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A G FT FROM EARTH -- Larry Niven

(Version 2002.03.17)

CHAPTER 1 -- THE RAMROBOT

A RAMROBOT had been the first to see Mount Lookitthat. Ranrobots had been first visitors
to all the settled worlds. The interstellar ranscoop robots, with an unrestricted fuel supply
culled frominterstellar hydrogen, could travel between stars at speeds approaching that of |ight.
Long ago the UN had sent ranrobots to nearby stars to search out habitable planets. It was a
peculiarity of the first ranrobots that they were not choosy. The Procyon ranrobot, for instance,
had | anded on W Made It in spring. Had the | anding occurred in sumrer or winter, when the
pl anet's axis points through its sun, the ranrobot woul d have sensed the fifteen-hundred-nil e-per-
hour wi nds. The Sirius ranrobot had searched out the two narrow habitabl e bands on Jinx, but had
not been programed to report the planet's other peculiarities. And the Tau Ceti ranrobot,
Interstell ar Ramscoop Robot #4, had | anded on Mount Lookitthat. Only the Plateau on Munt
Looki tthat was habitable. The rest of the planet was an eternal searing black calm useless for
any purpose. The Plateau was smaller than any region a colony project would settle by choice. But
Inter stellar Ranscoop Robot #4 had found a habitable point, and that was all it knew.

The col ony sl owboats, which followed the ranrobots. had not been built to make round
trips. Their passengers had to stay, always. And so Mount Lookitthat was settled, nore than three
hundred years ago.

A flock of police cars fanned out behind the fleeing nman. He could hear them buzzing like
sumrer bunbl e-bees. Now, too late, they were using all their power. In the air this pushed themto
one hundred mles per hour: fast enough for transportation in as small a region as Munt
Lookitthat, but, just this once, not fast enough to win a race. The running nman was only yards
fromthe edge.

Spurts of dust erupted ahead of the fugitive. At last the |Inplenmentation police had
decided to risk damagi ng the body. The man bit the dust |ike a puppet thrown in anger, turned over
huggi ng one knee. Then he was scranbling for the cliff's sharp edge on the other knee and two
hands. He jerked once nore, but kept noving...At the very edge he | ooked up to see a circling car
comng right at himfromthe blue void beyond.

Wth the tip of his tongue held firmy between his teeth, Jesus Pietro Castro ained his
car at the enraged, agonized, bearded face. An inch too low and he'd hit the cliff; an inch too
hi gh and he'd nmiss the man, miss his chance to knock himback onto the Pl ateau. He pushed two fan
throttles forward..

Too | ate. The man was gone.

Later, they stood at the edge and | ooked down.

Oten Jesus Pietro had watched groups of children standing fearful and excited at the void
edge, | ooking down toward the hidden roots of Munt Lookitthat, daring each other to go closer and
closer. As a child he had done the sane. The wonder of that view had never left him

Forty mles below, beneath a swirling sea of white mst, was the true surface of Mbount
Lookitthat the planet. The great plateau on Muunt Lookitthat the nountain had a surface |ess than
half the size of California. All the rest of the world' s surface was a bl ack oven, hot enough to
melt lead, at the bottom of an atnobsphere sixty tinmes as thick as Earth's.

Matt hew Kel | er had comitted, deliberately, one of the worst of possible crines. He had
crawl ed off the edge of the Plateau, taking with himhis eyes, his liver and kidneys, his niles of

bl ood tubing, and all twelve of his glands -- taking everything that could have gone into the
Hospital's organ banks to save the lives of those whose bodies were failing. Even his worth as
fertilizer, not inconsiderable on a three-hundred-year-old colony world, was nownil. Only the

water in himwould sonmeday return to the upper world to fall as rain on the | akes and rivers and
as snow on the great northern glacier. Al ready, perhaps, he was dry and flaming, in the awful heat
forty mles bel ow

O had he stopped falling, even yet?

Jesus Pietro, Head of Inplenmentation, stepped back with an effort. The form ess m st
someti mes brought strange hallucinations and stranger thoughts -- |ike that odd nenber of the
Ror schach inkblot set, the one sheet of cardboard which is blank. Jesus Pietro had caught hinself
thinking that when his tine came, if it ever cane, this was the way he would |like to go. And that
was treason.

The major net his eye with a curious reluctance.
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“"Mpjor," said Jesus Pietro, "why did that man escape you?"

The maj or spread his hands. "He lost hinself in the trees for several ninutes. Wen he
broke for the edge, it took my nen a few mnutes to spot him"

"How did he reach the trees? No, don't tell nme how he broke | oose. Tell ne why your cars
didn't catch himbefore he reached the grove."

The maj or hesitated a split second too |long. Jesus Pietro said, "You were playing with
him He couldn't reach his friends and he couldn't remrmain hidden anywhere, so you decided to have
alittle harmess fun."

The maj or dropped his eyes.

"You will take his place," said Jesus Pietro.

The pl ayground was grass and trees, swings and teeter-totters, and a slow, skeletal nerry-
go-round. The school surrounded it on three sides, a one-story building of architectural coral
pai nted white. The fourth side, protected by a high fence of tane vine growi ng on wooden st akes,
was the edge of Gamma Pl ateau, a steep cliff overlooking Lake Davi dson on Delta Pl ateau

Matt hew Lei ah Kel |l er sat beneath a watershed tree and brooded. Ot her children played al
around him but they ignored Matt. So did two teachers on nonitor duty. People usually ignored
Matt when he wanted to be al one.

Uncle Matt was gone. Gone to a fate so horrible that the adults woul dn't even tal k about
it.

| mpl ement ation police had cone to the house at sunset yesterday. They had left with Matt's
big confortable uncle. Knowi ng that they were taking himto the Hospital, Matt had tried to stop
those towering, unifornmed nen; but they'd been gentle and superior and firm and an ei ght-year-old
boy had not slowed themdown at all. A honey-bee buzzing around four tanks.

One day soon his uncle's trial and conviction would be announced on the colonist tri-vee
programs, along with the charges and the record of his execution. But that didn't matter. That was
just cleaning up. Uncle Matt woul d not be back

A sting in his eyes warned Matt that he was going to cry.

Harold Lillard stopped his aimess running around when he realized that he was al one. He
didn't like to be alone. Harold was ten, big for his age, and he needed others around him
Preferably smaller others, children who could be dom nated. Looking rather hel plessly around him
he spotted a small formunder a tree near the playground s edge. Small enough. Far enough fromthe
pl ayground nonitors.

He started over.

The boy under the tree | ooked up

Harold lost interest. He wandered away with a vacant expression, noving nore or |ess
toward the teeter-totters.

Interstellar Ramscoop Robot #143 left Juno at the end of a |inear accelerator. Coasting
toward interstellar space, she |ooked like a huge netal insect, makeshift and hastily built. Yet,
except for the contents of her cargo pod, she was identical to the last forty of her predecessors.
Her nose was the ramscoop generator, a massive, heavily arnored cylinder with a large orifice in
the center. Along the sides were two big fusion notors, ained ten degrees outward, nounted on
oddly jointed netal structures like the folded |legs of a praying nantis. The hull was snall,
containing only a conputer and an in-system fuel tank

Juno was invisible behind her when the fusion motors fired. I mediately the cable at her
tail began to unroll. The cable was thirty nmiles long and was nmade of braided Sinclair nolecule
chain. Trailing at the end was a | ead capsul e as heavy as the ranrobot itself.

I dentical cargo pods had been going to the stars for centuries. But this one was speci al

Li ke Ranrobots #141 and #142, already noving toward Jinx and Winderl and -- |i ke Ranrobot
#144, not yet built -- Ranrobot #143 carried the seeds of revolution. That revol ution was already
in process on Earth. On Earth it was quiet, orderly. It would not be so on Munt Lookitthat.

The nedical revolution that began with the begi nning of the twentieth century had warped
all human society for five hundred years. Anerica had adjusted to Eli Wiitney's cotton gin in |ess
than half that time. As with the gin, the effects would never quite die out. But already society
was swi ngi ng back to what had once been normal. Slowy; but there was notion. In Brazil a smal
but growing alliance agitated for the renmoval of the death penalty for habitual traffic offenders.
They woul d be opposed, but they woul d w n.

On twin spears of actinic light the ranrobot approached Pluto's orbit. Pluto and Neptune
were both on the far side of the sun, and there were no ships nearby to be harned by nagnetic
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effects.

The ranscoop generator canme on

The conical field fornmed rather slowy, but when it had stopped oscillating, it was two
hundred m | es across. The ship began to drag a little, a very little, as the cone scooped up
interstellar dust and hydrogen. She was still accelerating. Her in-systemtank was idle now, and
woul d be for the next twelve years. Her food would be the thin stuff she scooped out between the
stars.

I n nearby space the magnetic effects woul d have been deadly. Nothing with a notochord
could live within three hundred mles of the stormof electromagnetic effects that was a working
ranscoop generator. For hundreds of years nen had been trying to build a magnetic shield efficient
enough to let nmen ride the ranrobots. They said it couldn't be done, and they were right. A
ranrobot could carry seeds and frozen fertile ani mal eggs, provided they were heavily shiel ded and
were carried a good di stance behind the ranscoop generator. Men nust ride the slowboats, carrying
their own fuel, traveling at less than half the speed of |ight.

For Ranrobot #143, speed built up rapidly over the years. The sun becane a bright star
then a di morange spark. The drag on the ranscoop becane a fearsonme thing, but it was nore than
conpensated for by the increase in hydrogen pouring into the fusion notor. The tel escopes in
Nept une's Troj an points occasionally picked up the ranrobot's steady fusion light: a tiny, fierce
bl ue-white point against Tau Ceti's yellow

The uni verse shifted and changed. Ahead and behind the ranrobot the stars crept together
until Sol and Tau Ceti were less than a |light-year apart. Now Sol was dyi ng-enber red, and Tau
Ceti showed brilliant white. The pair of red dwarfs known as L726-8, alnobst in the ranrobot's
path, had beconme warmyellow. And all the stars in all the heavens had a crushed | ook, as if
sonmebody heavy had sat down on the universe.

Ranr obot #143 reached the hal fway point, 5.95 light-years from Sol as neasured relative to
Sol, and kept going. Turnover was light-years off, since the ranscoop would slow the ship
t hr oughout the voyage.

But a relay clicked in the ranrobot's conputer. It was nessage tine. The ranscoop
flickered out, and the light died in the notors as Ranrobot #143 poured all her stored power into
a maser beam For an hour the beam went out, straight ahead, reaching toward the system of Tau
Ceti. Then the ranrobot was accel erating again, follow ng close behind her own beam but with the
beam drawi ng steadily ahead.

A line of fifteen-year-old boys had fornmed at the door of the nedcheck station, each
hol ding a conical bottle filled with clear yellow sh fluid. One by one they handed their specinen
bottles to the hard-faced, masculine-looking nurse, then stepped aside to wait for new orders.

Matt Keller was third fromthe end. As the boy in front of him stepped aside, and as the
nurse rai sed one hand wi thout |ooking up fromher typewiter, Matt exam ned his bottle critically.
"Doesn't | ook so good," he said.

The nurse | ooked up in furious inpatience. A colonist brat wasting her tine!

“I better run it through again," Matt decided al oud. And he drank it.

"It was apple juice," he said later that night. "I alnost got caught sneaking it into the
medcheck station. But you really should have seen her face. She turned the dammdest color."

"But why?" his father asked in honest bew | dernment. "Wy antagonize Mss Prynn? You know
she's part crew. And these nedical health records go straight to the Hospital"

"I think it was funny," Jeanne announced. She was Matt's sister, a year younger than Matt,
and she always sided with him

Matt's grin seened to slip fromhis face, |eaving sonething dark, sonething older than his
years. "One for Uncle Matt."

M. Keller glared at Jeanne, then at the boy. "You keep thinking like that, Matthew, and

you'll end up in the Hospital, just like he didl Wiy can't you | eave well enough al one?"
His father's evident concern penetrated Matt's nood. "Don't worry, Ghengis," he said
easily. "Mss Prynn's probably forgotten all about it. |I'mlucky that way."

"Nonsense. |f she doesn't report you, it'd be through sheer kindness."
"Fat chance of that."

In a small recuperation roomin the treatnent section of the Hospital, Jesus Pietro Castro
sat up for the first tine in four days. H's operation had been sinple though major: he now had a
new | eft lung. He had al so received a perenptory order fromMIlard Parlette, who was pure crew.
He was to give up snoking i mediately.

He could feel the pull of internal surgical adhesive as he sat up to deal with four days
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of paperwork. The stack of forms his aide was setting on the bedside table | ooked
di sproportionately thick. He sighed, picked up a pen, and went to work.

Fifteen mnutes later he winkled his nose at sone petty conplaints -- practical joke --
and started to crunple the paper. He unfolded it and | ooked agai n. He asked, "Matthew Lei gh
Kel | er ?"

"Convicted of treason," Mjor Jensen said instantly. "Six years ago. He escaped over the
edge of Al pha Pl ateau, the void edge. The records say he went into the organ banks."

But he hadn't, Jesus Pietro renenbered suddenly. Mjor Jansen's predecessor had gone
instead. Yet Keller had died..."Wat's he doing playing practical jokes in colonist medcheck
station?"

After a nonent of cogitation Major Jensen said, "He had a nephew. "

"Be about fifteen now?"

“"Perhaps. I'll check."

Kel l er's nephew, said Jesus Pietro to hinmself. | could follow standard practice and send
hima reprimnd.

No. Let himthink he'd got away with it. Gve himroomto nove around in, and one day he'd
repl ace the body his uncle stole.

Jesus Pietro smiled. He started to chuckle, but pain stabbed himin the ribs and he had to
desi st.

The snout projecting fromthe ranscoop generator was no |onger bright and shiny. Its
surface was a nontage of big and little pits, craterlets left by interstellar dust grains pushing
their way through the ramscoop field. There was pitting everywhere, on the fusion notors, on the
hull, even on the cargo pod thirty mles behind. The ship | ooked pebbl e-fini shed.

The damage was all superficial. Mdre than a century had passed since the rugged ranmscoop
design had suffered its |last nmjor change

Now, eight and a half years beyond Juno, the ranscoop field died for the second tine. The
fusion flanes becane two actinic blue candles generating a twentieth of a gee. Slowy the cargo
spool rewound until the cargo pod was | ocked in its socket.

The machi ne seened to hesitate...and then its two cylindrical notors rose fromthe hull on

their praying-mantis |egs. For seconds they remamined at right angles to the hull. Then, slowy,
the legs contracted. But now the notors pointed forward.

A U-shaped bar swung the cargo pod around until it also pointed forward. Slowy the spoo
unwound to its full |ength.

The ranscoop went on again. The notors roared their full strength, and now they fired
their long streans of fusing hydrogen and fused heliumthrough the ramscoop itself.

Ei ght point three light-years from Sol, alnost directly between Sol and Tau Ceti, lie the
twin red dwarf stars L726-8. Their main distinction is that they are the stars of small est mass
known to man. Yet they are heavy enough to have collected a faint envel ope of gas. The ranrobot
braked heavily as her ranscoop plowed through the fringes of that envel ope.

She continued braking. The universe stretched on again; the stars resunmed their norma
shapes and colors. Eleven point nine |light-years from Sol, one hundred nillion niles above the
star Tau Ceti, the machine cane to an effective stop. Her ramscoop went permanently off. [?] A
vari ety of senses began searching the sky. They stopped. Locked.

Agai n she noved. She nust reach her destination on the remaining fuel in her in-system
t ank.

Tau Ceti is a GB star, about four hundred degrees cooler than Sol and only 45 percent as
strong as its output of light. The world of Mount Lookitthat orbits sixty-seven nmillion nmles
away, a moonless world in a nearly circular path.

The ranr obot noved in on Mount Lookitthat the world. She noved cautiously, for there were
fail-safe factors in her conputer program Her senses probed

Surface tenperature: 600 degrees Fahrenheit, with little variation. Atnmosphere: opaque,
dense, poi sonous near the surface. Dianmeter: 7650 mles.

