppose not" Barsey cast an oblique | ook at Gles fromunder his plunp
brows and his tone became sonmewhat dry and distant. "A page missing... and
all that. Another nystery. But | suppose the book coul d have gotten damaged
when t he spacel i ner was destroyed. "

"l suppose,” said Gles.
"Yes..." Barsey swung his float-chair around in md-air to pick up a slip
fromhis desk. "There was another mystery. Nothing inportant, of course. That
ib vine. The Al benareth thought it had been poi soned, but the spaceship
repair station here doesn't have the facilities for chem cal analysis. They
sent a sanple of the nutrient fluid over to our lab for analysis. Quite a
list of organic conpounds in the sludge—one of them anything we'd consider
could hurt the plant. O course, maybe their experts will be able to pick out
somet hing harnful. Ch... and there was just a trace of sonething else.” His
gaze flicked to meet Gles', flickered away again to a far coner of the room
"A human-type drug, filthy stuff called tonk. That coul d have done the job,
our chem st thinks—f there was enough of it, or it was in the nutrient fluid
| ong enough. No way of telling when the contam nation occurred, of course. It
coul d have been from any human passenger who used that lifeship as a safe

pl ace to store his drug supply, on any of the spaceliner's last fifty trips.
And no point in nentioning that to the Al benareth, as | told our chem st.

Just cause bad feelings, | should think."

Hs eyes met Gles'. The slip dangled fromtwo of his fingers.



"No, | shouldn't think there's any point in nentioning it" He dropped the
slip into the disposal slot of his desk top. "Merely confuse the issue, since
our nedical people didn't find any of your arbites with active sign of any
tonk addi ction when they were exam ned after they | anded."

"No," murmured Gles, "I don't believe you'd find any of them presently
addicted.” "Yes," said Barsey. "Well, enough of that There's another nmatter
You nade quite a point of wanting our medics to return the shipsuit you wore.
Here it is."

He reached back to the desk, opened a drawer, and drew out the torn orange
shape of G les' shipsuit

"Thank you," said Gles. He felt in the pockets of the suit There were a few
smal | possessions in them but the extradition paper he had saved fromthe
bl azi ng spacel i ner and guarded so | ong were not there.

"Somet hi ng mi ssing?" Barsey asked. The nanager had been wat chi ng.
"Not hing that can't be done without," Gles said, flatly. It was true. The
justicar on 20B-40 who had signed the papers had al so been the man who was to
be Gles' Cca Front contact, once Gles arrived here. But he had nmenorized
the man's nane. It was only necessary to contact himand either get a new set
of papers, or be directed to Paul's hiding place so that Gles could take
care of the assassination here, on 20B-40. Killing Paul on 20B-40 neant
certain capture and condemation for Gles; but, he told himself now, if he
was to back off fromthat now, it would have to be for a better reason than
just not wanting to be caught He had brought the arbites safely to planetfal
wi thout loss of a single life, so his good name as a Steel in that respect
was cl ean. \What happened now, provided it was for the good of the race,
should make little difference to him personally. And the deaths of those who
had been trapped in the flam ng spaceliner were still a debt on his

consci ence, waiting to be discharged by the only thing that in decency could
do so—an act that would preserve the future for the human race. One that

possi bly could even aid the future of the Al benareth, as well. The alien crew
and officers who had died in the burning ship had died willingly; but
still... Gles roused to hear the manager speaking to him

this is a sonewhat isolated and lonely world," the manager was sayi ng.
"There are no Adel bom here, barring yourself, sir; and the fact that we have
to depend on each other a good deal on these Col ony Wrlds has made us cl ose—
even close with the Al benareth who're simlarly stationed here. You'll find"—
Barsey coughed—we think a little differently fromthose back on Earth,

arbite and—forgi ve ne—Adel born alike."

He checked hinsel f.

"Well, well, | didn't mean to rattle on," he continued. "There's a ship
calling here in tw days, headed back for Earth. | understand you wanted
passage on it."

"That's right" Gles got to his feet. "I just have to look up an old friend.
You'd know him | suppose? He's one of your justicars

—0 af Undst ead?"

"Aaf +'mso sorry'" Barsey scranbled to his own feet, |ooking unhappy. "He
di ed—ust last week. You say he was an old



friend?"

"I'd cone out here to see him" G les said.

"What an unfortunate—but |let me give you his address." Barsey scribbled on a
slipwith a stylo. "He had a sort of housekeeper-conpanion. A free man,
former arbite. H's name was Wllo. Arne Wllo."

He passed the slip to Gles, who took it automatically, a cold feeling
settling in his chest.

"Yes, thanks," said Gles automatically.

"Arne can tell you all about him" said Barsey. "It there's anything el se
can do, cone back and see ne at once."

"Yes," said Gles. "Yes, I'll see you again before |ong...
He turned and went out. Qutside the M ning Conpl ex Headquarters, he took a
two- man autocar to the address Barsey had printed on the slip.

He had expected to find the address within the doned structure of the Conpl ex
itself. The atnosphere of 20B-40 was breathable, but arctic inits
tenmperatures for nost of the year—+hough now, which was during its sumer
months at the latitude of the Conplex, it resenbled barren, snow ess w nter
in some area of lava fields and shattered rock. But he discovered that in
recent years dwellings had sprung up outside the giant dome of the Conpl ex—
either singly or in groups, under small dones of their own. He therefore
found hinmself directed to an exit port, where an attendant sealed himup in a
thermal suit, transparent hel met included, and seated himat the controls of
a rock buggy, a sinple electric-powered, three-wheel vehicle, equipped with
an autopil ot conpute that could be set for the address he wanted.

A second | ater he was outside the dome, bouncing over the rough rocky surface
on the outsize wheels of the buggy. The incredibly distant white dwarf sun of
the mning world illumnated the | andscape around himno nore than the ful
moon m ght back on Earth, and with nmuch the same eerie contrast of pale |ight
and bl ack shadow. Behi nd hi mthe huge Conplex dome was |ike some enornous
crouchi ng nonster, that dw ndled as he noved off fromit.

The autopil ot of the buggy drove it steadily toward its as yet invisible
destination. Under the dimlight of the dwarf sun, the surface of 20B-40 was
like a small, rocky platform surrounded by uncountabl e nunmbers of stars. It
cane to Gles, strangely, that after all his days of being lost in the tiny
lifeship, it was now, with his feet firmy on planetary surface, that the
utter” inconprehensi ble depths were making their inpact upon his feelings. On
the lifeship the stars had been only points of light on a screen. Here they
were naked and real, and seem ngly al nost cl ose enough to touch.

Reality, in fact, enclosed him Even through his thermal suit, it reached and
cooled himlike the touch of sone wind that could freeze himto the bone if
he dared to face it without coverings. In the thin light of the far daystar
owning this lifeless world, his beliefs about the situation of nen and

Al benareth and all his own personal plans and duties shrank in his mnd s eye
to passing things, inconsequential, transient touches of warnth in a cold

uni verse. Touches that would come and go, in any case, |eaving no mark or
sign of their having been

In the end, said a deep, atavistic part of him there's only survival.
Not hi ng el se counts. Nothing el se matters.



No, said his stubborn, upper mnd. There has to be neaning. Survival w thout
a neaning to it is nothing.