Sonet hi ng cane over the horizon. In visible light it seemed an island in a sea of fog. A
topography like a flight of broad, very shallow steps, flat plateaus separated by sheer cliffs.
But Ranr obot #143 sensed nore than visible light. There was Earth-like tenperature, breathable air
at an Earthlike pressure.

And there were two radi o homi ng signals.

The signals settled it. Ranrobot #143 didn't even have to deci de which to answer, for they
were conming fromonly a quarter of a nile apart. They canme, in fact, from Munt Lookitthat's two
sl owboat s, and the di stance between them was bridged by the sprawling structure of the Hospital
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so that the spacecraft were no | onger spacecraft but odd-looking towers in a sort of bungal ow
castle. But the ramobot didn't know that and didn't need to.
There were signals. Ranrobot #143 started down.

The floor vibrated gently against the soles of his feet, and fromall around canme nuted,
steady thunder. Jesus Pietro Castro strode down the twi sting, internmeshing, |abyrinthine passages
of the Hospital

Though he was in a tearing hurry, it never occurred to himto run. He was not in the
gymmasium after all. Instead he noved |like an el ephant, which cannot run but can wal k fast enough
to tranple a running man. Hi s head was down; his stride was as long as his legs could reach. His
eyes | ooked omi nously out fromunder pronmi nent brow ridges and bushy white eyebrows. H's bandit's
moust ache and his full head of hair were also white and bushy, forning a startling contrast to his
swarthy skin. Inplementation police sprang to attention as he passed, snapping out of his way with
the speed of pedestrians dodging a bus. Was it his rank they feared or his massive, unstoppable
bul k? Perhaps even they didn't know.

At the great stone arch which was the main entrance to the Hospital, Jesus Pietro | ooked
up to see a sparkling blue-white star overhead. Even as he found it, it w nked out. Mnents |ater
the all-pervadi ng thunder died away.

A jeep was waiting for him If he'd had to call for one, soneone woul d have been very
sorry. He got in, and the I nplenentation chauffeur took off at once, without waiting for orders.
The Hospital fell behind, with its walls and its surroundi ng wastel and of defenses.

The ranrobot package was floating down on its parachutes.

O her cars were in flight, erratically shifting course as their drivers tried to guess
where the white dot would cone down. It would be near the Hospital of course. The ranrobot would
have ai nmed for one or another of the ships; and the Hospital had grown |ike sonething living, |ike
a growh of architectural coral, between the two fornmer spacecraft.

But the wi nd was strong today.

Jesus Pietro frowned. The parachute woul d be bl own over the edge of the cliff. It would
end not on Al pha plateau, where the crew built their hones and where no col oni st could be
tolerated, but in the colonist regions beyond.

It did. The cars swooped after it like a flock of geese, following it over the four-
hundred-foot cliff that separated Al pha Plateau fromBeta Pl ateau, where forests of fruit trees
alternated with fields of grain and vegetabl es and neadows where cattle gazed. There were no hones
on Beta, for the crew did not |ike colonists so close. But colonists worrked there, and often they
pl ayed there.

Jesus Pietro picked up his phone. "Oders," he said. "Ranrobot package one-forty-three is
landing in Beta, sector...twenty-two or thereabouts. Send four squads in after us. Do not under
any circunstances interfere with cars or crew, but arrest any colonist you find within half a mle
of the package. Hold them for questioning only. And get out here fast."

The package skimmed over half an acre of citrus trees and came down at the far edge.

It was a grove of |lenpbn and orange trees. One of the later ranrobot packages had carried
the grove's genetically altered ancestors, along with other miracles of terrestrial biologica
engi neering. These trees would not harbor any parasites at all. They woul d grow anywhere. They
woul d not conpete for growmh with other simlarly altered citrus trees. Their fruit renained
precisely ripe for ten nonths out of the year; and when they dropped the fruit to rel ease the
seeds, it was at staggered intervals, so that at any tine five trees out of six held ripe fruit.

In their grimneed for sunlight the trees had spread their |eaves and branches into an
opaque chain, so that being in the grove was |like being in a virgin forest. Miushroonms grew here,

i mported unchanged from Eart h.

Polly had al ready picked a couple of dozen. If anyone had asked, she had gone into the
citrus woods to pick nushroonms. By the tinme her hypothetical questioner arrived, she would have
hi dden her canera.

Consi dering that the tending season was a nonth away, a remarkabl e nunber of col onists
were abroad on Beta Plateau. In woods, on the plains, clinbing cliffs for exercise, hundreds of
men and wonen were on excursions and picnics. An alert Inplenentation officer would have found
their distribution inprobably even. Too many woul d have been recogni zed as Sons of Earth.

But the ranrobot package chose to land in Polly's area. She was near the edge of the woods
when she heard the thunp. She noved swiftly but quietly in that direction. Wth her black hair and
darkly tanned skin she was nearly invisible in the forest dusk. She craw ed between two tree
trunks, moved behind another, and peered out.

A large cylindrical object lay on the grass beyond. A string of five parachutes withed
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away before the w nd.

So that's what they |l ook like, she thought. It seemed so small to have cone so far...but
it nmust be only a tiny portion of the total ranmrobot. The mgjor portion would be on its way hone.
But it was the package that counted. The contents of a ranrobot package were never
trivial. For six nonths, ever since the maser nessage arrived, the Sons of Earth had been pl anning
to capture ranrobot capsule #143. At worst, they could ransomit to the crew. At best, it might be

sonething to fight with.

She al nost stepped out of the woods before she saw the cars. At least thirty of them
| andi ng all around the ranrobot package.

She stayed hi dden

Hi s sol diers would not have recogni zed Jesus Pietro, but they would have understood. Al
but two or three of the nen and wonen around himwere purebred crew. Their chauffeurs, including
his own, had prudently stayed in their cars. Jesus Pietro Castro was obsequi ous, deferential, and
very careful not to joggle an elbow or to step on a toe or even to find hinself in sonebody's
pat h.

As a result, his vision was bl ocked when MIlard Parlette, a real descendant of the first
Captai n of the Planck, opened the capsule and reached in. He did see what the ancient held up to
the sunlight, the better to exanmne it.

It was a rectangular solid with rounded edges, and it had been packed in a resilient
mat eri al whi ch was now di sintegrating. The bottomhalf was nmetal. The top was a renote descendant
of glass, hard as the cheaper steel alloys, nore transparent than a wi ndowpane. And in the top
hal f fl oated sonethi ng shapel ess.

Jesus Pietro felt his mouth fall open. He | ooked harder. H's eyelids squinted, his pupils
dil ated. Yes, he knew what this was. It was what the maser nessage had prom sed six nonths ago.

A great gift, and a great danger

"This nust be our nost carefully guarded secret,” MIlard Parlette was saying in a voice
like a squeaky door. "No word nust ever leak out. If the colonists sawthis, they'd blowit out of
all proportion. We'll have to tell Castro to -- Castro! \Wiere the M st Denons is Castro?"

"Here | am sir."

Polly fitted the canera back in its case and began to work her way deeper into the woods.
She' d taken several pictures, and two were tel escopic shots of the thing in the glass case. Her
eyes hadn't seen it clearly, but the filmwuld showit in detail.

She went up a tree with the camera about her neck. The | eaves and branches tried to push
her back, but she fought through, deeper and deeper into the protecting | eaves. Wien she stopped,
there was hardly a square inch of her that didn't feel the gentle pressure. It was dark as the
caves of Pl uto.

In a few nminutes the police would be all through here. They would wait only until the crew
was gone before converging on this area. It was not enough that Polly be invisible. There must be
enough | eaves to block any infrared light |eaving her body.

She coul d hardly blame herself for |osing the capsule. The Sons of Earth had been unable
to translate the naser nessage, but the crew had. They knew the capsule's worth. But so did Polly -
- now. When the ei ghteen thousand col oni sts of Munt Lookitthat knew what was in that capsule..

Ni ght cane. The Inplenentation police had collected all the colonists they could find.

None had seen the capsule after it came down, and all would be rel eased after questioning. Now the
police spread out with infrared detectors. There were several spots of randomheat in Polly's
grove, and all were sprayed with sonic stunners. Polly never knew she'd been hit. Wen she woke
next norning, she was relieved to find herself still in her perch. She waited until high noon

then noved toward the Beta-Gamma Bridge with her canmera hi dden under the nushroons.

CHAPTER 2 -- THE SONS OF EARTH

FROM THE bel | tower of Canpbelltown cane four thunderous ringing notes. The sonic wave-
fronts marched out of town in order, crossing fields and roads, dimnishing as they cane. They
overran the mine with hardly a pause. But nen | ooked up, lowering their tools.

Matt smiled for the first time that day. Already he could taste cold beer

The bicycle ride fromthe nine was all downhill. He reached Cziller's as the place was
beginning to fill up. He ordered a pitcher, as usual, and downed the first glassful w thout
drawi ng breath. A kind of bliss settled on him and he poured his second glass carefully down the
side to avoid a head. He sat sipping it while nore and nore freed worknen poured into the taproom
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Tonorrow was Saturday. For two days and three nights he could forget the undependabl e
little beasties who earned himhis Iiving.

Presently an el bow hit himin the neck. He ignored it: a habit his ancestors had brought
fromcrowded Earth and retai ned. But the second tine the el bow poked him he had the glass to his
lips. Wth beer dripping wetly down his neck, be turned to deliver a mld reproof.

"Sorry," said a short dark nman with straight black hair. He had a thin, expressionless
face and the air of a tired clerk. Matt | ooked nore closely.

"Hood, " he sai d.

"Yes, nmy name is Hood. But | don't recognize you." The man put a question in his voice.
Matt grinned, for he liked flanboyant gestures. He wapped his fingers in his collar and pulled
his shirt open to the waist. "Try again,” he invited.

The cl erkish type shied back, and then his eyes caught the tiny scar on Matt's chest.

"Keller."

"Right," said Matt, and zi pped his shirt up

"Keller. 1'"ll be d-dammed," said Hood. You could tell sonmehow that he saved such words for
energencies. "lIt's been at |east seven years. Wat have you been doing |l ately?"

"Grab that seat." Hood saw his opportunity and was into the stool next to Matt before the
occupant was fully out of it. "I1've been playing nursemaid to mning wornms. And you?" Hood's smle
suddenly died. "Er-you don't still hold that scar against ne, do you?"

"No!" Matt said with explosive sincerity. "That whole thing was ny fault. Anyway it was a
long tinme ago." It was. Matt had been in the eighth grade that fall day when Hood canme into Matt's
classroomto borrow the pencil sharpener. It was the first time he'd ever seen Hood: a boy about
Matt's size, though obviously a year ol der, an undersized, very nervous upperclassman
Unfortunately the teacher was out of the room Hood had marched the full length of the room not
| ooki ng at anyone, sharpened his pencil, and turned to find his escape bl ocked by a nob of
yel ling, bounding eighth graders. To Hood, a new arrival at the school, they nust have | ooked |ike
a horde of cannibals. And in the forefront was Matt, using a chair in the style of an anina
trainer. Exit Hood, running, wild with terror. He had | eft the sharpened point of his pencil in
Matt's chest. It was one of the fewtines Matt had acted the bully. To him the scar was a badge
of shane.

"Good," said Hood, his relief showing. "So you're a mner now?"

"Right, and regretting it every waking hour. | rue the day Earth sent us those little
snakes. "

"It must be better than digging the holes yourself."

"Think so? Are you ready for a |l ecture?"

"Just a second.” Hood drained his glass in a heroic gesture. "Ready."

"Amning wrmis five inches long and a quarter inch in dianeter, nutated from an
earthworm Its grinding orifice is rimmed with little dianond teeth. It ingests netal ores for
pl easure, but for food it has to be supplied with blocks of synthetic stuff which is different for
each breed of worm-- and there's a breed for every netal. This makes things conplicated. W' ve
got six breeds out at the nmine site, and |'ve got to see that each breed al ways has a food bl ock
within reach.”

"It doesn't sound too conplicated. Can't they find their own food?"

“In theory, sure. In practice, not always. But that's not all. What breaks down the ores
is a bacteriumin the wormis stomach. Then the worm drops netal grains[?] around its food bl ock
and we sweep them up. Now, that bacteriumdies very easily. If the bacteriumdies, so does the
worm because there's netal ore blocking his intestines. Then the other worns eat his body to
recover the ore. Only, five tinmes out of six it's the wong ore.™

"The worns can't tell each other apart?"

"Flam ng right they can't. They eat the wong netals, they eat the wong worns, they eat
the wrong food bl ocks; and when they do everything right, they still die in ten days. They were
built that way because their teeth wear out so fast. They're supposed to breed like mad to
conpensate, but the plain truth is they don't have time when they're on the job. W have to keep
goi ng back to the crew for nore."

"So they've got you by the gonads."

"Sure. They charge what they like."

"Coul d they be putting the wong chenical cues in sonme of the food bl ocks?"

Matt | ooked up, startled. "I'lIl bet that's just what they're doing. Or too little of the
right cues; that'd save them noney at the same tine. They won't let us grow our own, of course.
The -- " Matt swallowed the word. After all, he hadn't seen Hood in years. The crew didn't like

bei ng cal | ed nanes.
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"Time for dinner," said Hood.

They finished the beer and went to the town's one restaurant. Hood wanted to know what had
happened to his old school friends, or school mates; Hood had not nade friends easily. Matt, who
knew i n many cases, obliged. They tal ked shop, both professions. Hood was teaching school on
Delta. To Matt's surprise, the introverted boy had becone an entertaining storyteller. He had kept
his dry, precise tone, and it only made his jokes funnier. They were both fairly good at their
j obs, and both maki ng enough noney to live on. There was no real poverty anywhere on the Pl ateau.
It was not the colonists' noney the crew wanted, as Hood pointed out over the nmeat course.

"I know where there's a party," Hood said over coffee.

"Are we invited?"

"Yes.

Matt had not hing planned for the night, but he wanted reassurance. "Party crashers
wel cone?"

“I'n your case, party crashers solicited. You'll like Harry Kane. He's the host."

“I"'msold."

The sun di pped bel ow the edge of Gamma Pl ateau as they rode up. They left their bicycles
in back of the house. As they wal ked around to the front, the sun showed again, a glowi ng red half-
di sk above the eternal sea of cloud beyond the void edge. Harry Kane's house was just forty yards
fromthe edge. They stopped a nmonent to watch the sunset fade, then turned toward the house.

It was a great sprawling bungalow, laid out in a rough cross, with the bulging walls
typical of architectural coral. No attenpt had been made to disguise its origin. Matt had never
bef ore seen a house whi ch was not painted, but he had to admire the effect. The remmants of the
shapi ng bal | oon, which gave all architectural coral buildings their telltale bulge, had been
carefully scraped away. The exposed walls had been polished to a shining pink sheen. Even after
sunset the house gl owed softly.

As if it were proud of its thoroughly colonist origin.

Architectural coral was another gift of the ranrobots. A genetic manipul ation of ordinary
sea coral, it was the cheapest building material known. The only real cost was in the plastic
bal | oon that guided the growth of the coral and enclosed the coral's special airborne food. Al
colonists lived in buildings of coral. Not many would have built in stone or wood or brick even
were it allowed. But npbst attenpted to nake their dwellings | ook sonewhat |ike those on Al pha
pl ateau. Wth paint, with wood and netal and fal se stone-sidings, with powered sandpaper disks to
flatten the inevitable bulges, they tried to inmtate the crew

In daylight or darkness Harry Kane's house was flagrantly atypical

The noi se hit themas they opened the door. Matt stood still while his ears adjusted to
the noise level -- a survival trait his ancestors had devel oped when Earth's popul ati on nunbered
nineteen billion, even as it did that night, eleven point nine |ight-years away. During the |ast

four centuries a nman of Earth mght as well have been stone deaf if he could not carry on a
conversation with a thousand drunks bellowing in his ears. Matt's people had kept sone of their
habits too. The great living roomwas jamred, and the few chairs were |argely being ignored

The room was big, and the bar across fromthe entrance was enormous. Matt shouted, "Harry
Kane rmust do a lot of entertaining.”