Survival, said the deep gut part of him insisting. Meaning, he said above,
in his upper mnd

Sur vi v—

He wrenched his mnd away fromthe internal argunent. The rock buggy was
approachi ng a dome which, by its size, should house no nore than one
dwel I i ng. The buggy trundl ed forward as if it would smash itself against the
bl ank-surfaced, back-curving outer wall. But half a dozen neters fromit, the
wal | opened an iris and the buggy carried himinside, the iris closing after
t hem

Wthin, there was a small garage area | arge enough to hold three other
rock-buggy vehicles like Gles', but enpty at the noment. He parked his own
buggy, got out, and approached a door in a further wall. There was an
annunci ator button inside it, and he pushed it, but no one answered from
within the house to ask who had come calling. He put his hand on the button
| atch, experinentally, and it gave, unlocked to his touch

The door opened before him He stepped through it into a | ounge room wide,
white-ceilinged, and filled with confortabl e chairs—enpty except for one
large figure that rose at the sight of him It was Hem holding a | aser

pi stol.

"Hem " G| es snapped out the order instinctively. "Don't point that thing at
me! Put it down!"

Hem | ooked puzzled for a nmonent, then his face creased in contrition
"Sorry, Honor, sir," he said. He stuck the pistol into the waistband of the
gray work slacks he was wearing. Gles drew a deep breath

"What are you doing here?" G| es denmanded
"I had to stay here," said Hem He beaned. "To guard you."

"CQuard ne?" Gles felt a cold prickling beneath the back of his collar as
sweat popped out there. He had been just about to order Hemto give himthe
| aser. But if Hem had al ready been given other orders about the weapon, a
direct command m ght not be wise. Gles altered his tactics. "Wat are you
doi ng here anyway, Hen? Doesn't a nman named Ane WIllo |ive here?"

"Ch yes," said Hem "but he had to go sonepl ace else for a few days."

Gles felt his tenper begin to stir. He forced it down. It was not Henls
fault that the big arbite |aborer was limted to sinple answers to sinple
guestions. There was sonething going on here; a part of it was that |laser in
Hem s possession, as dangerous a toy in those big hands as a live grenade
woul d be in the grasp of a fiveyear-old child. It mght be significant that
Hem had put the weapon back into his waistband, instead of laying it down out
of easy reach as Gles had ordered. O perhaps it had meant nothing at all
The situation called for a careful phrasing of questions.

"You're here all alone, then. Hen?" G| es asked.

Hem nodded.



"They all went to nake sure nobody was after you."

"Who's they. Henf"

"You know. Honor, sir. Everybody. All of us on the ship."

"l see," said Gles. "You nean Mara and Biset, Groce, and the rest?"

Hem nodded agai n. He seened to have forgotten the laser at his waist. Gles
began to walk slowy toward the nmassive arbite. If he could get close enough
to sinply reach out and take the weapon from Hem ..

"Are they com ng back soon, Hen?" he asked, as he noved. If he could keep Hem
tal ki ng, the bunper would have no attention left over to focus on what else
Gles mght be trying to do.

Hem nodded.

"Cuess what. Honor, sir?" he said.
"Just a monent," said Gles, talking calmy and steadily as he continued to
advance, "then I'll guess. First, | want to know how you knew |'d be com ng
here.”

"She knew," Hem sai d.

"She? You nean Mara?"

Hem shook hi s head.

"No. Not Mara. The split-Biset."

"So," Gles said. He was only a few casual steps fromHemnow "It was Biset
who knew | was coning out here. How did she know?"

Hem shook hi s head, |ooking puzzled.
"I don't know, Honor, sir," he said. "She didn't tell us. She just said we
all had to come out here, because you'd be com ng here sooner or later. Then
when you cane in, everybody had better go | ook and nake sure nobody was after
you. So, when the light went on for the garage, everybody went out to see.
Everybody but ne." G les checked his forward nmovenent, under an irresistible
tenptation to turn and see if anyone was behind him |f Biset and the others
had just stepped outside the donme enclosing this building for a nonent, they
m ght be back inside even now. He risked a quick glance over his shoul der and
around the room but it was estill enpty and silent, except for Hem and

hi nmsel f.

"Quess what, though. Honor, sir?" Hem was asking again. G les |ooked back to
see the broad face before himliterally glowing with excitenment and happi ness.

"What ?" G | es asked, taking another step forward.
"I'"'mgoing honel" Hem al nost shouted. "I'm going back—to Earth."
" CGoi ng back?"

Surprise checked Gles' feet.



"CGoi ng back, you say?" he echoed, slowy.
Hem nodded vi gorously.

"I"'mgoing to see Jase!" he said. "And I'mgoing to say to him 'Jase, guess

where |'ve been?" and Jase, he'-ll say, 'Where? They put you in sone other
barracks? And I'Il say, T was clear off Earth- | was out in a spaceship and
inalifeship and on a whole different world. Look, Jase,' 1'll say, 'l

brought you back a piece of that other world to show you!' See..."

Hem funbl ed in his slacks pocket and came out with a small bit of igneous
rock, obviously picked up somewhere outside the done.

"And Jase'll say to ne, 'Hey! Great you're back!' He'll say, Tve been waiting
for you to get back. That's why | didn't pick some other bunper for a
beer-mate.' "

G les' ears pricked up. Had that been a sound from sonewhere in the
structure? No, it must have been only his imagination. He turned back to Hem
who was still rehearsing the conversation he would have with Jase when the
two were back together again.

"Just a minute. Hem" said Gles, taking advantage of a nonentary pause of
the other, to draw breath. "Wat nakes you think you' re going back to Earth?"

"She said | could,” Hem answered, happily. "She?"
"Biset," said Hem

"Well, damm her guts!" said Gles, with a sudden spurt of anger. "Hem |listen
to ne. Biset doesn't have any control over where you're stationed. She can't
arrange to have you shipped back to your barracks on Earth."

"Ch yes, sir," said Hem solemly. "She's a split. Everybody knows a split
can do anything."

"They do, do they?"

"Sure, Honor, sir. They can put you in jail and beat you and keep you there
for the rest of your life. O they can get you transferred anypl ace you want
if they Iike you enough. They can even just kill you, and the judges and al

say it's all right."

Gles stared at the big man with tightened eyes.

"Hem " he asked, "who's been telling you all this nonsense? The Wrld Police
don't beat anyone. That sort of thing hasn't been allowed for a couple of
hundred years."

"Ch yes. Honor, sirl" Hemwas very earnest. "They don't beat Adel nen, but any
arbite who gets in the wong place or doesn't do what they tell him they
beat himat least a little. Even an office arbite. A couple of them beat our
ti mekeeper once for letting half a dozen barracks gangs of us into town, one
day they didn't want any of us there. O course, with office arbites, they
usual ly just send themto jail or transfer them soneplace bad."

"Now listen to ne. Hem" said Gles, sternly. "You' ve been frightened by a
ot of tall tales. You don't understand. For anyone in the Police to get away
with anything Iike that nowdays, nearly every other branch of social control —
the courts, the records departments, everybody—woul d have to be involved."



Hem | ooked unhappy.

"But they do it. Honor, sir'" he said. "And they can send you anywhere. She
can send nme back to Earth-Bisetl"

G les recognized a blank wall, and shifted his questioning.

"Al'l right, Hem" he said. "W'll talk about that some other tine. Tell ne
why it is Biset's going to help you get back. Can you tell ne that?" "Yes,
sir," said Hem cheerful again. "She said it'd be all because of you. Because
I'd be hel ping her with you."

"Hel pi ng— began G les, then stopped. Hem smiling, had obviously no
under st andi ng of what Biset had neant in saying what she had. There was no
point in asking the question of him...

A faint sound behind him as of a foot shuffling on sone snooth surface, nade
t he back of his neck chill abruptly. He spun about —and they were all there.
Mara, Groce, Esteven, Di and Frenco—and Biset, |like Hem holding a | aser
pistol. But, unlike Hem the Policewonan was not hol di ng hers casually.

"Don't nove," Biset said. "Don't stir a muscle until | tell you to!"

Her | aser was pointed directly at his chest. He stood still —and from behi nd
some drapes at the further end of the rooma seventh figure entered. A nan,
Adel bom tall and erect, with a thin, handsone face but w thout the tan
normal Iy found on Adel bom f eat ures.

"Well, Paul," said Gles.

"Hello, Gles," said Paul Oca, halting beside Biset. "So you tracked nme down
here, after all?"

"But not for long," said Biset, alnbpst with relish

"No, not for long." For a second a frown shadowed Paul's face. "OF all the
Adel bomin that glorified debating society I founded, Gles, |I'd hoped that
you' d be the one to see the light. The time for change is here, and nothing
can stop it. You renmenber Tennyson's 'Mirte d Arthur'? "The old order
changeth, yielding place to new..." "

"True enough," said Gles. "I believe it. The old order's about to change
Paul , but not necessarily the way you see it changing."

"Ch?" Paul Cca's dark brows raised

"That's right," said Gles. "For one thing, it's never occurred to anyone to
realize that the Al benareth are up agai nst the sanme problemwe are. Only the
way they think of death is so alien to the way we think of it that nobody saw
the parallel. But we and they can hel p each ot her =

"Gles, Gles," Paul interrupted, shaking his head. "How |l ong are you and the
others going to cling to straws, in the hope of getting change wi thout
trauma? Change never cones easy. Face it. In this case the price of it is
nothing | ess than anmputation of the two useless and crippling elenments in our
society so that a true mddle culture of the human race can take over."

"Anput ati on?" Gles stared narrowy at him



Paul nodded at Hem as sonmeone might nod at a post, or an animal chained to a
post. Hi s voi ce deepened.

"As long as the Adel bom and the genetically suppressed arbites, like this
one, still exist, change is blocked. But the human race can't endure that
bl ock any | onger. W've got to cut | oose at any price, and build a strong,
new managenent class out of the best of the arbites, in a culture that's
whol Iy arbite—arbite al one."

"The best of the arbites?" Gles |ooked at himkeenly. "Since when were you
concerned only with the best anong the arbites?"

Paul's aristocratic face becane even a shade paler.

"Don't chop words with ne, Gles," he said. "Obviously some group has to
remain in control while the mddle culture is maturing."

"What group? And what do you mean by cutting | oose at any price? You can't
just line up all the Adel bom and work arbites and shoot them down!"

Paul's face did not change. It was |like the ice-cold visage of sone ancient
Roman's marble bust in a winter-frozen garden. The silence that was his
answer stretched out in the room

"By Godi" said Gles at last, on an indrawn breath. "You actually are
planning it! You're planning to kill mllions of people —nillions—to make
this change of yours take placeF

"It's something that has to be done, Gles," said Paul. "That's why we
couldn't let you find me. It'll take another six nmonths to set up a

wor | d-wi de, spontaneous purge of Adel bom and manual arbites alike—=

"Hey," said Hem Hi s unnaturally old, hoarse voice broke in on Paul's words.
"You aren't going to hurt Jase? You aren't going to do that?"

Gles hardly heard Heml's words. He was staring wolfishly at Paul
"Who's 'we,' Paul ?" he asked.

"Listen, Biset," Hem was saying, |ooking at the Policewonman, "listen, you
don't have to send nme back to Earth. Just don't hurt Jase.”

Bi set | aughed.

"You didn't think it was for your sake you were going back to Earth, did you,
bunper?" she said. "No, it's for our sake—because you can be useful that way."

"That way?" echoed Hem bew | deredly.

"This way," said Biset.

Calmy, she pointed the |aser pistol in her hand and pressed the firing
button. The pal e sighting beamthat guided the |aser thrust seemed barely to
touch Hem s broad chest, but his knees sagged. Slowy, he fell and Biset shot
himagain in -the chest as he was goi ng down.

He had fallen forward. He rolled painfully onto his side to | ook up at Biset.

"I't hurts,"” he said. "Wy—=



There were no nore words in him H's eyelids fluttered for a second, then
cl osed, and he lay w thout noving.

"Why?" Biset told his corpse. "To nake sure anybody coming after your high
and m ghty Adel bomfriend here runs up against a dead end."

She turned to face Gles with the laser still in her hand. Suddenly realizing
she was about to shoot himalso, Gles half crouched to spring. But before he
could leap at her, a shocking col dness | anced through his | eft shoul der and
hi s knees went weak w thout warning. He caught at the back of a chair and
kept hinself fromfalling. Through blurred vision he saw Mara wenching the
weapon from Biset's grasp. Then his vision cleared and he saw Mara cl earl vy,
hol di ng the laser, half-pointed at Biset.

"You idiot!" she was raging at the Policewoman. "Didn't | say | had to be the
one to shoot hin? The wound needed to be placed just right anatonmically if
he's to live until he's safely away from here. Now you've conplicated thingsl

Biset's teeth drew back fromher lips. She al nost snarled |like
an ani nal

"Don't give ne orders! You and your handful of Black Thursday fanatics aren't
running things. It's the Association that's been preparing for this day for
two hundred years—and it's only the Association that's got the size and power
to take over, when the change comes. | don't do what you say, you

bunper' s-get; you

do what | say!"

Gles still held to the back of the chair, although he was al ready begi nni ng
to throw off the effects of the shot. Lasers could be |ethal when one of
their beans hit a vul nerable spot in the human body, but in a non-vul nerable
area they made a particularly clean, self-cauterizing wound that —except for
t he heat shock when the beam first struck flesh—did | ess overall damage to

t he body than nmany earlier weapons had done. It was a little like being run
clear through by a very thin sword bl ade at forge heat. Biset's shot—-as far
as Gles could guess—had struck high on his shoul der and gone mainly through
flesh and muscl e without touching a bone or an inportant blood vessel. He had
been lucky. But it mght pay not to act as recovered as he was, just at the
nonent .

"Associ ation?" Gles said. gazing fromhis chair at Biset. "Wat Association?"
Bi set | aughed at him

"Fool | " she said. "Overeducated fool! Do you think worldw de revol utions are
made by a few phil osophers |ike yourself and your friend there"—she nodded at
Paul —~or even by half a hundred like her Black Thursdayites"—-she turned
toward Mara—"who solemmly go out to get thensel ves shot down, to provide
martyrs for the cause?"

She turned to glare at Mara.

"They couldn't even do that by thensel ves!" she spat. "W of the Association
had to have the proper nmen in Police uniform ready and briefed to nmake sure
they were all killed on the spot, neat and tidy, otherw se the whole thing
woul d have cone apart." Al right," Gles said. "Tell ne. This Associati on—
what is it?"



"What is it?" Biset said, turning to him "Wat do you think it is? An

Associ ation, a network, of all the arbites who did the real work under you
so-cal | ed Adel bom Police, adm nistrative, production, and service personne
of high rank like nyself." She interrupted her own tirade. "Did you think

was just an ordinary Policewoman? |'m Deputy Chief of the Investigative Arm
Nort heast European Sector. It's me, and a few thousands |ike me—but thousands
controlling thousands api ece-who're the Association, the real arbite
underground that set out to get rid of you Adel bom al nost fromthe first day
you were in power."

She turned her back to speak pointedly to Mara. "Get busy," she said. "Shoot
hi myour way. Let's get things moving."

"Just a minute," said Gles. He spoke out of a pure instinct, to play for
time that seemed to be running out. His head was whirling with what he had
just learned, and certain conclusions of his own that devel oped inescapably
fromit. He groped for words that woul d annoy Biset enough to keep her

t al ki ng.

"So," he said, to the older arbite woman, "you aren't a convert of Paul's
after all. | thought you'd cone to believe in him"

Bi set took the bait.