"He does! Cone with ne; we'll neet him"

Matt caught snatches of conversation as they pushed their way across the room The party
hadn't been going | ong, he gathered, and several people knew practically nobody; but they all had
drinks. They were of all ages, all professions. Hood had spoken true. If a party crasher wasn't
wel come, he'd never know it, because no one woul d recognize himas one. The walls were |like the
out side, a glow ng coral -pink. The floor, covered with a hairy-1ooking wall-to-wall rug of rmnutated
grass, was flat except at the walls; no doubt it had been sanded flat after the house was fi ni shed
and the forming ball oon renbved. But Matt knew that beneath the rug was not tile or hardwood, but
the ever-present pink coral. They reached the bar, no nore jostled than need be. Hood | eaned
across the bar as far as he could, which because of his height was not far, and called, "Harry!
Two vodka sodas, and 1'd like you to neet -- Dammit, Keller, what's your first nane?"

"Matt."

"Matt Keller. W' ve known each other since grade school."

"Pl easure, Matt," said Harry Kane, and reached over to shake hands. "G ad to see you here
Jay." Harry was al nost Matt's height, and consi derably broader, and his wi de face was dom nated by
a shapel ess nose and an even wider grin. He | ooked exactly |like a bartender. He poured the vodka
sodas into glasses in which water had been pre-frozen. He handed them across. "Enjoy yourselves,"
he said, and noved down the bar to serve two newconers. Hood said, "Harry believes the best way to
meet everyone right away is to play bartender for the first couple of hours. Afterward he turns

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20A%20Gift%20From%20Earth.txt (8 of 101) [1/19/03 5:31:29 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20A %20Gift%20From%20Earth.txt

the job over to a volunteer."

"Good thinking," said Matt. "Is your nanme Jay?"

"Short for Jayhawk. Jayhawk Hood. One of my ancestors was from Kansas. The jayhawk was a
synbol i c Kansas bird."

"Crazy, isn't it, that we needed eight years to |l earn each other's first names?" At that
monment a fragnent of the crowd noticed Hood and swept down upon them Hood barely had tinme to grin
in answer before they were in the mdst of introductions. Matt was relieved. He was sure he had
seen Harry Kane pass sonething to Jay Hood along with his drink, Manners kept him from asking
questions, but it stuck in his curiosity, and he wanted to forget it. The newconers were four nen
and a worman. As an individual, Mitt renmenbered only the worman. Her name was Laney Mattson. She was
around twenty-six years old, five years older than Matt. In bare feet he would have topped her by
a scant half-inch. But she was wearing doubl e-spi kes, and her piled confection of auburn hair made
her even taller. Not nerely tall, she was big, with w de pronounced hi ps and deep breasts behind
an "M neckline. She | ooked prettier than she was, Mtt thought; she used cosnetics well. And
there was a boom ng exuberance in her every act, an enjoynent as big as herself. The nmen were her
age and over, in their late twenties. Any of the four would have | ooked normal dancing w th Laney.
They were huge. Matt retained of themonly a conposite inpression of a resonant voice and an
envel opi ng handcl asp and a great handsone face smiling down fromthe pink ceiling. Yet he |liked
themall. He just couldn't tell themapart. Hood surprised himagain. Talking along in his dry
voi ce, keeping it raised to an audible bellow, not straining his neck to | ook anyone in the face,
Hood sonmehow kept control of the conversation. It was he who guided the talk to school days. One
of the tall nen was noved to speak of a sinple trick he'd used to rewire his school's teaching tri-
vee, so that for one day he and his classmates, had watched their | essons both upsi de down and
inside out. Matt found hinself telling of the specinen bottle of apple juice he'd sneaked into the
Ganma nedcheck station, and what he did with it. Soneone who'd been listening politely fromthe
edge of the circle nentioned that once he'd stolen a car froma picnicking crew famly on Beta
Pl ateau. He'd set the autopilot to circle a constant thousand feet beyond the void edge. It had
stayed up for five days before dropping into the mst, with scores of Inplenentation police
wat chi ng. Matt watched Jay Hood and Laney as they tal ked. Laney had a | ong arm draped over Hood's
shoul ders, and the top of his head reached just to her chin. They were both tal king at once,
tranpling the tail ends of each other's sentences, racing pell-nell through nmenories and anecdotes
and jokes they'd been saving, sharing themw th the group but talking for each other. It wasn't
| ove, Matt decided, though it was like love. It was an inmense satisfaction Hood and Laney felt at
knowi ng each other. Satisfaction and pride. It made Matt feel lonely. Gradually Matt becane aware
that Laney was wearing a hearing aid. It was so small and so cunningly colored as to be nearly
invisible within her ear. Truthfully, Mtt couldn't swear that it was there. If Laney needed a
hearing aid, it was too bad she couldn't hide it better. For centuries nore civilized peoples had
been wearing specks of |am nated plastic buried in the skin above the mastoid bone. Such things
did not exist on Mount Lookitthat. A crew, now, would have had his ears replaced fromthe organ
banks...d asses went enpty, and one of Laney's big escorts came back with replacenments. The little
group grew and shrank and split into other groups with the eternal capriciousness of the cocktail
party. For a noment Matt and Jay Hood were |left standing alone in a forest of backs and el bows.
Hood said, "Want to neet a beautiful girl?"

"Always." Hood turned to |l ead the way, and Matt caught a flash of the sane odd coloring in
his ear that he had noticed in Laney's. Since when had Hood becone hard of hearing? It mi ght have
been i magi nation, aided by vodka sodas. For one thing, the tiny instrunments seenmed too deeply
enbedded to be removed. But an itemthat size could have been just what Harry Kane passed to Jay
Hood al ong with his drink

"It's the easiest way to conduct a raid, sir." Jesus Pietro sat deferentially forward in
his chair, hands folded on his desk, the very inmage of the highly intelligent nman dedicated solely
to his work. "W know that nmenbers al ways | eave the Kane house by twos and fours. We'll pick them
up outside the house. If they stop coming out, we'll know they've caught on. Then we'll go into
the house itself."

Behi nd his nmask of deference, Jesus Pietro was annoyed. For the first tinme in four years
he had planned a major raid on the Sons of Earth, and MIlard Parlette had picked that night to
visit the Hospital. Wiy tonight? He cane only once in two nonths, thank the M st Denbns. A visit
froma crew al ways upset Jesus Pietro's nen.

At least Parlette had come to him Once Parlette had summoned himto his own house, and
that had been bad. Here, Jesus Pietro was in his element. H s office was practically an extension
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of his personality. The desk had the shape of a boonerang, enclosing himin an obtuse angle for
nore avail abl e worki ng space. He had three guests' chairs of varying degrees of confort, for crew
and Hospital personnel and colonist. The office was big and square, but there was a slight curve
to the back wall. Where the other walls were creamcol ored, easy on the eye, the back wall was
snoot hly polished dark netal

It was part of the outer hull of the Planck. Jesus Pietro's office was right up against
the source of half the spiritual strength of Munt Lookitthat, and half the electrical power too
the ship that had brought nmen to this world. Sitting at his desk, Jesus Pietro felt the power at
hi s back.

"Qur only problem"™ he continued smoothly, "is that not all of Kane's guests are involved
in the conspiracy. At least half will be deadheads invited for canouflage. Telling themapart wll
take time."

"I see that," said the old man. Hi s voice squeaked. He wore the tall, skeletal |ook of a
Don Qui xote, but his eyes held no madness. They were sane and alert. For nearly two hundred years
the Hospital had kept his body, brain, and mnd functioning. Probably even he did not know how
much of him had been borrowed from col onists convicted of major crinmes. "Wy toni ght?" he asked.

"Why not, sir?" Jesus Pietro saw what he was driving at, and his mnd raced. MIlard
Parlette was nobody's fool. The ancient was one of the fewcrewwlling to accept any kind of
responsibility. Mdst of the thirty thousand crew on Munt Lookitthat preferred to devise ever nore
complex forms of playing: sports; styles of dress that changed according to hal f-a-dozen conpl ex,
fluctuating sets of rules; rigid and ridicul ous social forns. Parlette preferred to work --
sonetimes. He had chosen to rule the Hospital. He was conpetent and qui ck; though he appeared
rarely, be always seened to know what was happening; and he was difficult to lie to. Now he said,
"Yesterday the ramrobot capsule. Last night your nmen were scouring the area for spies. Tonight you
plan a major raid for the first time in four years. Do you think sonmeone slipped through your
fingers?”

"No, sir!" But that would not satisfy Parlette. "But in this instance | can afford to
cover ny bet even when it's a sure thing. If a colonist had news of the ranrobot package, he'd be
at Kane's place toni ght though denons bar the way."

"l don't approve of gambling," said Parlette. Jesus Pietro uneasily searched his nmind for
a suitable answer. "And you have chosen not to ganmble. Very good, Castro. Now. Wat has been done
with the ranrobot capsul e?"

"I think the organ-bank people have it unpacked, sir. And the...contents stored. Wuld you
like to see?”

"Yes.

Jesus Pietro Castro, Head of Inplenentation, the only arned authority on an entire world,
rose hastily to his feet to act as guide. If they hurried, he mght get away in tine to supervise
the raid. But there was no polite way to make a crew hurry.

Hood had spoken true. Polly Tournqui st was beautiful. She was al so small and dark and
quiet, and Matt definitely wanted to know her better. Polly had Iong, soft hair the color of a
starless night, direct brown eyes, and a snile that cane through even when she was trying to | ook
serious. She | ooked |ike someone with a secret, Mtt thought. She didn't talk; she |istened.

"Par a- psychol ogical abilities are not a nyth," Hood was insisting. "Wen the Planck |eft
Earth, there were all kinds of psionic devices for anplifying them Tel epathy had gotten al nost
dependabl e. They -- "

"What's ' al nost dependabl e' ?"

"Dependabl e enough so there were specially trained people to read dol phin mnds. Enough so
tel epaths were called as expert witnesses in nurder trials. Enough -- "

"All right, all right," said Matt. It was the first tinme tonight that he had seen Hood
wor ked up. Matt gathered fromthe attitudes of the others that Hood rode this hobbyhorse often. He
asked, "Were are they now, these witches of yours?"

"They aren't witches! Look, Kell -- Look, Matt. Every one of those psi powers was tied up
alittle bit with telepathy. They proved that. Now, do you know how they tested our ancestors
before they sent theminto space for a thirty-year one-way trip?" Soneone played straight man.
"They had to orbit Earth for a while."

"Yes. Four candidates in a ferryboat, orbiting for one nonth. No telepath could take
that." Polly Tournquist was followi ng the debate |like a spectator at a tennis nmatch, sw nging her
shoul ders to face whoever was speaking. Her grin wi dened; her hair swung gently, hypnotically; she
was al together a pleasure to watch. She knew Matt was wat ching. Cccasionally her eyes would flick
toward himas if inviting himto share the joke
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"Whay not, if he's got conpany?"

"The wrong conpany. Anywhere on Earth a latent telepath is surrounded by tens of thousands
of mnds. In space he has three. And he can't get away fromany of themfor a single hour, for a
full ponth."

"How do you know all this, Jay? Books? You damm sure don't have anyone to experinent on."
Pol ly's eyes sparkled as she followed the debate. The | obes of Hood's ears were turning red.
Polly's raven hair swng w de, and when it uncovered her right ear for an instant, she was al nost
certainly wearing a tiny, alnmost invisible hearing aid. So she did have a secret. And, finally,
Matt thought he knew what it was.

Three hundred years ago the Planck had cone to Mount Lookitthat with six crew nenbers to
guard fifty passengers in suspended animation. The story was in an the history tapes, of howthe
circular flying wing had dipped into the atnosphere and fl own for hours above inpenetrable mists
whi ch the instrunments showed to be poisonous and deadly hot. And then a great nass had cone over
the horizon, a vertical flat-topped nountain forty miles high and hundreds of niles long. It was
like a new continent rearing over the inpal pable white sea. The crew had gaped, wordless, unti
Captain Parlette had said, "Lookitthat!" Unwitten, but thoroughly known, was the story of the
| andi ng. The passengers had been wakened one at a tine to find thenselves living in an instant
di ctatorshi p. Those who fought the idea, and they were few, died. Wen the Arthur C arke came down
forty years later, the pattern was repeated. The situation had not changed but for popul ation
grow h, not in the last three hundred years. Fromthe begi nning there had been a revol utionary
group. Its name had changed several times, and Matt had no idea what it was now. He had never
known a revol utionary. He had no particular desire to be one. They acconplished nothing, except to
fill the Hospital's organ banks. How could they, when the crew controlled every weapon and every
watt of power on Munt Lookitthat? If this was a nest of rebels, then they had worked out a good
cover. Many of the nmerrynakers had no hearing aids, and these seemed to be the ones who didn't
know anyone here. Like Matt hinself. In the mdst of a reasonably genui ne open-house braw ,
certain people listened to voices only they could hear

Matt let his imagination play. They' d have an escape hatch sonmewhere -- those of the inner
circle -- and if the police showed, they would use it during a perfectly genuine panic. Matt and
his brethren of the outer circle would be expendabl e.

"But why should all of these occult powers be connected to m nd-readi ng? Does that mnake
sense to you, Jay?"

"Certainly. Don't you see that telepathy is a survival trait? Wien human bei ngs evol ved
psi powers, they nust have evolved telepathy first. Al the others cane |ater, because they're
less likely to get you out of a bad situation..

Matt dismissed the idea of |eaving. Safer? Sure. But here he had, for a tine, escaped from
his persnickety mining wornms and their venal crew sh growers and the nultiple, other problens that
made his life what it was. And his curiosity bunp itched madly. He wanted to know how t hey
t hought, how they worked, how they protected thensel ves, what they had in mnd. He wanted to
know. . .

He wanted to know Polly Tournqui st. Now nore than ever. She was small and | ovely and
delicate | ooking, and[?] every man who had ever | ooked at her nust have wanted to protect her
What was such a girl doing throwing her life away? Really, that was all she was doi ng. Sooner or
| ater the organ banks would run short of healthy livers or live skin or lengths of large intestine
at a tine when there was a dearth of crine on the Plateau. Then Inplenmentation would throw a raid,
and Polly would be stripped down to her conponent parts.

Matt had a sudden urge to talk her out of it, get her to | eave here with himand nove to
anot her part of the Plateau. Wuld they be able to hide out in a region so |linmted? Possibly not,
but she didn't even know he'd guessed. |If she found out, he could die for his know edge. He'd have
to put a fail-safe on his nmouth. It spoiled things. If Matt could have played the observer, the
man who wat ched and said nothing...But he wasn't an observer. He was invol ved now. He knew Jay and
liked him he'd |liked Laney Mattson and Harry Kane at sight, and he could have fallen in love with
Pol I'y Tournqui st. These people were putting their lives on the line. And his too! And he could do

not hi ng about it. The m ddl e-aged man with the brush cut was still at it. "Jay," he said with a
poor imtation of patience, "you're trying to tell us that Earth had psi powers under good contro
when the founding fathers left. Well, what have they done since? They' ve nade all kinds of

progress in biological engineering. Their ships inprove constantly. Now the ranrobots go hone all
by thensel ves. But what have they done about psi powers? Nothing. Just nothing. And why?"
"Because -- "
"Because it's all superstition. Wtchcraft. Myths." Oh, shut up, Matt thought. It was al
cover for what was really going on, and he wasn't a part of that. He dropped back out of the
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circle, hoping nobody would notice him-- except Polly. Nobody did. He eased toward the bar for a
refill. Harry Kane was gone, replaced by a kid sonewhat younger than Matt, one who woul dn't | ast
anot her half hour if he kept sanpling his own wares. When Matt tasted his drink, it was nostly
vodka. And when he turned around, there was Polly, |aughing at his puckered face.