"Bel i eve?" She al nost spat the words. "In hinP" The |ast word was expelled
fromher lips as if it had been a poisonous toad. "These other fools may
bel i eve in daydreans. | belong to the peopl e who've made thi ngs happen—rom

t he begi nni ng when your kind took over! Do you think I'd listen to people
l'i ke hi m—or her?"

She glared from Paul to Mara.

"It's not a sinple job," she said venonously, "to get rid of nmillions of
peopl e over the face of an entire planet in twelve hours. W need those six
nore nonths of quiet—perfect quiet, while things are set up—so that no
Adel bom gets curious or alarnmed. And this fool"—-she threw a gl ance at Paul —
"had to go and | et your amateur Qca Front sleuths track himdown here to
20B-40, in spite of all we could do in the Wrld Police to cover up for him
Whet her you killed himor brought himback, there'd be no way to hush up the
fact he'd cone this far and been given asylum by the aliens and humans here.
That had to trigger off an investigation by Adel bomin the Police ranks, and
our own plans for a tidy elimnation would have been turned up, too."

She stopped tal king abruptly. Gles spoke quickly. "So you knew | was headed
for 20B-40?" he said. Then he shook his head. "No, of course, you coul dn't
have known."

"Coul dn't?" Bared Biset "OF course we knew. | came on board for the trip
particularly to take care of you. | brought these"-she flung her hand out at
the other arbites in the roomwith a sweeping notion—as a teamto help me. A
teampulled fromthe | ower ranks of the Association, a teamthat knew not hing
but how to obey orders...." She paused to | ook at Mara

"Al'l but this one. This one | was forced to take to keep the good will of the
Bl ack Thursday idiots!"

"That's very interesting,"” said Gles—and he nmeant it. "Then

just tell me one thing—



But Bi set was through being conned into conversation. "I'Il tell you
not hi ng," she said, turning to Mara. "All right, girl, you' ve got the weapon.
Shoot him and let's get goingi"

Mara lifted her hand holding the gun. Its slimbarrel becanme a tiny ring with
a black dot inits center facing Gles. Beyond that ring, Gles could have
sworn he saw sonmething in Mara's face that did not match the pointed weapon—
somet hi ng that begged himto

under st and.

Then there was a little wink of light fromthe black dot at the center of the
metal circle—and darkness cane instantly.

He awoke—f it could be called that, because it was a sick and uncertain
return to consci ousness—and found hinself in sone small, dimy lighted space
wi th darkness surrounding it. Mara's face was a few inches in front of his
own. He was able to recognize it quite clearly, although it went in and out
of focus as he watched. He becane aware that her hands were doing things to
his body—strapping himin, in fact, to the seat of a vehicle—a seat of the
rock buggy that had brought himout here.

"What're you doing?" he tried to ask, but the first word that came out was
nore |ike a blurred grunt than anything el se.

"Hush..." Her voice barely breathed in his ear as she worked with her face
close to his. "Save your strength. Don't talk. Listen... There wasn't any
choice. | had to shoot you a second time. They think | placed the bum so that
you'll die in about fifteen mnutes, well before the buggy brings you back on
automatic controls to the main Conplex. But | didn't angle the shot the way
they think. If you can get to a doctor in the next couple of hours, you'll be
all right. You nust live. You rmust...." Her lips brushed his cheek faintly as
she tightened the strap around his shoul der and chest. "It's all | can do.
I'"mal nbst as nuch in Biset's hands as you are. But renenber... don't do

anything until the buggy gets you to the Conpl ex. Then punch -the contro
keys for the nearest hospital. Don't waste tine trying to reach the |oca
pol i ce. You understand?"

"Yes," he said, or thought he said. But evidently she understood. Her head
nodded slightly, and her face nmoved away fromhim out of his field of vision

He found hinself staring through the wi ndshield of the rock buggy, directly
at the closed netal doors he had entered earlier, nowglinting netallically
in the buggy's headlights. After a nonent, the doors parted and the buggy
jerked into nmovenent. It rolled forward, out of the doors and onto the rocky,
| unarli ke | andscape of 20B-40.

The distant white dwarf sun was high in the sky now, and the junbl ed rocky

pl ain before the windshield of the moving buggy was a panorama in black and
silver, in which the headlights of the buggy paled alnmpst to invisibility.
Over everything rose the donme of the night and the stars, with all other

habi tati ons, including the main done of the Conplex, invisible in the further
di stant dar kness, around the horizon. The buggy jolted and swayed as it went,
in spite of its excellent suspension, crossing the boul der-studded and uneven
ground.

The jolting intruded a slight nausea into the aura of dullness and disconfort
that encased Gles like a bottle. He was not conscious of any specific pain,
but a sort of general unconfortabl eness seened to have soaked all through
him even into the marrow of his bones. He was dull-m nded, weak, and heavy.



It required a great effort, but he finally forced his mnd to think about
where he was and what was happening to him The effort itself woke him
slightly, perhaps punping a little adrenaline into his bl oodstream He becane
nore aware, but at the same time his disconfort sharpened. He was conscious
of two overl apping areas of heavy painlike pressure, as if a large bruise was
bei ng pressed on by sonme intol erably heavy weight. One of the areas involved
his left shoul der, and the other was just above his breastbone. It had been
in the shoul der that Biset had shot him he remenbered muzzily. The pain over
t he breastbone nust be where Mara had burned hima second tine with the |aser

The why of all these things nagged at his dulled mnd. Wy go to all the
trouble of shooting him just so, and then sending himback to the centra
Conpl ex in his rock buggy?

He nade an effort to sit up, to see what, if anything, had been done to the
rock buggy itself—-and his right foot caught agai nst something on the floor at
his feet. Wth a second great effort, he pulled hinself up to | ook down at
it. The body of Hemlay there, as if it had tunbled fromthe seat beside him
and the | aser handgun was still tucked in the waistband of the gray sl acks.

Every nonent was like lifting sone great weight, but novenent was possi bl e.
Slowy, in several successive, jerky efforts, Gles managed to bend forward
reach down, and pick up the weapon. He curled his finger around the trigger
button and pointed it at the surface of the buggy seat beside him He pressed
the button.

Not hi ng happened. The weapon's charge was either exhausted or renoved.
Effortfully, he shoved the useless, but still dangerous-Iooki ng weapon inside
his jacket and | eaned heavily agai nst the backrest of his seat.

He felt exhaustion inprisoning himlike soft but massive fetters. The buggy
jolted onward, headed toward the main Conpl ex done, still invisible on the
ni ght hori zon.

He passed out a second tine.... 16
He cane to, suddenly, choking on the bitter taste of bile in
his throat.

He had been sick... or rather his body had tried to be sick, but found
nothing in his stomach except digestive juices to expel. The raw, searing
t hr oat - and- mout h bum of the internal acids had brought himback to hinself
agai n.

He felt clearer-headed now. He was aware of his body in a nore normal sense,
and the pressure areas were beginning to send signals along his nerves in a
nmore normal fashi on—Aot yet as sharp pain, but rather as deep-seated aches.
Under the acid taste lingering in his throat, he was conscious of a raging
thirst, and his eyes burned and gritted as if he had been staring into
dust-filled air, unblinkingly, for some tinme. Beyond this, however, his mnd
was newmy alert, with the abnormal al ertness of sonmeone under a high fever-
He | ooked down at his feet and saw the body of Hem still there. He | ooked
ahead through the w ndshield of the noving buggy and saw the tall black
semcircle of the main Conplex done, now partially occulting the stars ahead.

Feverishly, with a rush, the whole plan of Biset and her underground arbites
tunmbl ed i nto understandi ng before him Barsey knew he had set forth to visit
the caretaker of a dead friend' s dwelling. Now he woul d be on record as



returning with one of the arbites who had shared his shi pweck—and that
arbite shot to death, while he, hinself, showed two burns through himand an
enpty weapon at hand. Plainly, fromwhat Mira had said, he had been intended
by Biset to be a corpse like Hemby the tine the buggy rolled automatically
into its stall at the main Conplex.

That meant an investigation by the Wrld Police—+he only ones conpetent to
investigate in a case where an Adel man was suspected of sonething illegal

Bi set, herself, as a fellow survivor of the lifeship journey, would be
automatically disqualified frominvestigating. That neant an investigator

nmust be applied for fromEarth, nmust nake the trip out and spend days or weeks
—weeks, undoubtedly, thought Gles, if the Wrld Police were as infiltrated
with Biset's arbite underground Associ ati on menbers as the Policewonan had

cl ai med. \Whoever was sent out would al nost certainly be a nenber of that

Associ ation and woul d spin out the investigation as |ong as the Association
needed or wanted it spun out.

That woul d give the underground the six nonths Paul and Bi set had nentioned,
or as much time as it needed to prepare for the whol esal e sl aughter of the
Adel born and the work arbites.

G les made hinmself nove. He managed to reach out and switch on the voice
control to the autopilot of the rock buggy.

"Change destination," he croaked at it, as the small white |light on the pane
before himlit up. "Go to... the place where the Al benareth are. The alien
area in the main Conplex. | want to locate an Al benareth Captain...."

For a nonent he doubted that his words had conveyed any clear and adequate
order to the autopilot. But then, abruptly, the vehicle altered direction
Gles fell back in his seat, panting. There was nothing to do now but wait—and
hope that this new destination he had ordered was not too far away in terns

of time.

The buggy rocked and jolted along. After a while, he was able to see that
they were close to the high netal wall that was the base of the main Conpl ex
done, and running along parallel to it. They would be headed toward a
different entrance fromthe one at which they had originally emerged. After
some fifteen mnutes, Gles saw such an entrance approaching. But the doors
of it did not dilate as they got close, and his buggy went on by. He | apsed
into a state that was half doze, half actual unconsciousness.

The buggy stopped with a jerk.

He roused hinmself and | ooked around. He was already inside the done, in a
parking area. Sone twenty neters fromhimwas a building that seemed to grow
out of the dome itself, and in a wall of the building facing himwas a
transparent section beyond which the head of an Al benareth | ooked at him The
thin nouth noved”

as if speaking.

Bel atedly, G les punched on his intercom

"Repeat, your business here?" an alien voice was asking in the human tongue.
"You have arrived and flashed a recognition signal, but you have not answered

nmy question. What do you

want ?"



"Sorry..." said Gles thickly. "Intercomoff. Sorry. |I want to
| want to neet with the Captain Rayunung again."

"Whi ch Captain Rayumung? W have a nunber of individuals here of that rank
and honor."

"The... Captain Rayunung who | ost her ship in an explosion... who canme to
this world in a lifeship with a nunber of humans, of which I... amone. | am
an Adel man, of Steel. She'll know ne. WIIl you call her?"

There was a snal |l pause before the voice spoke again.

"1 identify the individual you refer to. She is now Rayumung past-captai n.
will try to |l ocate and nmessage her. WII you cone

i nsi de?"
Gles started to nmove w thout thinking, and found the
strength was not in him

"I... have to wait out here for her. I'msorry. Tell her... so. | apol ogize.
Ask if she'll conme here to ne. But hurry."

"Al'l dispatch is always nade."

The state of doze-unconsci ousness noved back in on Gles as the intercomfel
silent. He roused again to the sound of a tapping on the transparent pane to
his right, against which his head had been resting. He straightened up
turned, and | ooked. An Al benarethian face was staring in at himfrom just
beyond the transparency. Was Hemvisible to it, in the shadows at his feet?
Wth a surge of alarm he funbled with the latch of the door bel ow the
transparency. It opened, and he half fell, half stepped out to face the alien
figure beyond.

"Captai n Rayunmung?" he managed, in Al benareth.
The dark eyes | ooked down into his.

"I ama past-captain now," said an alien voice in human speech. "But | know
you, Adel man. Wat do you want with ne?"

G |l es | eaned back against the body of the rock buggy to keep fromfalling.
H s knees were treacherously weak. They would start to shake visibly in a
mnute. He tried to go on speaking in Al benareth, but the effort was too
great.

"I prom sed you sonething,"” he said in his own | anguage. *T pronmi sed to tel
you who set the bonb that destroyed your ship.”

The alien face watched him The alien voice buzzed its hunman words.

"That no longer matters. After further consideration | have given up the life
| carried. It will be matured and borne by another. So all connections are
broken, and it no longer matters how ny ship died."

"Doesn't matter ,.." He stared at her, sick with the weakness fromhis
wounds, unable to think howto deal with this new defeat. "You gave up
your... Why?"



"I had no honor of achievenent to pass on- It was you who piloted your humans
to safety. Dishonor canceled is no shane, but neither is it of any
assistance. It would be good to find and bring justice upon whoever killed ny
shi pmates and ny vessel, but it is nothing to do with the life | conceived. |
have given that away. Only for the prospect of achieved honor would there be
reason in keeping the relationship with ny child that is now parted; and
where is there any such prospect? For a ship and all who served it are |ost,
and that is a thing which nothing can change."

"But," said Gles, "if that loss could still lead to sone great good for the
Al benareth—al |l the Al benareth-what then?" "G eat good?" The dark eyes watched
Gles' face closely. "For all our holy race?"

"Yes," said Gles.

"How coul d that be? And how coul d you, being only human, know what woul d be a
great good for the Al benareth?"

"Because in this case it's involved with what has to be great
good for humans."

"There can be no such involvenent," said the Captain. "In no way are we
al i ke, human."

"Are you sure?" Gles asked. His legs were close to the end of their

strength. Inperceptibly, he began to slide down the side of the rock buggy
agai nst whi ch he was | eaning. The Captain stood silent. "You lived with me—and
the other humans—all those days on the lifeship. Are you so sure still that

we aren't alike, so sure there's no chance we could have anything in comon?"

The tall figure before himblurred.
"Perhaps..." said the Captain's voice. Suddenly, two casually powerful hands
caught Gles by the shoulders and lifted him held himup, pressing him

agai nst the side of the buggy. "Are you ill?"

"Alittle... hurt," said Gles.

He noved his lips to say nore, but there was no strength in himto form
words. Dimy, he was aware of the head of the Captain bending forward as she
| ooked past him into the buggy. This close, she could not m ss seeing the
body of Hem

Gles waited for her denmands for an explanation, for the alarmthat she would
now surely give. But nothing of the sort happened. Instead, he felt hinself
hel d asi de as the door of the buggy was opened, then lifted in, with the body
of the Captain hiding the assistance she gave himfromthe transparent panel
where the other nenmber of her race still sat watching.

He was thrust into his seat and the seat clanps folded in automatically to
hold himthere. The door of the buggy closed. A second |later the door on the
buggy' s ot her side opened and the tall shape of the Captain noved in to take
the seat beside him She reached for the controls; the buggy moved, pivoted,
and drove out through the door in the dome shell where he had entered.

She headed the buggy directly outward fromthe dome. After a nonent, she
spoke.



"I ama past-captain,” she said. "And | will die now as planetbound as if |
had never known space; nor will there be shipnmates who remenber ne. But there
is sonething here that is unfinished. You defied me to save the | east of your
sl ave humans, and here with you is one who is dead and you are clearly nore
than a little hurt. Also you asked me if perhaps there was not sonething in
common between human and Al benareth after all, and that question troubles ne.
Before our tinme on the lifeship I would have had no hesitation in rejecting
such an idea. Now, | do not know....