The hal f-dozen suspects were deeply asleep along one wall of the patrol wagon. A white-
garbed I nplenmentation nmedic | ooked up as Jesus Pietro entered. "Ch, there you are, sir. | think
these three nust be deadheads. The others had mechanisnms in their ears.”

The ni ght outside was as bl ack as al ways on noonl ess Mount Lookitthat. Jesus Pietro had
left MIlard Parlette standing before the glass wall of the organ banks, contenplating...whatever
he might be contenplating. Eternal life? Not likely. Even MIllard Parlette, one hundred and ninety
years old, would die when his central nervous systemwore out. You couldn't transplant brains
wi t hout transplanting nmenories. What had Parlette been thinking? H s expression had been very odd.

Jesus Pietro took a suspect's head in his hands and rolled it to ook in the ears. The
body rolled too, linply, passively. "I don't see anything."

"When we tried to renove the nechanism it evaporated. So did the old wonman's. This gir
still has hers."

"CGood." He bent to | ook. Far down in the left ear, too deep for fingers to reach it, was
somet hi ng col ored dead black with a rimof fleshy pink. He said, "Get a mcrophone.

The man made a call. Jesus Pietro waited inpatiently for soneone to bring a m ke. Sonmeone
eventual ly did. Jesus Pietro held it against the girl's head and turned the sound up high

Rustling noises canme in an anplified crackle.

"Tape it on," said Jesus Pietro. The nedic stretched the girl on her side and taped the
m ke agai nst her head. The thunder of rustling stopped, and the interior of the wagon was full of
the deep drunbeat sound of her arteries.

"How | ong since anybody |eft the neeting?”

"That was these two, sir. About twenty mnutes.”

The door in back opened to adnit two nen and two wonen, unconscious, on stretchers. One
man had a hearing aid.

"Cbviously they don't have a signal to show they're clear,’
Now, if he'd been running the Sons of Earth..

Come to think of it, he mght send out decoys, expendable nmenbers. If the first few didn't
cone back, he'd send out nore, at randomintervals, while the | eaders escaped. Escaped where? H s
men had found no exit routes; the sonics reported no tunnels underground. It was seconds before
Jesus Pietro noticed that the m ke was speaki ng. The sounds were that |ow. Quickly he put his ear
to the | oudspeaker.

"Stay until you feel like |eaving, then | eave. Renenber, this is an ordinary party, open-
house style. However, those of you who have nothing inportant to say shoul d ve gone by m dni ght.
Those who wi sh to speak to ne should use the usual channels. Renmenber not to try to renove the
earpieces; they will disintegrate of thenselves at six o' clock. Now enjoy yourselves!"

"What's he say?" asked the nedic.

"Nothing inportant. | wish | could be sure that was Kane." Jesus Pietro nodded briefly at
the medic and the two cops. "Keep it up," he said, and stepped out into the night.

said Jesus Pietro. "Foolish."

"Why'd you |l eave? It was just getting interesting."

"No it wasn't, and my glass was enpty, and anyway | was hoping you'd follow " Polly
| aughed. "You must believe in niracles.”

"True. Why'd you | eave?" Enbedded in wall-to-wall humanity, drowned in a waterfall of
human voi ces, Polly and Matt neverthel ess had a sort of privacy. Manners and | ack of interest
woul d prevent anyone fromactually listening to them Hence nobody could hear them for how coul d
anyone concentrate on two conversations at once? They ni ght have been in a room by thensel ves, a
roomw th yielding walls and unyi el di ng el bows, a roomas snall and private as a phone boot h.

"I think Jay's bugs on psi powers," said Polly. She had not answered his question, which
was fine by Matt. He'd expected to escape unnoticed from Hood's debate. He was |ucky that way. But
Polly comng to join himwas new and different, and he enjoyed guessing at her notives.

"He talks like that all the time?"

“"Yes. He thinks if we could only -- She stopped. Grl with a secret. "Forget Jay. Tel
me about yourself." So he tal ked of mning worns and hone |ife and the school in sector nine,
Ganma Pl at eau; and he mentioned Uncle Matt, who had died for being a rebel, but she ignored the
bait. And Polly tal ked about growi ng up a hundred mniles away, near the Col ony University; and she
described her job at the Delta Retransmitting Power Station, but she never nentioned her hearing
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aid.

"You look like a girl with a secret,” Matt said. "I think it nust be the snmle." She noved
closer to him which was very close, and | owered her voice. "Can you keep a secret?" Matt smled
with one side of his nmouth to show that he knew what was conming. She said it anyway. "So can |."

And that was that. But she didn't nove away. They smled at each other froma di stance of
a couple of inches, nose to nose, nonentarily content with a silence which, to an earlier nan
woul d have sounded |ike the center of an air raid. She was lovely, Polly. Her face was a lure and
a danger; her figure, small and |ithe and woman shaped, rippled with a dancer's grace beneath her
| oose green junper. For the noment Matt | ooked silently into her eyes and felt very good. The
nonent passed, and they tal ked small talk.

The flow of the crowd carried themhalf across the room Once they pushed back to the bar
for refills, then let the crowd carry themagain. In the continuous roar there was sonething
hypnoti c, sonething that nm ght have expl ai ned why the crowled-room drinki ng bout was nore than
hal f a thousand years ol d; for nonotonous background noi se has | ong been used in hypnosis. Tine
ceased to exist. But there cane a nmonment when Matt knew that he would ask Polly to go home with
him and she woul d accept.

He didn't get the chance.

Sonet hi ng changed in Polly's face. She seened to be listening to sonmething only she could
hear. The hearing ai d? He was ready to pretend he hadn't noticed, but he didn't get that chance
either. For suddenly Polly was noving away, disappearing into the cromd, not as if she were in any
hurry, but as if she renmenbered sonet hing she ought to do, some niggling detail she mght as well
take care of now. Matt tried to follow her, but the sea of humanity cl osed behind her. The hearing
aid, he told hinself. It called her. But he stayed by the bar, resisting the pressure that would
have borne him away. He was getting very drunk now, and glad of it. He didn't believe it had been
the hearing aid. The whole thing was too fanmliar. Too many girls had lost interest in himjust as
suddenly as Polly had. He was nore than disappointed. It hurt. The vodka hel ped to kill the pain.

About ten-thirty he went around to the other side of the bar. The kid playing bartender
was happily drunk and glad to give up his place. Matt was gravely drunk. He dispensed drinks with
dignity, being polite but not obsequious. The crowd was thinning now This was bedtine for nost of
Mount Lookitthat. By now the sidewal ks in nost towns woul d have been rolled up and put away til
dawn. These revol utionists nmust be a late-rising group. Matt served drinks autonmatically, but he
wasn't having any nore hinsel f. The vodka began to run low. And there wasn't anything but vodka,
vodka converted from sugar and water and air by one of Earth's educated bacteria. Let it run out,
Matt thought viciously. He could watch the riot. He served sonebody a vodka grapefruit, as
requested. But the hand with the drink did not vanish to nake room for soneone else. Slowy Matt
realized that the hand bel onged to Laney Mattson. "Hi," he said.

"Hi . Want a stand-in?"

"Quess so." Somebody changed places with him-- one of Laney's tall escorts -- and Laney
I ed himthrough the thinning ranks to a mracul ously unoccupi ed sofa. Matt sank deep into it. The
roomwould start to whirl if he closed his eyes.

"Do you al ways get this | ooped?”

"No. Sonet hi ng bugging ne."

"Tell nme?"

He turned to | ook at her. Sonehow his vodka-blurred eyes saw past Laney's makeup, saw that
her mouth was too wi de and her green eyes were strangely large. But she wore a snile of
synpat hetic curiosity.

"Ever see a twenty-one-year-old virgin nale?" He squinted to, try to read her reaction

The corners of Laney's nouth tw sted. Strangely. "No." She was trying not to |augh, be
realized. He turned away.

She asked, "Lack of interest?"

"No! Hell, no."

"Then what ?"

"She forgets ne.

Matt felt hinself sobering with time and the effort of answering. "Al

of a sudden the girl I'mchasing just" -- he gestured a little wildly -- "forgets |I'm around.
don't know why."

"Stand up."

Hnhph?"

He felt her hand on his arm pulling. He stood up. The room spun and he realized that he
wasn't sobering; he'd just felt steadier sitting down. He followed the pull of her arm relieved
that he didn't fall down. The next thing he knew, everything was pitch bl ack.

"Where are we?"
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No answer. He felt hands pull his shirt apart, hands with small sharp nails which caught
in his chest hair. Then his pants dropped. "So this is it," he said, in a tone of vast surprise.
It sounded so damm silly that he wanted to cringe.

"Don't panic," said Laney. "M st Denbns, you're nervous! Come here. Don't trip over
anyt hi ng. "

He managed to wal k out of his pants without falling. H's knees bunped sonething. "Fal
face down," Laney commanded, and he did. He was face down on an airfoammattress, rigidly tense.
Hands that were stronger than they ought to be dug into the nuscles of his neck and shoul ders,
kneadi ng themlike dough. It felt wonderful. He lay there with his arns out |ike a swandiver
going utterly linp as knuckles ran down the sides of his vertebrae, as slender fingers pulled each
separate tendon into a new shape.

Wien he was good and ready, he turned over and reached out.

To his left was a stack of photos a foot high. Before himthree photos, obviously candid
shots. Jesus Pietro spread themout and | ooked themover. He wote a nane under one of them The
others rang no bell, so he shuffled them and put themon the big stack. Then he stood up and
stretched

"Match these with the suspects we've already collected,” he told an ai de. The man sal uted,
pi cked up the stack and left the flying office, noving toward the patrol wagons. Jesus Pietro
foll owed hi mout.

Al nost half of Harry Kane's guests were now in patrol wagons. The photographs had been
taken as they entered the front door earlier tonight. Jesus Pietro, with his phenonmenal nenory,
had identified a good nunber of them

The ni ght was cool and dark. A stiff breeze blew across the Plateau, carrying a snell of
rain.

Rai n.

Jesus Pietro | ooked up to see that half the sky was raggedly blotted out. He could inagine
trying to conduct a raid in a pouring rainstorm He didn't |ike the idea.

Back in his office, he turned the intercomto all-channel. "Now hear this," he said
conversationally. "Phase two is on. Now "

"I's everyone that nervous?"

Laney chuckl ed softly. Now she could laugh all she wanted, if she wanted. "Not that
nervous. | think everyone nmust be a little afraid the first tine."

"You?"

"Sure. But Ben handled it right. Good man, Ben."

"Where is he now?" Matt felt a mld gratitude toward Ben

"He's -- he's gone." Her tone told himto drop it. Matt, guessed he'd been caught wearing
a hearing aid or sonething.

"Mnd if | turn on a light?"

"I'f you can find a switch," said Laney, "you can turn it on." She didn't expect himto,
not in pitch blackness in a strange room but he did. He felt incredibly sober, and incredibly
peaceful. He ran his eyes over her lying next to him seeing the tangled ruin of her scul ptured
hai rdo, renenbering the touch of snmooth warm skin, knowi ng he could touch her again at will. It
was a power he'd never felt before. He said, "Very nice."

"Makeup smeared over forgettable face."

"Unforgettable face." It was true, now. "No makeup over unforgettable body." A body with
an infinite capacity for love, a body he'd thought alnost too big to be sexy.

"I should wear a nmask, no clothes."

"You'd get nore attention than you'd like." She |aughed hugely, and he rested his ear over
her navel to enjoy the earthquake ripple of abdom nal nuscles. The rain canme suddenly, beating
against the thick coral walls. They stopped talking to listen. Suddenly Laney dug her fingers into
his arm and whi spered, "Raid." She neans rain, Matt thought, turning to | ook at her. She was
terrified, her eyes and nostrils and nouth all distended. She neant Rai d!

"You' ve got a way out, don't you?" Laney shook her head. She was |istening to unheard
voi ces through the hearing aid.

"But you must have a way out. Don't worry, | don't want to know about it. I'min no
danger." Laney |ooked startled, and he said, "Sure, | noticed the hearing aids -- But it's none of
my busi ness.”

"Yes it is, Matt. You were invited here so we could get a | ook at you. Al of us bring
outsiders occasionally. Sonme get invited to join."
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"0h."

“I told the truth. There's no way out. |nplenentation has ways of finding tunnels. But
there is a hiding place.”

" Good. "

"W can't reach it. Inplenentation is already in the house. They've filled it with sl eepy
gas. It should be seeping around the doors any mnute."

"The w ndows?"

"They'll be waiting for us."

"We can try"

"Ckay." She was on her feet and getting into her dress. Nothing else. Matt wasted not even
that much tinme. He swung a great marble ashtray agai nst a wi ndow and followed it through, thanking
the M st Denopbns that Munt Lookitthat couldn't make unbreakabl e gl ass.

Two pairs of hands closed on his arnms before his feet cleared the wi ndow. Mttt kicked out
and heard sonebody say Whuff! In the corner of his eye Laney cleared the wi ndow and was running.
Good, he'd hold their attention for her. He jerked at the grip on his arnms. A neaty hand wei ghi ng
a full ton smashed across his jaw. His knees buckled. A light shone in his eyes, and he shrank
back.

The light passed. Matt nade one last frantic attenpt to jerk | oose, and felt one arm cone
free. He swng it full around. The el bow snacked solidly into yielding neat and bone: an
unm st akabl e, unforgettable sensation. And he was free, running.

Just once in his life he had hit sonmeone like that. Fromthe feel of it he nmust have
snmashed the man's nose all over his face. |If Inplenentation caught himnow. ..!

Wet, slippery, treacherous grass underfoot. Once he stepped on a snmooth wet rock and went
ski ddi ng across the grass on cheek and shoul der. Twice a spotlight found him and each tinme he hit
the grass and | ay where he was, |ooking back to see where the Iight went. Wen it pointed
el sewhere, he ran again. The rain nust have bluffed the lights and the eyes behind him the rain
and the luck of Matt Keller. Lightning flickered about him but whether it hel ped or hurt himhe
couldn't say. Even when he was sure he was free, he continued to run

CHAPTER 3 -- THE CAR

-- FI NI SHED.

MIlard Parlette pushed his chair back and viewed the typewiter with satisfaction. H's
speech lay on his desk, |ast page on top, back-to-front. He picked up the stack of paper with
| ong, knobby fingers and quickly shuffled it into correct order

-- Record it now?

-- No. Tonmorrow norning. Sleep on it tonight, see if |'ve left anything out. | don't have
to deliver it until day after tomorrow. Plenty of time to record the speech in his own voice, then
play it over and over until he'd learned it by heart.

But it had to go over. The crew had to be nmade to understand the issues. For too |long they
had lived the lives of a divinely ordained ruling class. If they couldn't adapt --

Even his own, descendants...they didn't talk politics often, and when they did, MIllard
Parlette noticed that they talked in ternms not of power but of rights. And the Parlettes were not
typical. By now MIlard Parlette could claima veritable arny of children, grandchildren, great-
grandchildren, and so forth; yet he nmade every effort to see themall as often as possible. Those
who had succunbed to the preval ent crewi sh tastes -- eldritch styles of dress, elegantly worded
sl ander, and all the other ganes the crew used to cloak their hundrumreality -- had done so in
spite of MIlard Parlette. The average crew was utterly dependent on the fact that he was a crew.

And if the power bal ance should shift?

They'd be lost. For a time they'd be living in a fal se universe, under wong assunptions;
and in that tinme they would be destroyed.

What chance. .. Wat chance that they would listen to an old man from a dead generation?

No. He was just tired. MIlard Parlette dropped the speech on his desk, stood up, and |eft
the study; At |least he would force themto listen. By order of the Council, at two o' clock Sunday
every pure-blooded crew on the planet would be in front of his tri-vee set. If he could put it
across. .. he nust.

They had to understand the m xed bl essi ng of Ranrobot #143.

Rain filled the coral house with an incessant drumrmng. Only Inpl enentation police noved
within and without. The |ast unconscious colonist was on his way out the door on a stretcher as
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Maj or Jansen entered.

He found Jesus Pietro lounging in an easy chair in the living room He put the handful of
phot os besi de him

"What's this supposed to be?"

"These are the ones we haven't caught yet, sir."

Jesus Pietro pulled hinmself erect, conscious once again of his soaked uniform "How did
they get past you?"

"I can't inmagine, sir. Nobody escaped after he was spotted.”

"No secret tunnels. The echo sounders woul d have found them Mf." Jesus Pietro shuffled
rapi dly through the photos. Mdst had nanes beneath the faces, nanes Jesus Pietro had renenbered
and jotted down earlier that night. "This is the core," he said. "W'Il|l w pe out this branch of
the Sons of Earth if we can find these. \Were are they?"

The aide was silent. He knew the question was rhetorical. The Head was | eaning back with
his eyes on the ceiling.

-- \Were were they?

-- There were no tunnels out. They had not |eft underground.

-- They hadn't run away. They woul d have been stopped, or if not stopped, seen. Unless
there were traitors in Inplenentation. But there weren't. Period.

-- Could they have reached the void edge? No, that was better guarded than the rest of the
grounds. Rebels had a deplorable tendency to go off the edge when cornered.

An aircar?

Col oni sts woul dn't have an aircar, not |egally, and none had been reported stolen
recently. But Jesus Pietro had al ways been convinced that at |east one crew was involved in the
Sons of Earth. He had no proof, no suspect; but his studies of history showed that a revol ution
al ways noves down fromthe top of a society's structure. A crew might have supplied themw th an
escape car. They'd have been seen but not stopped. No Inplenentation officer would halt a car --
"Jansen, find out if any cars were sighted during the raid. If there were, let ne know when, how
many, and descriptions.” Mjor Jansen left w thout showing his surprise at the peculiar order

An officer had found the housecl eaner nest, a niche in the south wall, near the floor. The
man reached in and carefully renoved two unconsci ous adult housecl eaners and four pups, put them
on the floor, reached in to renmove the nest and the food dish. The niche would have to be
searched. Jesus Pietro's clothes dried slowy, in winkles. He sat with his eyes closed and his
hands fol ded on his belly. Presently he opened his eyes, sighed, and frowned slightly.

-- Jesus Pietro, this is a very strange house.

-- Yes. Alnost garishly colonist. (Overtones of disgust.) Jesus Pietro | ooked at the pink
coral walls, the flat-sanded fl oor which curved up at the edge of the rug to join the walls. Not a
bad effect if a woman were living here. But Harry Kane was a bachel or

-- How nmuch woul d you say a house like this cost?

Oh, about a thousand stars, not including furnishings. Furnishings would cost tw ce that.
Rugs, ninety stars if you bought one and let it spread. Two housecl eaners, mated, fifty stars.

-- And how nmuch to put a basenent under such a house?

-- M st Denpbns, what an idea! Basenents have to be dug by hand, by hunman beings! It'd cost
twenty thousand stars easily. You could build a school for that. Wio would ever think of digging a
basenent under an architectural coral house?

-- Who indeed? Jesus Pietro stepped briskly to the door. "Major Jansen!"

The sequel was likely to be nmessy. Jesus Pietro retired to the flying office while a team
went in with an echo sounder. Yes, there was a | arge open space under the house. Mjor Chin wanted
to find the entrance, but that mght take all night, and the sounds mi ght warn the col onists.
Jesus Pietro sat firmy on his curiosity and ordered explosives. It was nessy. The rebels had put
t oget her some ingeni ous devices frommaterials anyone woul d have consi dered harm ess. Two nen died
bef ore sl eepy-gas grenades coul d be used. Wen all was quiet, Jesus Pietro followed the denolition
teams into the basenent. They found one of the unconscious rebels |eaning on a dead-nman switch
They traced the |l eads to a honmenade bonb big enough to bl ow house and baserment to bits. While they
di sconnected the bonb, Jesus Pietro studied the man, nmaking a nmental note to ask himif he'd
chi ckened out. He'd found that they often did. Behind one wall was a car, a three-year-old four-
seater nodel with a bad scrape on the ground-effect skirt. Jesus Pietro could see no way to get it
out of the basenent, and neither could anyone el se. The house nust have been fornmed over it. O
course, thought Jesus Pietro; they dug the basenment then grew the house over it. He had his nen
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cut away the wall so that the car could be renoved later if it was thought worthwhile. They'd
practically have to renmove the house. There was a flight of steps with a trapdoor at the top.
Jesus Pietro, examning the small bonb under the trapdoor, congratul ated hinmself (pointedly, in
Maj or Chin's hearing) on not allowing Major Chin to search for the entrance. He m ght have found
it. Soneone renoved the bonb and opened the trapdoor. Above was the living room An asymetrica
section of nmutated grass rug had reluctantly [torn][?] away and conme up with the door. \Wen the
door was |lowered, it would grow back within twenty mnutes. After the dead and unconsci ous had
been filed away in patrol wagons, Jesus Pietro wal ked anbng them conparing the faces with his
final stack of photos. He was elated. Wth the exception of one nman, he had coll ected Harry Kane
and his entire guest list. The organ banks woul d be supplied for years. Not only would the crew
have a full supply, which they always did anyway, but there would be spare parts for exceptiona
servants of the regine; i.e., for civil servants such as Jesus Pietro and his nen. Even the
colonists woul d benefit. It was not at all unusual for the Hospital to treat a sick but deserving
colonist if the medical supplies were sufficient. The Hospital treated everyone they could. It
rem nded the colonists that the crewruled in their nane and had their interests at heart. And the
Sons of Earth was dead. Al but one man, and fromhis picture he wasn't old enough to be

danger ous. Nonet hel ess Jesus Pietro had his picture tacked to the Hospital bulletin boards and
sent a copy to the newscast station with the warning that he was wanted for questioning. It was
not until dawn, when he was settling down to sleep, that he renenbered who bel onged to that face
Matt hew Kel | er' s nephew, six years older than when he'd pulled that cider trick. He | ooked just
I'ike his uncle.

The rain stopped shortly before dawn, but Matt didn't knowit. Sheltered fromthe rain by
a cliff and by a thick clunp of watershed trees, he slept on. The cliff was the Beta-Ganma cliff.
He'd fetched up against it sonetine |ast night, dizzy and bruised and wet and w nded. He coul d
have col | apsed there or tried running parallel to the cliff. He had chosen to coll apse. If
I npl enentation found him he'd never awaken, and he had known it as he went to sleep. He had been
too exhausted to care. He woke about ten with a ferocious headache. Every separate nmuscle hurt
fromrunning and from sl eeping on bare ground. Hs tongue felt like the entire Inplenentation
police force had nmarched over it in sweat socks. He stayed on his back, |ooking up into the dark
trees his ancestors had called pines, and tried to renenber. So nuch to begin and end in one
ni ght. The people seened to crowd around him Hood, Laney, the four tall nen, the kid who drank
behi nd the bar, the |laughing man who stole crew cars, Polly, Harry Kane, and a forest of anonynous
el bows and shouting voices. Al gone. The man whose scar he wore. The worman who'd left himflat.
The geni al nmasterm nd-bartender. And Laney! How coul d he have | ost Laney? They were gone. Over the
next few years they might reappear in the formof eyes, lengths of artery and vein, grafts of hair-
bearing scalp...By now the police would be | ooking for Matt hinself. He sat up, and every nuscle
screaned. He was naked. |nplenentation nust have found his clothes in Laney's room Could they
match the clothes to hin? And if they couldn't, they'd still wonder how a nan cane to be wandering
stark naked in open countryside. On the pedwal ks of Earth there were |icensed nudists, and on
Winder| and you didn't need a license; but on the Plateau there was no substitute for clothing. He
couldn't turn hinself in. By now he'd never prove he wasn't a rebel. He'd have to get clothes,
sonehow, and hope they weren't |ooking for himalready. He surged to his feet, and it hit him
agai n. Laney. Laney in the dark, Laney looking at himin the lanplit bed. Polly, the girl with the
secret. Hood, first nanme Jayhawk. A wave of sickness caught him and he doubled over, retching. He
stopped the spasns by sheer willpower. His skull was a throbbing drum He strai ghtened and wal ked
to the edge of the watershed forest. To right and |l eft the watershed trees stretched al ong the
base of the Beta-Gammm cliff. Beta Pl ateau above him unreachabl e except by the bridge, which nust
be miles to the left. Before him a w de neadow with a few grazing goats. Beyond that, houses.
Houses in all directions, thickly clustered. Hi s own was perhaps four niles away. He'd never reach
it without being stopped. How about Harry's house? Laney had said there was a hiding place. And
the ones who left before the raid...Sone of them night have returned. They could help him But
woul d t hey?

He'd have to try it. He might reach Harry's house, crawing through the grass. The |uck of
Matt Keller might hold that far. He'd never reach his own.

H s luck held: the strange luck that seenmed to hide Matt Keller when he didn't want to be
noti ced. He reached the house two hours later. H's knees and belly were green and itchy fromthe
grass. The grounds about the house were solidly spread with wheel tracks. Al of |Inplenentation
nmust have been in on the raid. Matt saw no guards, but he went carefully in case they were inside.
| mpl enent ati on guards or rebel guards, he could still be shot. Though a guard might hesitate to
shoot him -- he'd want to ask questions first. Like: "Were's your pants, buddy?"
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Nobody was inside. A dead or sleeping family of housecl eaners |ay agai nst one wall,
beneath their |ooted nest. Dead, probably, or drugged. Housecl eaners hated, light; they did their
work at night. The rug showed a gapi ng hole that reached down through i ndoor grass and
architectural coral to a well-furnished hole in the ground. The living-roomwalls were spotted
wi th expl osion marks and nercy-bull et streaks. So was the basenment, when Matt clinbed down to
| ook.

The basenent was enpty of nen and nearly enpty of equiprment. Scars showed where heavy
machi nery had stood, nore scars where it had been torn | oose or burned | oose. There were doors,
four of them all crude |ooking and all burned open. One led to a kitchen; two opened on enpty
storeroons. One whole wall lay on its side, but the piece of equipnent beyond was intact. The hole
left by the fallen wall m ght have been big enough to renove it, but certainly the hole in the
I'iving-room floor was not.

It was a car, a flying car of the type used by all crew famlies. Matt had never before
seen one close up. There it was beyond the broken wall, with no possible way to get it out. \Wat
in blazes had Harry Kane wanted with a car that couldn't be flown?

Perhaps this was what had brought on the raid. Cars were strictly denied to colonists. The
mlitary uses of a flying car are obvious. But why wasn't its theft noticed earlier? The car nust
have been here when the house was built.

Dimy Matt renenbered a story he'd heard | ast night. Sonething about a stolen car set to
circle the Plateau until the fuel ran out. No doubt the car had fallen in the mst, watched by
furious, inmpotent crew. But suppose he'd heard only the official version? Suppose the fuel had not
ran out; suppose the car had dipped into the mst, circled below the Plateau, and come up where
Harry Kane could bury it in a hidden basenent? Probably he'd never know.

The showers were still running. Matt was shivering badly when he stepped in. The hot water
thawed himinstantly. He let the water pour heavily down on the back of his neck, washing the
grass stains and dirt and old sweat fromhimas it ran in streans to his feet. Life was bearable
Wth all its horrors and all its failures, life was bearable where there were hot showers. He
t hought of sonething then, and netaphorically his ears pricked up. The raid had been so big.

I mpl enent ati on had grabbed everyone at the party. Fromthe nunber of tracks, it was likely they
had taken even those who had left early, putting themto sl eep one-by-one and two-by-two as they
turned toward hone. They nust have returned to the Hospital with close to two hundred prisoners.
Sone were innocent. Matt knew that. And |Inplenentation was usually fair about convictions. Trials
were always closed, and only the results were ever published, but Inplenentation usually preferred
not to convict the innocent. Suspects had returned fromthe Hospital

-- But that wouldn't take long. The police could sinply rel ease everyone wi thout a hearing
aid, with notations to keep an eye on themin future. He who wore a hearing aid was guilty.

-- But it would take tine to reduce around a hundred convicted rebels to their conponent
parts. The odds were that Laney, Hood, and Polly were still alive. Certainly they could not all be
dead by this tine. Matt stepped out of the shower and began | ooking for clothes. He found a cl oset
whi ch nust have belonged to Harry Kane, for the shorts were too wide and the shirts were too
short. He dressed anyway, pulling shirt and shorts into a mllion winkles with the belt. At a
di stance he'd pass. The cl othes probl em was as nothing, now. The problem he faced was much wor se.

He had no idea howlong it took to take a man apart and store hi maway, though he could
guess that it would take a long tine to do it right. He didn't know whether Inplenentation, in the
person of the dread Castro, would want to question the rebels first. But he did know that every
m nute he waited reduced the odds that each of the partygoers was still alive. Ri ght now the odds
were good. Matt Keller would go through life knowing that he had passed up his chance to save
them But, he renminded hinself, it wasn't really a chance. He had no way to reach Al pha Pl ateau
wi t hout being shot. He'd have to cross two guarded bridges. The noonday sun shone through clean

air on a clean, ordered world -- in contrast to the gutted coral shell behind him Mttt hesitated
on the doorstep, then resolutely turned back to the jagged hole in Harry Kane's |living room He
nmust know that it was inpossible. The basenment was the heart of the rebel stronghold -- a heart

whi ch had failed. If Inplenentation had overl ooked a single weapon...There were no weapons in the
car, but he found an interesting assortnment of scars. Ri pped uphol stery showed bolts attached to
the exposed netal walls, but the bolts had been cut or torn out. Matt found six places which nust
have been gun nmounts. A bin in back m ght have hel d makeshift hand grenades. O sandw ches; Matt
couldn't tell. Inplenentation had taken anything that nmight have been a weapon, but they didn't
seemto have harnmed the car. Presunably they would cone back and dig it out soneday if they
thought it worth the effort. He got in and | ooked at the dashboard, but it didn't tell him

anyt hing. He'd never seen a car dashboard. There had been a cover over it, padl ocked, but the
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padl ock [ ay broken on the floor and the cover was |oose. Harry's padl ock? O the original owner's?
He sat in the unfamliar vehicle, unwilling to | eave because | eaving would nean giving up. \Wen he
noticed a button | abeled Start, he pushed it. He never heard the purr of the notor starting. The
bl ast made himspasm|like a galvanized frog. It came all in one burst, |ike the sound of a gunshot
as heard by a fly sitting in the barrel. Harry nust have set sonething to blow up the house! But
no, he was still alive. And there was daylight pouring in on him Daylight. Four feet of earth had
di sappeared from above him A wall of the house was in his field of vision. It |eaned. Harry Kane
must have been a genius with shaped charge explosives. O known one. Cone to that, Matt coul d have
done the job for him The mning wornms didn't do all his work. Daylight. And the notor was

runni ng. He could hear an al nbost soundl ess humnow that his ears had recovered fromthe blast. If
he flew the car straight up...He'd have had to cross two guarded bridges to reach Al pha Pl at eau
Now he could fly there -- if he could learn to fly before the car killed him O, he could go
home. He wouldn't be noticed, despite his ill-fitting clothes. Colonists tended to mnd their own
busi ness, leaving it to the crew and Inplenmentation to maintain order. He'd change cl othes, burn
these, and who woul d know or ask where he'd been over the weekend? Matt sighed and exani ned the
dashboard again. He couldn't quit now Later, maybe, when he crashed the car, or when they stopped
himin the air. Not now. The blast that had freed his path was an omen, one he couldn't ignore.
Let's see. Four levers set at zero. Fans: 1-2, 1-3, 2-4, 3-4. Wy would those little | evers be set
to control the fans in pairs? He pulled one toward him Nothing A snall bar with three notches:
Neutral. Gound. Air. Set on Neutral. He noved it to Gound. Nothing. If he'd had the G ound
Altitude set for the nunber of inches he wanted, the fans would have started. But he didn't know
that. He tried Air

The car tried to flop over on its back

He was in the air before he had it quite figured out. In desperation he pulled all the fan
throttles full out and tried to keep the car fromrolling over by pushing each one in a little at
a tine. The ground dwi ndled until the sheep of Beta Plateau were white flecks and the houses of
Ganma were tiny squares. Finally the car began to settle down. Not that he could relax for a
monment. Fans nunbers 1, 2, 3, 4 were left front, right front, left rear, right rear. Dropping
| ever 1-2 dropped the front of the car; 3-4, the back; 1-3, the left side; 2-4, the right side. He
had the car upright, and he began to think he had the knack of it. But how to go forward? There
were Altitude and Rotation dials, but they didn't do anything. He didn't dare touch the switch
with the conplicated three-syllable word on it. But...suppose he tilted the car forward? Depress
the 1-2 throttle. He did, just a little. The car rotated slowmy forward. Then faster! He pulled
the lever out hard. The rotation slowed and stopped when the Pl ateau stood before his face like a
vertical wall. Before the wall could strike himin the face, he got the car righted, waited until
his nerves stopped junping, then...tried it again. This time he pushed the 1-2 lever in a little,
wai ted three seconds, pulled it out hard. It worked, after a fashion. The car began to nove
forward with its nose dipped. Luckily he was facing Al pha Plateau. Qtherwi se he would have had to
fly backwards, and that woul d have made hi m conspi cuous. He didn't know how to turn around. He was
going pretty fast. He went even faster when he found a knob |labeled Slats. The car also started to
drop. Matt renmenbered the venetian-blind arrangenents under the four fans. He left the slats where
they were, leveled the car's altitude. It nmust have been right because the car kept noving
f orward.