Her voice died in uncharacteristic fashion. He lay there, letting his body
give to the jolts of the rock buggy.

"Can you speak?" she asked, after a noment.
"Yes," he said. The word canme out as a barely audi bl e whi sper. He nade an
effort and strengthened the effort-he put into his voice so that it sounded
nore clearly. "I understand a lot now |l didn't before. The Al benareth don't
just seek death, any nore than we do. Death is only a way station to
somet hi ng bi gger +0 a racial oneness with the universe."

"OfF course,"” said the Captain.
"No... not 'of course,' " he said. "You don't understand how hard a concept

that is for humans to understand. Death for us is personal and uni que—either
the end of everything or the freeing of something called a 'soul' that ends

up making its own individual terns of unity with the universe."

"The race lives," she said. "The individual is only one of its parts.™

"For you Al benareth—not for us. That's the difference," he said. "W think of
oursel ves always as individuals. 'Wen | die,' one of us will say, 'the world
ends.' You Al benareth can't really appreciate that way of thinking, any nore
than we can really appreciate your Portal and your WAy." "Then there is
nothing in conmmn, after all." "Yes, there is," Gles said. "A comon | ack
Bot h of our racial philosophies were adequate while each of our races |ived
only and entirely on the world of its birth. But now we've both gone into
space, and it's not enough for you just to translate the Portal and the Wy
fromsingle-world to universal terms. That way lies stasis and physical death
for your race. Likewi se, for us humans it's not enough to say nerely, 'Wen I
die, the universe ends.' Because now we've seen the universe, and now we know
it's too big to vanish just because one individual has died. As individuals
we face a universe too big for us." "A common | ack binds nothing." "But the
fact we can hel p each ot her binds sonething—+n both our cases/' said Gles.
The feverish feeling he had experienced earlier had come back on hi m again,
and he was finding a strength to argue that he had not known he had. "What we
humans | ack can be found in part of what your race already has inits

phi | osophy—an anchor point in the idea that the race survives. As individuals
we're too small to face up to the universe, but as a race we can. That is
what our phil osophy needs. And what you Al benareth lack is the part of what
we have—the individual's refusal to give in to a situation where all race
teachi ng says that survival is an inpossibility. Renenber, you gave up; but |
br ought

the lifeship in, after all."

H s words echoed and died in the small capsule of the rock buggy, in the face
of the unearthly black and silver of the barren nightscape outside the
vehicle's windows. He turned his head to stare at the notionless, round,
unhuman head of his conpanion, waiting for her reaction. What it would be he
had no way of telling. In human ternms he had rem nded her nost cruelly of her



failure in that function of which she had been nobst proud.

"It is true," the Captain said at last, slowy. "And it is that which has
remai ned unfinished in nmy mind. You did what you

could not possibly do."

"Because | had no choice," he said. "I had to get to 20B- 40—even if the
uni verse, even if all the Al benareth and all ot her

humans were opposed, or thought it inpossible."

The Captain turned her head slowy to |l ook at him "But what you describe is
anarchy," she said. "No race can

live if its individuals are like that."

"Qurs does. W live. And here we are—with you Al benareth

—+n space.”

She | ooked back away from him out through the wi ndshield at the rocky | and.

"Even if you are right,"’
and m ne?"

she said, "how could we help each other, your people

"I want your aid," Gles said, "to save a human from ot her humans who woul d
use himas an excuse to destroy many other hunman lives, nmillions of lives, in
fact. Together we can take himfromthem and their excuse as well, as

toget her we brought the lifeship safely to this world. Because, even though
you were not able to navigate the ship the |ast stage of the way, up unti

that point where | took over, | in ny turn would have-been unable to
navigate. Until then. | hadn't lived through the necessary days aboard that
smal | vessel that were to teach me about your race and nmine, and bring ne to
know how rmuch of what | used to believe was wong."

"But even if we do sonmething together, what will it prove?" "It will prove we
can supply each other's lack," said Gles. "It can prove we're capable of
smal | things together neither of us could manage al one. To save the lives of
some few humans and one Captain Rayunung is not a highly noticeabl e thing.

But to save the lives of many humans, and because of that potentially to save
many |ives of the Al benareth, setting themfree to follow the Vay with new
under st andi ng and cooperation with ny race—that would be a noticeabl e thing,
somet hing to convince your race and nmine that we both need to leamto think
differently and work together, in space and on the planets, not just in our
own separate spheres. And the benefits fromcreating that conviction could
wi n great honor for you and your child." She moved a little in her seat —
restlessly, he thought.

"What you tal k about," she answered, "goes beyond ny personal honor. You ask
somet hi ng unusual fromne."

"I know," he said. "If there is a word for it in Al benareth, | have never
learned it. But in human the sound is 'friendship.' ™"

" Friendshi p/ she echoed, "It is a strange word, if it is based on no
ki nship, no duty association or |ogical cause for

cooperation."”



"It is based on mutual respect and a liking," Gles said. "Is
t hat enough? O not?"

He sat, waiting for her to answer. She turned her face to him again. As
al ways, her eyes and tone of voice were unreadabl e.

"This is all newto ne," she said at last. "It is true | have noticed that
anong your people and mine on this world of 20B- 40— She broke off abruptly.
"Well, in any case what you say is enough for this nmonent. Were do you want

us to go, then?"
The feverish strength drained suddenly from G les, and he
sagged in his seat.

"The rock buggy's log there has the destination point—the one before | cane
hunting you..." he nurnured huskily.

Her hand went out to the log control dial and turned it. Figures flickered to
light on the control's small, rectangular screen. "I have it," she said. "It
is nowentered in the autopilot." The rock buggy lurched into a right turn
Gles closed his eyes and let hinmself float off on the slightly nauseating
tide of his weakness...

"We are here," announced the voice of the Captain. He opened his eyes again
and found the buggy standing still, apparently lost in the mdst of the
white-dwarf-1it plain. Then, slowy, his eyes recogni zed, ahead through the
wi ndshi el d, the shape of a single-dwelling done.

"Good," he nmuttered. "You stopped outside it." "We had tal ked of what to do
only this far," said the Captain.

"You want us to go inside, now?"
"Yes," said Gles. He was com ng awake again, draw ng on hinmself once nore
for the feverish strength that had so far been there for hi mwhen he needed
it. At the sane tine, he felt the deep extent of the weakness and pain that
were with himnowtike a tight nmetal band enclosing all his upper body.
"Yes," he said again. "But we nmustn't drive it. There'll be a foot entrance
somewhere, and maybe we can get in without their knowing it."

He nade an effort to sit up, but he could nove only his arnms, weakly.
"Wait," said the Captain.

She turned and reached into the back of the buggy, to the conpartment in

whi ch emergency outside suits were stored. She brought a Iinp garnent forward
and held it up—but it was obviously designed only for the smaller shape of a
human.

"You can't go out there without a suit,"” said Gles despairingly within the

transparent helnmet of his own suit. "It's too cold."
"This vehicle has none other, and this will not fit me," said the Captain
indifferently. "It is a short distance and no nmatter."

She got out, wal ked around to Gles' side of -the vehicle, and opened the
door there. Picking up Gles in her arnms, she began to walk with himtoward



the done. Breath plunmed fromher |ips, and al nost at once icicles began to
form about her mouth and nose slits. But her arms seenmed to hold the weight
of Gles' body without effort, and she paced calmy and regularly across the
rocky, broken ground.

When she cane to the donme, she circled it; and at about eighty degrees from
the I arge doors that had admitted G les' buggy before, they found a small

i ndi vidual entrance with a latch button beside it glowing with its own
internal dimred light to show that it was unl ocked. The Captain pressed the
button without putting Gles down, and the door slid aside. She carried Gles
i nside, and the door closed again behind her as a |light went on to show t hem
a small entry room and a further door.