It was hardly wobbling at all

And Matt was faced with the nbst spectacul ar view he had ever known.

The fields and woods-orchards of Beta rolled beneath. Al pha Plateau was quite visible at
this height. The Al pha-Beta cliff was a crooked line with a wide river following the bottom The
Long Fall. The river showed flashes of blue within the steep channel it had carved for itself.
ciff and river termnated at the void edge to the left, and the nurnur of the river's fall cane
through the cockpit plastic. To the right was a land of endless jagged, tilted plains, softening
and blurring in the blue distance.

Soon he would cross the cliff and turn toward the Hospital. Matt didn't know just what it
| ooked |ike, but he was sure he'd recogni ze the huge hollow cylinders of the spacecraft. A few
cars hovered over Beta, none very close, and a great many nore showed |ike black m dges over
Al pha. They woul dn't bother him He hadn't decided how cl ose he would get to the Hospital before
| andi ng; even crew night not be pernmitted within a certain distance. Qther than that he shoul d be
fairly safe fromrecognition. A car was a car, and only crew flew cars. Anyone who saw hi m woul d
assune he was a crew.

It was a natural mstake. Matt never did realize just where he went wong. He had fine
j udgrment and good bal ance, and he was flying the car as well as was humanly possible. |f soneone
had told hima ten-year-old crew child could do it better, he would have been hurt.
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But a ten-year-old crew child would never have lifted a car without flipping the Gyroscope
sSwi tch.

As usual, but nuch later than usual, Jesus Pietro had breakfast in bed. As usual, Mjor
Jansen sat nearby, drinking coffee, ready to run errands and answer questi ons.

"Did you get the prisoners put away all right?"

"Yes, sir, in the vivarium Al but three. W didn't have roomfor themall."

"And they're in the organ banks?

"Yes, Sir."

Jesus Pietro swallowed a grapefruit slice. "Let's hope they didn't know anyt hi ng
i mportant. What about the deadheads?"

"W separated out the ones without ear mikes and turned them | oose. Fortunately we
finished before six o' clock. That's when the ear ni kes evaporated."

"Evaporated, forsooth! Nothing |eft?"

"Doctor Gospin took sanmples of the air. He may find residues."

"It's not inmportant. A nice trick, though, considering their resources," said Jesus
Pietro.

After five mnutes of uninterrupted nmunching and si ppi ng sounds, he abruptly wanted to
know, "What about Keller?"

"Who, Sir?"

"The one that got away."

And after three phone calls Mjor Jansen was able to say, "No reports fromthe col oni st
areas. Nobody's volunteered to turn himin. He hasn't tried to go home, or to contact any relative
or anyone he knows professionally. None of the police in on the raid recognize his face. None w ||
admt that someone got past him™"

More silence, while Jesus Pietro finished his coffee. Then, "See to it that the prisoners
are brought to ny office one at a time. | want to find out if anyone saw the | anding yesterday."

"One of the girls was carrying photos, Sir. O package nunber three. They must have been
taken with a tel escopic lens.™

"Ch?" For a nmonent Jesus Pietro's thoughts showed clear behind a glass skull. MIlard
Parlette! If he found out -- "I don't know why you couldn't tell me that before. Treat it as
confidential. Now get on with it. No, wait a minute," he called as Jansen turned to the door. "One
nore thing. There may be basenents that we don't know about. Detail a couple of echo-sounder teans
for a house-to-house search on Delta and Eta Pl at eaus. ™"

"Yes, sir. Priority?"

"No, no, no. The vivariunis two deep already. Tell themto take their tine."

The phone stopped Mj or Jansen fromleaving. He picked it up, |istened, then demanded,
"Well, why call here? Hold on." Wth a touch of derision he reported, "A car approaching, sir,
being flown in a reckless manner. Naturally they had to call you personally."

"Now why the -- nph. Could it be the same nmake as the car in Kane's basenent ?"

"I"1l ask." He did. "It is, sir."

"I should have known there'd be a way to get it out of the basement. Tell themto bring it

down.

CGeol ogists (don't give me a hard tine about that word) believed that Munt Lookitthat was
geologically recent. A few hundreds of thousands of years ago, part of the planet's skin had
turned nolten. Possibly a convection current in the interior had carried nore than ordinarily hot
magma up to nelt the surface; possibly an asteroid had died a violent, fiery death. A slow
extrusion had followed, with, viscous magna rising and cooling and rising and cooling until a
plateau with fluted sides and an approximately flat top stood forty mles above the surface.

It had to be recent. Such a preposterous anomaly could not |ong resist the erosion of
Mount Lookitthat's atnosphere.

And because it was recent, the surface was jagged. Generally the northern end was higher
hi gh enough to hold a permanent sliding glacier, and too high and too cold for confort. Generally
rivers and streans ran forth, to join either the Muddy or the Long Fall, both of which had carved
deep canyons for thensel ves through the Southland. Both canyons ended in spectacular waterfalls.
the tallest in the known universe. Generally the rivers ran south; but there were exceptions, for
the surface of Mount Lookitthat was striated, differentiated, a naze of plateaus divided by cliffs
and chasns.

Sone plateaus were flat; some of the cliffs were straight and vertical. Mst of these were
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in the south. In the north the surface was all tilted bl ocks and strange | akes with deep, pointed
bottons, and the |and woul d have been cruel to a nountain goat. Nonethel ess these regi ons woul d be
settl ed sonmeday, just as the Rocky Mountains of Earth were now part of suburbia. The sl owboats had
| anded in the south, on the highest plateau around. The col onists had been forced to settle |ower
down. Though they were the nore nunerous, they covered less territory, for the crew had cars, and
flying cars can make a di stant nountai n-hone satisfactory where bicycles will not. Yet Al pha
Pl ateau was Crew Plateau, and for many it was better to live elbow to el bow with one's peers than
out in the boondocks in splendid isolation. So Al pha Plateau was crowded. What Matt saw bel ow him
were all houses. They varied enormously in size, in color, in style, in building material. To
Matt, who had lived out his Iife in architectural coral, the dwellings | ooked |ike sheer havoc,
like debris fromthe explosion of a tine nachine. There was even a clunp of deserted, crunbling
coral bungal ows, each far bigger than a colonist's home. Two or three were as large as Matt's old
grade school. Wen architectural coral first came to the Plateau, the crew had reserved it for
their own use. Later it had gone permanently out of style.

None of the nearby buil dings seened to be nore than two stories tall. Someday there would
be skyscrapers if the crew kept breeding. But in the distance two squat towers rose froma
shapel ess construction in stone and netal. The Hospital, w thout a doubt. And straight ahead. Matt
was beginning to feel the strain of flying. He had to divide his attention between the dashboard,
the ground, and the Hospital ahead. It was coning closer, and he was beginning to appreciate its
size. Each of the enpty slowboats had been built to house six crew in adequate confort and fifty
colonists in stasis.

Each sl owboat al so included a cargo hold, two water-fueled reaction notors and a water
fuel tank. And all of this had to be fitted into a holl ow doubl e-wal |l ed cylinder the shape of a
beer can fromwhich the top and bottom have been renoved with a can opener. The sl owboats had been
circular flying wings. In transit between worlds they had spun on their axes to provide
centrifugal gravity; and the enpty space inside the inner hull, now occupied only by two
intersecting tailfins, had once held two throwaway hydrogen bal | oons.

They were big. Since Matt could not see the inner enptiness which the crew called the
Attic, they |ooked far bigger. Yet they were swanped by the haphazard-| ooki ng stone construction
of the Hospital. Mdst of it was two stories high, but there were towers which clinbed hal fway up
the ships' hulls. Sone would be power stations, others he couldn't guess. Flat, barren rock
surrounded the Hospital in a half-mle circle, rock as naked as the Pl ateau had been before the
sl owboat s brought a carefully selected ecol ogy. Fromthe edge of the perineter a thin tongue of
forest reached across the rock to touch the Hospital

Al el se had been cleared away. Wiy, Matt wondered, had Inplenentation |left that one
stretch of trees? A wave of nunmbness hit himand passed, followed by a surge of panic. A sonic
stun-beam For the first time he | ooked behind him Twenty to thirty Inplenmentation police cars
were scattered in his wake. It hit himagain, glancingly. Matt shoved the 1-3 throttle all the way
in. The car dipped left, tilted forty-five degrees or nore before he noved to steady it. He shot
away to the left, gathering speed toward the void edge of Al pha Plateau. The nunbness reached him
and | ocked its teeth. They had been trying to force himto | and; now they wanted himto crash
before he could go over the edge. H s sight blurred; he couldn't nove. The car dropped, sliding
across space toward the ground and toward the void.

The nunbness ebbed. He tried to nove his hands and got nothing but a tw tch

Then the sonic found himagain, but with lessened intensity. He thought he knew why. He
was outracing the police because they did not care to sacrifice altitude for speed, to risk
striking the Iip of the void edge. That was a gane for the desperate. Through blurred eyes he saw
the dark cliff-edge conme up at him He missed it by yards. He could nove again, jerkily, and he
turned his head to see the cars dropping after him They nust know they'd |l ost him but they
wanted to see himfall

How far down was the mist? He'd never known. Mles, certainly. Tens of mles? They'd hover
above himuntil he di sappeared behind the mst. He couldn't go back to the Plateau; they'd stun
him wait, and scrape up what was |left after the crash. There was only one direction he could go
now. Matt flipped the car over on its back

The police followed himdown until their ears began to pop. Then they hovered, waiting. It
was m nutes before the fugitive car faded from sight, upside down all the way, a receding blurred
dark note trailing a hairline of shadow t hrough the nmist, flickering at the edge of human vision
Gone.

"Hell of a way to go," someone said. It went over the intercom and there were grunts of
agr eenent .
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The police turned for hone, which was now far above them They knew perfectly well that
their cars were not airtight. Al nmpbst, but not quite. Even in recent years nmen had taken their cars
bel ow the Plateau to prove their courage and to gauge what |evel they could reach before the air
turned poi sonous. That |evel was far above the mi st. Sonmeone nanmed Greeley had even tried the
daredevil stunt of dropping his car with the fans set to idle, falling as far as he could before
the poison mist could leak into his cabin. He had dropped four miles, with the hot, noxious gasses
whi stling around the door, before he had had to stop. He had been | ucky enough to get back up
bef ore he passed out. The Hospital had had to replace his lungs. On Al pha Plateau he was still a
ki nd of hero.

Even G eel ey woul d never have flipped his car over and bored for the bottom Nobody woul d
not if he knew anything about cars. It might come apart in the air! But that wouldn't occur to
Matt. He knew little about machinery. Earth's strange pets were necessities, but machinery was a
| uxury. Col oni sts needed cheap houses and hardy fruit trees and rugs that did not have to be nade
by hand. They did not need powered di shwashers, refrigerators, razors, or cars. Conplex nmachinery
had to be made by ot her machi nes, and the crew were wary of passing machi nes to col oni sts. Such
machi nery as they had was publicly owned. The nbst conpl ex vehicle Matt knew was a bicycle. A car
wasn't nmeant to fly w thout gyroscopes, but Matt had done it.

He had to get down to the mst to hide hinself fromthe police. The faster he fell, the
farther he'd | eave them behind. At first the seat pressed against himwith the full force of the
fans; about one-and-a-half Munt Lookitthat gravities. The wind rose to a scream even through the
soundproofing. Air held himback, harder and harder, until it conpensated for the work of the
fans; and then he was in free fall. And still he fell faster! Now the air began to cancel gravity,
and Matt tried to fall to the roof. He had suspected that he was naking the car do sonet hi ng
unusual , but he didn't know how unusual. Wen the wind resistance started to pull himout of his
seat, he snatched at the arms and | ooked frantically for sonething to hold himdown. He found the
seat belts. Not only did they hold himdown, once he managed to get them fastened; they reassured
him GObviously they were meant for just this purpose. It was getting dark. Even the sky beneath
his feet was darkening, and the police cars were not to be seen. Very well. Matt pushed the fan
throttles down to the idle notches.

The bl ood rushing to his head threatened to choke him He turned the car right side up
Pressure janmmed himdeep in his seat with a force no man had felt since the bruteforce chenica
rockets, but he could stand it now. Wat he couldn't endure was the heat. And the pain in his
ears. And the taste of the air.

He pulled the throttles out again. He wanted to stop fast. Cone to that, would he know
when he stopped? This around himwas not a wi spy kind of mist, but a dark blur giving no
i ndication of his velocity. From above, the m st was white; from bel ow, black. Being | ost down
here would be horrible. At |east he knew which way was up. It was fractionally lighter in that
direction. The air tasted |ike flam ng nol asses.

He had the throttles all the way out. Still the gas crept in. Matt pulled his shirt over
his mouth and tried to breathe through that. No good. Something like a black wall energed fromthe
m st-blur, and he tilted the car in tine to avoid crashing agai nst the side of Munt Lookitthat.
He stayed near the black wall, watching it rush past him He'd be harder to see in the shadow of
the void edge

The ni st di sappeared. He shot upward through sparkling sunlight. When he thought he was
good and clear of the foul mist, and when he couldn't stand to breathe hot poison for another
second, he put the wi ndow down. The car whipped to the side and tried to turn over. A hurricane
roared through the cabin. It was hot-and thick and soupy, that hurricane, but it could be
breat hed. He saw t he edge of the Pl ateau above him and he pushed the throttles in alittle to
sl ow down. His stonach turned a flip-flop. For the first tine since he'd gotten into the car, he
had time to be sick. Hs stomach tried to turn over, his head was splitting fromthe sudden
changes in pressure, and the Inplenentation sonics were having their revenge in twtching, jerking
muscl es. He kept the car nore or |less upright until the edge of the Plateau cane |level with him
There was a stone wall along the edge here. He eased the car sideways, eased it back when he was
over the wall, tilted it by guess and hope until he was notionless in the air, then let it drop

The car fell about four feet. Matt opened the door but stopped hinself fromgetting out.
What he really wanted to do was faint, but he'd left the fans idling. He found the
Neutral...Gound...Ar toggle and shoved it forward wi thout rmuch care. He was tired and sick, and
he wanted to lie down. The toggle fell in the Ground slot. Matt stunbled out the door-stunbled
because the car was rising. It rose four inches off the ground and began to slide. During his
experinmenting Matt nust have set the ground altitude, so that the car was now a ground-effect
vehicle. It slid away fromhimas he tried to reach for it. He watched on hands and knees as it
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gli ded away across the uneven ground, bounced against the wall and away, against the wall and
away. It circled the end of the wall and went over the edge. Matt flopped on his back and cl osed
his eyes. He didn't care if he never saw a car again.

The notion sickness, the sonic aftereffects, the poisoned air he'd breathed, the pressure
changes -- they gripped himhard, and he wanted to die. Then, by stages, they began to | et go.
Nobody found himthere. A house was nearby, but it had a vacant |ook. After some tine Matt sat up
and took stock of hinself. His throat hurt. There was a strange, unpleasant taste in his nouth.

He was still on Al pha Plateau. Only crew would go to the trouble of building walls along a
voi d edge. So he was commtted. Wthout a car he could no nore | eave Al pha Pl ateau than he could
have arrived there in the first place. But the house was architectural coral. Bigger than anything
he was used to, it was still coral. Wich neant that it should have been deserted about forty
years.

He' d have to risk it. He needed cover. There were no trees nearby, and trees were
dangerous to hide in; they would probably be fruit trees, and someone m ght come appl e- pi cki ng.
Matt got up and noved toward the house.

CHAPTER 4 -- THE QUESTI ON MAN

THE Hospital was the control nexus of a world. It was not a large world, and the settled
region totaled a nmere 20,000 square mles; but that region needed a |lot of control. It also
requi red considerable electricity, enornous quantities of water to be nmoved up fromthe Long Fall
River, and a deal of nedical attention. The Hospital was big and conplex and diversified. Two
fifty-six-man spacecraft were its east and west corners. Since the spacecraft were hol | ow
cylinders with the airlocks opening to the inside (to the Attic, as that inner space had been
cal l ed when the rotating ships were between stars and the ship's axis was up), the corridors in
that region were twi sted and mazel i ke and hard to navigate.

So the young nman in Jesus Pietro's office had no idea where he was. Even if he'd nanaged
to | eave the of fice unguarded, he'd have been hopelessly lost. And he knew it. That was all to the
good.

"You were on the dead-man switch," said Jesus Pietro.

The man nodded. His sandy hair was cut in the old Belter style, copied fromthe even ol der
Mohawk. There were shadows under his eyes as if fromlack of sleep, and the lie was borne out by a
slunp of utter depression, though he had been sleeping since his capture in Harry Kane's basenent.

"You funked it," Jesus Pietro accused. "You arranged to fall across the switch so that it
woul dn't go off."

The man | ooked up. Naked rage was in his face. He made no nove, for there was nothing he
coul d do.

"Don't be ashamed. The dead-man switch is an old trick. It al nost never gets used in
practice. The man in charge is too likely to change his mnd at the |ast second. It's a -- "

"I fully expected to wake up dead!" the man shouted.

" -- npatural reaction. It takes a psychotic to conmit suicide. No, don't tell nme all about
it. I"'mnot interested. | want to hear about the car in your basenent."

“You think I'ma coward, do you?"

"That's an ugly word."

"I stole that car."

"Did you?" The skeptical tone was genuine. Jesus Pietro did not believe him "Then perhaps
you can tell nme why the theft went unnoticed."

The nman told him He tal ked eagerly, demanding that Jesus Pietro recogni ze his courage.
Way not? There was nobody left to betray. He would live as long as Jesus Pietro Castro was
interested in him and for three mnutes |onger. The organ bank operating roomwas three mninutes
wal kK away. Jesus Pietro listened politely. Yes, he renenbered the car that had tauntingly circled
the Plateau for five days. The young crew owner had given himhell for letting it happen. The nan
had even suggested -- denanded -- that one of Castro's nmen drop on the car fromabove, clinb into
the cockpit, and bring it back. Jesus Pietro's patience had given out, and he had risked his life
by politely offering to help the young man performthe feat.

"So we buried it at the same tinme we built the basenent," the prisoner finished. "Then we
| et the house grow over it. W had great plans."” He sagged into his forner position of despair but
went on tal king, munbling. "There were gun nmounts. Bins for bonbs. W stole a sonic stunner and
mounted it in the rear wi ndow. Now nobody'l| ever use them"

"The car was used."
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"What ?"

"This afternoon. Keller escaped us last night. He returned to Kane's hone this norning,
took the car and flew it nearly to the Hospital before we stopped him The M st Denbns know what
he thought he was doing."

"Great! The last flight of -- we never got around to naming it. Qur air force. CQur
glorious air force. Wwo did you say?"

"Keller. Matthew Leigh Keller."

"I don't know him What would he be doing with my car?"

"Don't play games. You are not protecting anyone. W drove himoff the edge. Five ten, age
twenty-one, hair brown, eyes blue -- "

“I tell you |l never nmet him"

"CGood-by." Jesus Pietro pushed a button under his desk. The door opened.

"Wait a minute. Now, wait -- "

Lyi ng, Jesus Pietro thought, after the man was gone. Probably lied about the car too.
Somewhere in the vivariumthe man who really took the car waited to be questioned. If it was
stolen. It could equally well have been supplied by a crew nenber, by Jesus Pietro's hypotheti cal
traitor.

He had often wondered why the crew would not supply himwith truth drugs. They woul d have
been easy to nmanufacture frominstructions in the ship's libraries. Mllard Parlette, in a nellow
mood, had once tried to explain. "W own their bodies," he had said. "W take them apart on the
slightest pretext; and if they manage to die a natural death, we get them anyway, what we can
save. Aren't the poor bastards at |least entitled to the privacy of their own nm nds?"

It seened a peculiar bleeding-heart attitude, com ng froma man whose very |ife depended
on the organ banks. But others apparently felt the same. If Jesus Pietro wanted his questions
answer ed, he nust depend on his own enpirical brand of psychol ogy.

Pol Iy Tournquist. Age: twenty. Height: five one. Wight: ninety-five. She wore a crunpl ed
party dress in the colonist style. In Jesus Pietro's eyes it did nothing for her. She was snal
and brown, and conpared to nost of the wonmen Jesus Pietro nmet socially, rmuscular. They were work
nmuscl es, not tennis nuscles. Traces of callus nmarred her hands. Her hair, worn straight back, had
a slight natural curl to it but no trace of style.

Had she been raised as crew girls were rai sed, had she access to cosnetics avail able on
Al pha Pl at eau, she woul d have known how to be beautiful. Then she woul dn't have been bad at all

once the callus |left her hands and cosnetic treatment snoothed her skin. But, |ike nost col onists,
she had aged faster than a crew.
She was only a young colonist girl, like a thousand other young colonist girls Jesus

Pi etro had seen.
She bore his silent stare for a full mnute before she snapped, "Well?"
"Well? You're Polly Tournquist, aren't you?"
"Of course."
"You had a handful of filnms on you when you were picked up last night. How did you get

t henP"

"I prefer not to say."

"Eventually | think you will. Meanwhile, what would you like to tal k about?"

Pol Iy | ooked bew | dered. "Are you serious?"

"I amserious. |'ve interviewed six people today. The organ banks are full and the day is
ending. I'min no hurry. Do you know what those filns of yours inply?"

She nodded warily. "I think so. Especially after the raid."

"Ch, you saw the point, did you?"

"It's clear you have no nore use for the Sons of Earth. W' ve al ways been sonme danger to
you -- "

"You flatter yourselves."

"But you've never had a real try at wiping us out. Not till now Because we serve as a
recruiting center for your damed organ banks!"

"You amaze nme. Did you know this when you joi ned?"

"I was fairly sure of it."

"Then why join?"

She spread her hands. "Wy does anybody join? | couldn't stand the way things are now.
Castro, what happens to your body when you die?"

"Cremated. I'man old man."

"You're crew. They'd cremate you anyway. Only col onists go into the banks."
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“I"'mhalf crew," said Jesus Pietro. H s desire to tal k was genui ne, and there was no need
for reticence with a girl who was, to all intents and purposes, dead. "Wen ny -- you night say --
pseudo-f at her reached the age of seventy, he was old enough to need injections of testosterone.
Except that he chose a different way to get them"

The girl | ooked bew | dered, then horrified.

"I see you understand. Shortly afterward his wife, ny nother, became pregnant. | nust
admt they raised ne alnost as a crew. | love themboth. | don't know who ny father was. He nay
have been a rebel, or a thief."

"To you there's no difference, | suppose.” The girl's tone was savage.

"No. Back to the Sons of Earth," Jesus Pietro said briskly. "You're quite right. W don't
need them anynore, not as a recruiting center nor for any other purpose. Yours was the biggest
rebel group on Mount Lookitthat. We'll take the others as they cone."

"I don't understand. The organ banks are obsolete now, aren't they? Wy not publish the
news? There'd be a worl dwi de cel ebration!™”

"That's just why we don't broadcast the news. Your kind of sloppy thinking! No, the organ
banks are not obsolete. It's just that we'll need a snmaller supply of raw material. And as a neans
of punishnent for crines the banks are as inportant as ever!"

“You son of a bitch," said Polly. Her color was high, and her voice held an icy, half-
controlled fury. "So we mght get uppity if we thought we were being killed to no purpose!"

"You will not be dying to no purpose,” Jesus Pietro explained patiently. "That has not
been necessary since the first kidney transpl ant between identical twins. It has not been
necessary since Landsteiner classified the primary blood types in 1900. Wat do you know about the
car in Kane's basenent ?"

"I prefer not to say."

"You're being very difficult."

The girl smled for the first tinme. "I've heard that."

Hi s reaction took Jesus Pietro by surprise. A flash of admration, followed by a hot flood
of lust. Suddenly the bedraggled colonist girl was the only girl in the universe. Jesus Pietro
held his face like frozen stone while the flood receded. It took several seconds.

"What about Matthew Lei gh Kel | er?"

"Who? | nean -- "

"You prefer not to say. Mss, Tournquist, you probably know that there are no truth drugs

on this world. In the ships' libraries are instructions for making scopol am ne, but no crew will
authorize me to use them Hence | have devel oped different nmethods.” 'He saw her stiffen. "No, no.
There will be no pain. They'd put ne in the organ banks if | used torture. I"'monly going to give

you a nice rest."

"I think I know what you nean. Castro, what are you nmade of ? You're half col oni st
yoursel f. What makes you side with the crew?"

"There nust be |l aw and order, M ss Tournquist. On all of Munt Lookitthat there is only
one force for law and order, and that force is the crew. " Jesus Pietro pushed the call button

He did not relax until she was gone, and then he found hinmsel f shaken. Had she noticed
that flash of desire? What an enbarrassing thing to happen! But she nust have assumed he was only
angry. O course she had.

Polly was in the maze of corridors when she suddenly renenbered Matt Keller. Her rega
dignity, assumed for the benefit of the pair of Inplenentation police who were her escorts,
softened in thought. Wiy would Jesus Pietro be interested in Matt? He wasn't even a nenber. Did it
mean t hat he had escaped? Odd, about that night. She'd |iked Matt. He'd interested her. And then
suddenly...Ilt nust have | ooked to himas if she'd brushed himoff. Wll, it didn't matter now. But
I mpl enent ati on shoul d have turned himl oose. He was nothing but a deadhead.

Castro. Way had he told her all that? Was it part of the coffin cure? Well, she'd hold out
as long as possible. Let Castro worry about who m ght know the truth of Ranrobot #143. She had
told nobody. But let himworry.

The girl | ooked about her in pleased wonder at the curving walls and ceiling with their
peel ed, discolored paint, at the spiral stairs, at the matted, w thered brown rug which had been
i ndoor grass. She watched the dust puff out fromher falling feet, and she ran her hands over the
coral walls where the paint had fallen away. Her new, brightly dyed falling-junper seened to gl ow
in the gloomof the deserted house.

"I't's very odd," she said. Her crew sh accent was strange and lilting.

The man lifted an armfrom around her waist to wave it about him "They live just |like
this," he said in the same accent. "Just like this. You can see their houses fromyour car on the
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way to the | ake."

Matt smiled as he watched themwal k up the stairs. He had never seen a two-story cora
house; the ball oons were too hard to blow, and the second floor tended to sag unl ess you
mai ntai ned two distinct pressures. Wiy didn't they cone to Delta Plateau if they wanted to see how
colonists |ived?

But why should they? Surely their own |lives were nore interesting.

What strange people they were. It was hard to understand them not only because of the
lilt but because certain words neant the wrong things. Their faces were alien, with flared
nostrils and high, prom nent cheekbones.

Agai nst the people Matt had known, they seened fragile, under nuscled, but graceful and
beautiful to the point where Matt wondered about the man's manhood. They wal ked as though they
owned the world.

The deserted house had proved a di sappointnment. He'd thought all was |ost when the crew
couple cane strolling in, pointing and staring as if they were in a nuseum But with l[uck they
woul d be up there for sone tine.

Matt noved very quietly fromthe darkness of a now doorless closet, picked up their picnic
basket, and ran on tiptoe for the door. There was a place where he could hide, a place he should
have t hought of before.

He clinmbed over the | ow stone wall with the picnic basket in one hand. There was a three-
foot granite lip on the void side. Matt settled hinself cross-legged against the stone wall, with
his head an inch below the top and his toes a foot fromthe forty-nmle drop to hell. He opened the
pi cni ¢ basket.

There was nore than enough for two. He ate it all, eggs and sandw ches and squeezebags of
custard and a thernbps of soup and a handful of olives. Afterward he kicked the basket and the
scraps of plastic wap into the void. H s eyes foll owed them down.

Consi der:

Anyone can see infinity by looking up on a clear night. But only on the small world of
Mount Lookitthat can you see infinity by |ooking down.

No, it's not really infinity. Neither is the night sky, really. You can see a few nearby
gal axi es; but even if the universe turns out to be finite, you see a very little distance into it.
Matt coul d see apparent infinity by | ooking strai ght down.

He coul d see the picnic basket falling. Snmaller. Gone.

The plastic wap. Fluttering down. Cone

Then, nothing but the white mst.

On a far-distant day they would call the phenonenon Plateau trance. It was a form of
aut ohypnosis well known to Plateau citizens of both social classes, differing fromother forns
only in that nearly anyone could fall into such a state by accident. In this respect Plateau
trance conpares to ancient, badly authenticated cases of "highway hypnosis" or to nore recent
studies of "the far look," a formof religious trance endemic to the Belt of Sol. The far | ook
comes to a miner who spends too many nminutes staring at a single star in the background of naked
space. Plateau trance starts with a long, dreamnmy | ook down into the void nist.

For a good ei ght hours Matt had not had a chance to relax. He would not get a chance
tonight, and he didn't want to dwell on that now. Here was his chance. He rel axed.

He cane out of it with a niggling suspicion that time had passed. He was lying on his
side, his face over the edge staring down into unfathomabl e darkness. It was night. And he felt
wonder f ul .

Until he renenbered.

He got up and clinbed carefully over the wall. It would not do to slip, three feet from
the edge, and he was often clunmsy when he felt this nervous. Now his stomach seened to have been
repl aced by a plastic denonstration nodel froma biology class. There was a jerkiness in his
Ii mbs.

He walked a little way fromthe wall and stopped. Wich way was the Hospital ?

Come now, he thought. This is ridicul ous.

Well, there was a swelling hill to his left. Light glowed faintly along its rim He'll try
t hat .

The grass and the earth beneath it ended as he reached the top. Now there was stone
beneath his bare feet, stone and rock dust untouched by three hundred years of the colony planting
program He stood at the crest of the hill |ooking dowmn on the Hospital. It was half a mle away
and blazed with light. Behind and to either side were other lights, the lights of houses, none
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within half a nmle of the Hospital. Against their general glow he saw the black tongue of forest
he'd noticed that norning.

In a direction not quite opposite to the dark, sprawing line of trees, a straighter line
of light ran fromthe Hospital to a cluster of buildings at the perineter of the bare region. A

suppl y road.
He coul d reach the trees by nmoving along the edge of town. The trees woul d gi ve himcover
until he reached the wall -- but it seemed a poor risk. Wiay would | nplenentation | eave that one

line of cover across a bare, flat protective field? That strip of forest nmust be | oaded with
detection equi pnent.

He started across the rock on his belly.