"Can you wal k now?" the Captain asked.

G | es shook his head.

"It does not matter," she said. "I will continue, then."

She went forward to the further door, opened it, and nounted a short ranp
into the carpeted interior of the house. The sound of voices canme to them
fromalong a corridor to their right; and the Captain, turning, carried Gles
in that direction until they stepped through the light-curtain obscuring an
entrance to find thenselves in the |l ounge roomGles had visited earlier

She stopped. A reflecting wall across the room gave back her image and
Gles'. Inside his suit, he | ooked pale and ordinary, but the Captain
glittered black and silver like the |andscape outside, for the fur covering
her body was beaded now with tiny crystals or ice where the warm noi st
interior air had frozen on contact with

her chill ed body.

She stepped to a nearby float chair that was enpty and set Gles down within
it, then unsealed his helnmet and renoved it. She straightened up again,
turning to the people in the | ounge, who had been staring at her all this
tinme in silence.

"I bring you the Adel man you know," she said. "He has things he wishes to do—
and with ny help. But before | help | want to see anong you, or between you
and him this thing he calls 'friendship/ which surely all you humans mnust
understand since it is a word of your own | anguage."”

Seated helpless in the chair, Gles cursed hinmself. He had, he told hinself,
made the nost basic mi stake possi bl e—ant hroponorphism Carried away by his
own emotion, he had forgotten that under no circunstances could the Captain
have the same human referrents for the concept of "friendship" as he, who had
tried to bring her to share it with him Wat had made hi mthink he could so
sinmply put hinself in the mental shoes of a being that was product of an
al i en physiology, an alien culture?

Bi set, Esteven, Croce, Di, Frenco, and even Mara, clustered around the chair

i n which Paul Cca now sat, stood silent, still staring at Gles and the
Captain. But Paul was tied in the chair now, and a thin Iline of blood had run
down from one comer of his mouth. Plainly, Paul had proved recalicitrant in
some way, and Biset had turned against him Perhaps there was hope. Paul had
been the closest thing he had ever had to a friend. Perhaps Paul would

acknow edge friendship for Gles now and satisfy the Captain. Wthout the
hel p of the Al benareth, neither he nor Paul had any reason for optinsm and
Paul nust know that.



"Paul ," Gles said swiftly to the other man. "The Captain Rayumung |i st ened
to me when | said there was such a thing as 'friendship.' But she has only ny
word for it. You and | were friends once, Paul. You'll back me up, won't
you?" He threw all the enphasis possible into the last few words, so that

Paul shoul d understand the unspoken message. Back nme up and live. Don't, and
we're both out of |uck.

Paul stared back at him

"l - Paul began, and then his face and body stiffened. Something came into
his face and body that G les had not seen there for years.

"No," said Paul, clearly. "Wiatever's to be gained by my agreeing with you,
Gles—the answer's no. 1've never lied, and I won't lie now. W grew up
toget her, but we were never friends. | had no friends, any nore than you did.
No true Adel bomfeels friendship; only his duty, as he sees it."

Hs eyes met Gles', without apology. Gles shook his head feebly. Wth his
nmonentary hope falling in ruins around him he could not bring hinmself to

bl ame the other man. Paul Cca, in the end, had answered with the only words
his upbringing had left himto say, the sort of words Gles hinmself had once
been ready to live

and di e by.
"Al'l right," he said. "But if that's all there is to it, Paul, I'"'mno true
Adel bom any longer. Since that lifeship trip I've felt a ot of things that

went beyond my duty as | sawit."

He | ooked at the arbites standing about the chair where Pau

sat tied.
"Even with all of you," he said to them "In the beginning, all | wanted was
to come to 20B-40 to find Paul, because that was ny duty. | started out in

the lifeship determned to keep you all alive because that was al so ny duty—
what one of Steel should do. But during the trip, | got to know you. | got to
like you, all of you, just as persons, in spite of everything each one of you
did that disappointed me, jarred on ne, or rubbed ny tenper thin. You aren't
angel s. No humans ever are. You aren't even Adel bom But you're the people
lived and nearly died with and you' ve cone to nmean sonething to ne now. You—
and all the arbites like you, back on

Earth."

He gazed at them a little sadly. "Doesn't even one of you know what |'m
tal ki ng about?" he said. "lIsn't there one of you who felt it, too—that
something I'm

t al ki ng about ?"

Mara suddenly broke fromthe group and ran to him "Get her back here!
snarl ed Biset. "Esteven, G oce—drag

her back here!"
The two nmen hesitated, turning to stare at each other

"Go on!" blazed Biset. "Do what | tell you!"



The nmen turned away from each other. Together they went forward to where

G les sat. But when they reached the chair, they did not touch Mara, who was
now standi ng behind it with her arns around G les. Instead they turned, one
on each side of Mara, and stood facing Biset.

"What's the matter, you idiots?" raged Biset. "Bring her back here!™
"No, " said Esteven

The entertaincom s face was pale, and sweat was rolling down it. But his lips
were tight together.

"You don't own ne!" Esteven said to Biset. "If it was up to you |I'd be crazy
or dead, fromthe tonk. He saved me fromthe Captain. He saved ne fromthe
stuff! Why should I do what you want ?"

"That's right," said Goce, hoarsely. "You don't own us."

"Don't own you-why, you bunper-gets— Biset broke off, for the others who had
been standi ng beside her were now in notion, crossing over to join Mara,
Esteven, and G oce beside Gles. "Conme back here, all of you."'"

Di, alone, hesitated at the sound of the Policewnman's voice. But Frenco
caught her hand and pulled her along with him They reached Gles and turned
to face Biset.
"No one owns us," Esteven said to her. "It's different out here on the Col ony
Wirlds. You can't have us beaten up or judged crimnals and put to forced

| abor, here, just because you want to. Here, you've got to prove we've done
somet hi ng wrong. "

"You think so," said Biset, grimy.

She reached into a pocket of her suit and cane out with her |aser hand

weapon. "l can kill you all," she said, harshly, "and claimyou' re a Bl ack
Thursday group. | may be held under house arrest until an investigator cones
fromthe Wrld Police on Earth to check the matter; but when the investigator
cones, I'Il be cleared—by himor her, whoever they send. Think of that as

you're lying in your
graves—
But she had been concentrating wholly on those who defied

her. The Captain was suddenly in notion, noving toward her with great
strides. Biset jerked the |aser weapon about, to aimit at point-blank range
at the towering figure

"Cet backl" she shouted. "I1'll kill you, too, if I have to." But the Captain
cane on. At this range Biset could not nmiss. Desperately, Gles reached into
his jacket, snatched out the enpty | aser he had found in the rock buggy, and
pointed it at her.

"Bisetl" he cried. She glanced at himfor a noment, saw the |aser, and pulled

her own weapon about to shoot himbefore turning its beam on the Captain. But
time was too short for both actions. Gles sawthe wink of light at the end
of the barrel of Bisefs weapon, heard Groce grunt and clap a hand to a burned
forearm then the tall, dark figure of the Captain closed with the slighter



human shape
before him and Bi set went down...

G les blinked about him slunping in his chair. A wave of weakness and

di zziness had threatened to carry himoff. Now it was clearing, but his eyes
were still playing tricks on him He was seeing doubl e—no, triple—mages of
the Captain. He blinked and stared again, but they remmined. The room was

full of Al benareth, and there were other hunmans there who had not been

present a noment or two before. One of them was Anps Barsey, now supervising
the rel ease of Paul Oca from his bonds by a couple of nen with police arnbands
—€learly menbers or the | ocal 20B-40

const abul ary.

Freed and on his feet, Paul was |ed out of the room As he went, he passed by
the chair where Gles still sat, and paused.

"Remenber today, Gles," he said, coldly. "Today, you've kept the human race
fromsaving itself and put it on the same road to eventual death that these
Al benareth are already on."

"Or perhaps on a new road for both races that's the road to life," answered
Gles. "W'll have to wait and see, won't we, Paul? But |'mbetting ny way's
the right one.™

Paul turned without a word and | et hinself be escorted off. Two nmen carried
out the body of Biset, and the space where Paul had stood was occupied a
monent |later by a man with a nedical kit, who began to fuss with Gles' buns.
Above the head of the working nedician, Gles saw the tall shape of an

Al benareth step into view and | ook down at him

"Captain?" said Gles in Basic, uncertainly. Even after all those days on the
lifeship, he could not be sure to tell the one Al benareth he knew fromthose
he did not know.

"I amsatisfied," said the Captain. "It is apparently a real thing, this
"friendship.' There are others of our holy race who have been on such new

worl ds as this and had experiences with humans that suggest it is not uncommon
—+ amnow tol d."

"Told..." said Gles. He | ooked about the room at the other tall, dark
shapes. "Were did they all conme fronP"

"I did not know," said the Captain. "But evidently, while you waited for ne,
you by your stillness and ot her unusual behavi or aroused a concern in the

m nd of him of our race who greeted you and sent for ne. As a precaution, the
| ocal human police were contacted, and these ordered a |istening device
attached to your rock buggy, while you were unnoticing. W were listened to
as we tal ked and foll owed here, by both ny people and yours."

G |l es shook his head feebly. The nedician had just given himsone kind of an
injection and he was feeling the pain recede as strength returned, but he was
still far from being hinself.

"l don't understand," he said. \Y
"W have been a subject of the attention of both our peoples, here on 20B-40,

ever since we | anded, Adel man," the Captain said. "As | may have said, our
races on these new worl ds seemcloser to each other than in other places. But



| wait for what you prom sed ne."

"Prom sed?" "You promised to tell ne who it was anong you humans who

destroyed ny ship. | wait to hear, now"

"Gles..." It was Mara, speaking beside him wam ngly. He put up a hand to
cal m her.

"Il tell you," he said.

"Gles!"

"No... no. It's all right," he said aside to her. "Listen..."

He turned back to the Captain.

"I set a bonmb aboard your ship," he said.

"You?" The Captain's tall body noved al nost inperceptibly toward him
"Yes," Gles said. "It was part of a plan worked out by the Cca Front to get
me to 20B-40 without arousing any suspicion on Paul Cca's part that one of us
had been sent to kill him" Gles shook his head briefly. "To think | left
Earth intending to kill... but I was wong about a good many things, then."

He | ooked back up at the Captain.

"The i dea was that the bomb woul d damage your vessel enough so that you'd
want to turn aside to 20B-40 for repairs. Once we'd | anded here, | could
| eave the ship and find Paul ."

"I amlistening." The Captain's voice was expressionl ess, renote.

"To nmake the plan work," said Gles, wearily, "I had to set the bonb off at
just the right time. Wich was why | knew sonet hi ng about your course and the
| ocation of 20B-40 fromthe position at which the expl osion occurred. Al so—we
t hought —+he bonb had to be just the right size so that the ship would be
damaged enough to nmake you turn aside fromyour original course, but not
damaged so rmuch that it couldn't make it safely to 20B-40. There was no pl an
for me to make the trip here in a lifeship."

H s voi ce was harsh as he ended

"You pl anned, " said the Captain. "But the bonmb was |arger than you thought?"
G les shook his head. "It was the right size," he said. "But it had help we
hadn't counted on. Soneone el se wired another bonb to it—a much nore powerful
bonb, that couldn't fail to weck your ship conmpletely." H's voice took on an
edge. "Good God, where would a bunch of amateur revolutionists |ike us get
hol d of sonething that would nake nmetal bumlike dry | eaves?"

"Wy, " asked the Captain, "this second bonb?"

"Because there was another plan | didn't know anything about. It called for

me to get to 20B-40 in a lifeship, as we did. But not just nme alone, but with

a handful of people.” Gles lifted a heavy hand to indicate Mara and the

other arbites fromthe lifeship who still stood around his chair. "It was
understood that if the ship died, you Al benareth would choose to die with her —
all but one of you, who'd pilot the liteship to safety, out of duty to save

the few humans that renained."”



"Why did you agree to this second bonb, this further plan?" demanded the
enoti onl ess voi ce of the Captain.

"I didn't. Neither did any of the others on the lifeship, but one. That one
identified herself when | first cane to this dome here. Biset."

"The female | just killed?" said the Captain.
G | es nodded.

"Biset admtted she'd planned to bring these others, and herself, with ne to
20B-40 in the lifeship. By admtting that, she gave herself away. The only
way she coul d have been sure of doing what she planned was if she set the
second bonmb hersel f —and made sure it was a bonb | arge enough not only to
destroy the ship, but to make sure no other arbites, except those she'd
chosen back on Earth, lived to escape. I'll bet if it'd been possible to
exam ne your ship before the bonb went off, we'd have found every lifeship
but the one we took was sabotaged, nade unusable."

There was a long silence in the room Finally, the Captain spoke.

"How coul d she know that |I"—+he alien voice broke, uncharacteristically, then
went on as unenotional as ever —that you would be able to take command of the
vessel and bring it to 20B-40, rather than Bel ben?" "She didn't," said Gles.
"She and her people were as ignorant as | was of Al benareth ways of thinking.
It never occurred to her, any nore than it did to nme, that you' d do anything

but head for the nearest safe planetfall, which was 20B-40. But when you

i nsisted on going on to Bel ben instead, even if we all arrived dead, she was

forced into using the joker in her deck—the one person she'd included just in
case there was sonme dirty work to be done."

He turned his head to | ook at Esteven

"She supplied you not only with tonk but with paper to take with it, to begin
with, didn't she?" Gles said. "Then she claimed she was out of paper."”

"And | believed heri" Esteven's face twisted. "I believed heri That's why I
went for the book."

"Yes," said Gles. He | ooked back at the Captain. "So now you know, Rayunung.'
"Yes," said the Albenareth. Her head lifted. "And now that | know, | shal

take back the child that is nmne, and live. For | have cancel ed ny di shonor
by slaying the one who slew ny ship; and there is al so honor to be acquired
in this thing you have given ne, called 'friendship,' as | shall explain it
to others of my holy race.”

"Yes," said Gles. "And when you've done that, there's another word you can
introduce themto. It's called 'cooperation'—and it can mean human and

Al benareth as shi pmates worki ng vessel s through space together."

The dark eyes glittered on him

"You have done nuch, Adelman," said the Captain, grimy. "Be warned. Do not
try for too nuch, too soon."

The eyes were steady on Gles. Slowy, G1les nodded. "Perhaps you're right,"
he said. "Good |uck, anyway, Rayunung."



"The holy race does not proceed by luck," said the Captain. "But by
under st andi ng of the Way, on which all things may journey."

She turned away. But just before going she turned back

"Al'l things but slaves." she said. "However, | find that | have changed ny

t hought about these others here." Her gaze swept over the arbites about

G les. "They have proved thensel ves not slaves all save the one | have just
slain. This, therefore, is the greater nessage | carry to the Al benareth, and
"friendship* is the lesser. For in truth, respect between us and you nust
cone before all other things."

She turned and went, erect, unyielding, stalking fromtheir presence wth
great and neasured strides, |like someone who now saw her way clear to the
utternost reaches of eternity.

The End