He stopped frequently. It was tiring, noving like this. Wrse than that, what was he going
to do when he got inside? The Hospital was big, and he knew not hing about the interior. The
I'ighted wi ndows bothered him Didn't the Hospital ever sleep? The stars shone bright and col d.
Each time he stopped to rest, the Hospital was a little closer.

So was the wall that surrounded it. It |eaned outwards and on this side there was no break
at all.

He was a hundred yards fromthe wall when he found the wire. There were big netal pegs to
hold it off the ground, pegs a foot high and thirty yards apart, driven into the rock. The wire
itself was bare coppery metal strung taut a few inches off the ground. Matt had not touched it. He
crossed it very carefully, staying | ow but not touching the wire at any tine.

Faintly there cane the sound of alarmbells ringing inside the wall. Matt stopped where he
was. Then he turned and was over the wire in one | eap. Wien he hit the ground he didn't nove. H's
eyes were closed tight. He felt the faint touch of nunbness which neant a sonic beam Evidently he
was out of range. He risked a | ook behind him Four searchlights hunted himacross the bare rock
The wall was | ousy with police.

He turned away, afraid they'd see his face shining. There were whirring sounds. Mercy-
bullets falling all around him slivers of glassy chenical which dissolved in blood. They weren't
as accurate as |lead pellets, but one nust find himsoon..

A light pinned him And another, and a third.

Fromthe wall came a voice. "Cease fire." The whirr of anesthetic slivers ended. The voice
spoke again, bored, authoritative, tremendously anplified. "Stand up, you. You may as well walk
but we'll carry you if we have to."

Matt wanted to burrow like a rabbit. But even a rabbit woul dn't have nmade headway in the
pitted, dusty stone. He stood up with his hands in the air

There was no sound, no notion

One of the lights swng away fromhim Then the others. They noved in randomarcs for a
whil e, crossing the protective-rock field with swooping bl obs of Iight. Then, one by one, they
went out.

The anplified voice spoke again. It sounded faintly puzzled. "Wat set off the alarns?"

Anot her voice, barely audible in the quiet night. "Don't know, sir."

"Maybe a rabbit. Al right, break it up."

The figures on the wall disappeared. Matt was standing all alone with his hands in the
air. After a while he put them down and wal ked away.

The nman was tall and thin, with a long face and a short nouth and no expression. Hs
| mpl enent ation-police uniformcould not have been cl eaner nor better pressed if he'd donned it a
nmoment ago for the first time. He sat beside the door, bored and used to it, a man who had spent
half his life sitting and waiting.

Every fifteen minutes or so he would get up to ook at the coffin.

Seenmingly the coffin had been built for G lganesh or Paul Bunyan. It was oak, at |east on
the outside. The ei ght gauge dials along one edge appeared to have been pirated from sonmewhere

el se and attached to the coffin by a carpenter of only noderate skill. The |ong-headed nan woul d
stand up, go to the coffin, stand over the dials for a minute. Something could go wong, after
all. Then he would have to act in a hurry. But nothing ever did, and he would return to his chair
and wait some nore.

Pr obl em

Polly Tournquist's mnd holds information you need. Howto get at it?

The mind is the body. The body is the mnd

Drugs would interfere with her netabolism They might harmher. You'd risk it, but you're
not allowed drugs anyway.

Torture? You could damage a few fingernails, bend a few bones. But it wouldn't stop there.
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Pain affects the adrenal glands, and the adrenal glands affect everything. Sustained pain can have
a savage, even pernanent, effect on a body needed for nedical supplies. Besides, torture is
unet hi cal

Friendly persuasion? You could offer her a deal. Her life, and resettlenent in sone other
regi on of the Plateau, for anything you want to know. You'd |ike that, and the organ banks are
full...But she won't deal. You' ve seen them before. You can tell

So you give her a nice rest.

Pol I'y Tournqui st was a soul alone in space. Less than that, for there was nothing around
her that could have been identified as "space.” No heat, no cold, no pressure, no light, no
dar kness, no hunger, no thirst, no sound.

She had tried to concentrate on the sound of her heartbeat, but even that had di sappeared.
It was too regular. Her nind had edited it out. Sinmilarly with the darkness behind her closed,
bandaged eyelids: the darkness was uniform and she no | onger sensed it. She could strain her
muscl es agai nst the soft, swaddling bandages that bound her, but she sensed no result, for the
slack was snmall fractions of an inch. Her nmouth was partly open; she could neither open it further
nor close it on the foamrubber nouthpiece. She could not bite her tongue, nor find it. In no way
coul d she produce the sensation of pain.

The ineffable peace of the coffin cure wapped her in its tender folds and carried her
scream ng silently, into nothingness.

What happened?

He sat at the edge of the grass on the hill above the Hospital. His eyes were fixed on its
bl azi ng wi ndows. Hi s heart beat softly against his knee.

VWhat happened? They had nme. They had ne!

He had wal ked away. Bewi | dered, hel pl ess, beaten, he had waited for the magnified voice to
shout its orders. And nothing had happened. It was as if they had forgotten him He had wal ked
away with the feel of death at his back, waiting for the nunbness of a sonic stun-beamor the
prick of a mercy-bullet or the roar of the officer's voice.

Gradual | y, against all reason, he had sensed that they were not going to cone for him

And then he ran.

Hi s lungs had stopped their tortured |aboring many mnutes ago, but his brain still spun.
Perhaps it would never stop. He had run until he collapsed, here at the top of the hill, but the
fear that drove himwas not the fear of the organ banks. He had fled froman inpossible thing,
froma universe wi thout reason. How could he have wal ked away fromthat plain of death with no eye
to watch hinP It smacked of nmagic, and he was afraid.

Sonet hi ng had suspended the ordinary |laws of the universe to save his life. He had never
heard of anything that could do that...except the Mst Denons. And the M st Denons were a nyth.
They had told himso when he was ol d enough. The M st Denbns were a tale to frighten children
like the reverse of a Santa O aus. The old wi ves who found powerful beings in the m st beyond the
edge of the world had followed a tradition older than history, perhaps as old as nan. But nobody
believed in the Mst Denons. They were like the Belt miners' Church of Finagle, whose prophet was
Murphy. A half-bitter joke. Sonething to swear by.

They had ne and they let me go. Wy?

Coul d they have had a purpose? Was there sone reason the Hospital should | et a col oni st
sneak to its very walls, then let himgo free?

Coul d the organ banks be full? But there nmust be soneplace they could keep a prisoner
until there was room

But if they thought he was a crew Yes, that was it! A human figure on Al pha pl ateau of
course they' d assune he was crew. But so what? Surely sonmeone woul d have come to question him

Matt began pacing a tight circle at the top of the low hill. His head whirled. He'd wal ked
to certain death and been turned | oose. By whon? Wiy? And what did he do next? Go back and give
t hem anot her chance? Walk to the Al pha-Beta Bri dge and hope nobody woul d see hi m sneaki ng across?
Fly down the cliff, vigorously flapping his arnms?

The awful thing was that he didn't know it wouldn't work. Magic, nmagic. Hood had tal ked
about magi c.

No, he hadn't. He'd practically turned purple denying that magic was invol ved. He'd been
tal ki ng about...psychic powers. And Matt had been so involved in watching Polly that he couldn't
renenber anythi ng Hood had sai d.

It was very bad |luck. Because this was his only out. He had to assume that he had a
psychi c power, though he had not the renotest idea what that inplied. At least it put a nane to
what had happened.
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"“I've got a psychic power,"

qui et ni ght.

Fine. So? If Hood had gone into detail on the nature of psychic powers, Matt coul dn't
renenber. But he could fairly well drop the idea of flying down the Al pha-Beta cliff. Watever
el se was true of man's unexpl ored nental powers, they nust be consistent. Matt coul d renenber the
feeling that he wouldn't be noticed if he didn't want to be, he had never flown, nor even dreamned
of flying.

He ought to talk to Hood.

But Hood was in the Hospital. He m ght be dead al ready.

well. ..

Matt announced. His voice rang with queer precision in the

Matt had been el even years old when Ghengis, or Dad, brought two charns hone for gifts.
They were nodel cars, just the right size for charmbracelets, and they glowed in the dark. Matt
and Jeanne had | oved them at sight and forever.

One night they had left the charns in a closet for several hours, thinking they would grow
brighter when they "got used to the dark." Wen Jeanne opened the closet, they had lost all their
gl ow.

Jeanne was near tears. Matt's reaction was different. |If darkness robbed the charns of
their powers...

He hung themnext to a light bulb for an hour. When he turned off the light, they gl owed
like little blue |anps.

A tide of small, |oosely packed cl ouds was spreading across the stars. In all directions
the town lights had gone out, all but the lights of the Hospital. The Plateau slept in a profound
si | ence.

Well...he'd tried to sneak into the Hospital. He'd been caught. But when he stood up in
the glare of spotlights, they couldn't see him The why of it was just as nmgical as before, but
he thought he was beginning to see the how of it.

He'd have to risk it. Matt began to walk

He' d never planned for it to go this far. If only he' d been stopped before it was too
late. But it was too late, and he had the sense to know it.

Strictly speaking, he should have been wearing sonmething bright. A blue shirt with a
tangerine sweater, iridescent green pants, a scarlet cape with an S enclosed in a yellow triangle
And...rinmmed glasses? It had been a long time since grade school. Never mind; he'd have to go as
he was.

A good thing he |iked flanmboyant gestures.

He skirted the edge of the bare region until he reached the houses. Presently he was
wal ki ng through dark streets. The houses were fascinating and strange. He woul d have enjoyed
seeing them by daylight. Wiat manner of people lived in then? Colorful, idle, happy, eternally
young and healthy. He would have liked to be one of them

But he noticed a peculiar thing about the houses. Heterogeneous as they were in form
color, style, building nmaterial, they had one thing in conmon. Always they faced away fromthe
Hospi t al

As if the Hospital inspired themwith fear. O guilt

There were |ights ahead. Matt wal ked faster. He had been wal king for half an hour now.
Yes, there was the supply road, lit bright as day by two cl ose-spaced |ines of street lanps. A
broken white line ran down the curving mddle.

Matt stepped out to the white line and began following it toward the Hospital

Again his shoul ders were unnaturally rigid, as with the fear of death from behind. But the
danger was all before him The organ banks were the nost humliating imagi nable form of death. Yet
Matt feared sonet hing worse.

Men had been released fromthe Hospital to tell of their trials. Not nany, but they could
talk. Matt could guess a little of what waited for him

They would see him they would fire mercy-bullets into him they would carry himon a
stretcher into the Hospital. Wen he woke, he would be taken to his first and last interview with
the dread Castro. The Head's burning eyes would ook into his, and he would runble, "Keller, eh?
Yes, we had to take your uncle apart. Well, Keller? You wal ked up here |Iike you thought you were a
crew with an appoi ntnent. What did you think you were doing, Keller?"

And what was he going to say to that?
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CHAPTER 5 -- THE HOSPI TAL

ASLEEP, Jesus Pietro | ooked ten years older. H's defenses -- his straight back, tight
nmuscl es, and controlled features -- were relaxed. His startling pale eyes were closed. H's
carefully conbed white hair was nessy, showi ng the bare scalp over which it had been carefully
conbed. He slept alone, separated fromhis wife by a door which was never | ocked. Sonetines he
thrashed in his sleep, and sonetinmes, ridden by insommia, he stared at the ceiling with his arns
folded and nuttered to hinself, which was why Nadi a sl ept next door. But tonight he lay quiet.

He coul d have | ooked thirty again, with help. Inside his aging skin he was i n good
physi cal shape. He had good wi nd, thanks partly to his borrowed lung; his mnuscles were hard
beneat h | oose wrinkles and deposits of fat; and his digestion was good. Hi s teeth, al
transpl ants, were perfect. G ve himnew skin, new scalp, a new liver; replace a nunmber of
sphi ncter and other autonom c nuscl es. .

But that would take a special order fromthe crew congress. It would be a kind of
testinmonial and he would accept it if it were offered, but he wasn't going to fight for it.
Transpl ants and the giving of transplants were the right of the crew and their nost powerful
reward. And Jesus Pietro was...not squean sh, but sonehow reluctant to exchange parts of hinself
for parts of sonme stranger. It would be Iike losing part of his ego. Only the fear of death had
made hi m accept a new | ung years ago.

He slept quietly.

And things began to add up.

Polly Tournquist's filns: Someone had slipped through his net night before last. Keller's
getaway | ast night. A gnhawi ng suspicion, only an intuition as yet, that ranrobot package #143 was
even nore inportant than anyone had guessed. Wi nkl ed, unconfortable sheets. H s bl ankets, which
were a trifle too heavy. The fact that he had forgotten to brush his teeth. A nental picture of

Kel I er diving head-down for the mist -- it kept conming back to haunt him Faint noises from
outside, fromthe wall, noises already an hour old, noises which hadn't awakened hi m but which
were still unexplained. His twinges of lust for the girl in the coffin cure, and the guilt that

followed. Hi s tenptation to use that ancient brainwashing technique for his own private purposes,
to make the rebel girl love himfor a tine. Adultery! Mre guilt

Tenmpt ati ons. Escaped prisoners. Hot, winkled bedcl ot hes'

No use. He was awake.

He lay rigidly on his back, arns folded, glaring into the dark. No use fighting it. Last
night had fouled up his internal clock; he'd eaten breakfast at twelve-thirty. Wiy did he keep
t hi nki ng of Keller?

(Head down over the mist, with the fans pushing hard on the seat of his pants. Hell above
and Heaven bel ow, going up into the unknown; |ost forever, destroyed utterly. The dream of the
Hi ndu, realized in physical form The peace of total dissolution.)

Jesus Pietro rolled over and turned on the phone.

A strange voice said, "Hospital -- sir."

"Who is this?"

"Master Sergeant Leonard V. Watts, sir. N ght duty."”

"What's happening at the Hospital, Master Sergeant?" It was not an unusual question. Jesus
Pietro had asked it scores of tines at early norning hours during the |ast ten years.

Watts' voice was crisp. "Let nme see. You left at seven, sir. At seven-thirty Mjor Jansen
ordered the rel ease of the deadheads we picked up last night, the ones w thout ear mkes. Mjor
Jansen left at nine. At ten-thirty Sergeant Helios reported that all the deadheads had been
returned to their honmes. Mmm .." Shuffling of papers in background. "All but two of the prisoners
questi oned today have been executed and stored away. The nedical supplies section inforns us that
the banks will be unable handle new nmaterial until further notice. Do you want a list of
executions, sir?"

"No. "

"Coffin cure proceeding satisfactorily. No adverse nedical reactions from suspect. G ounds
reports a false alarmat twelve-oh-eight, caused by a rabbit blundering into the electric-eye
barrier. No evidence of anything nmoving on the grounds."

"Then how do they know it was a rabbit?"

"Shall | ask, sir?"

"No. They guessed, of course. Good night." Jesus Pietro turned on his back and waited for
sl eep.

Hi s thoughts drifted..

...He and Nadi a hadn't been getting together nuch lately. Shouldn't he start taking
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testosterone shots? A transplant woul dn't be necessary; nany gl ands were not put in suspended
ani mation, but were kept running, as it were, with a conplex and exact food/bl ood supply and a
system for extracting the hornones. He could put up with the inconvenience of shots.

... Though his father hadn't.

A younger Jesus Pietro had spent nuch tinme wondering about his own conception. Wiy had the
old man insisted that the doctors connect the vas deferens during his gonad transplant? An ol der
Jesus Pietro thought he knew. Even sixty years ago, despite the centuries-old tradition of |arge
fam lies, the Plateau had been nostly uninhabited. Breeding nust have seened a duty to Haneth
Castro, as it had to all his ancestors. Besides, how nust the old man have felt, know ng that at
| ast he could no longer sire children?

An ol der Jesus Pietro thought he knew.

Hi s thoughts were wandering far, blurred with inpending sleep. Jesus Pietro turned on his
side, drowsily confortable.

... Rabbit?

Why not? From t he woods.

Jesus Pietro turned on his other side.

... \Wat was a rabbit doing in the trapped woods?

What was anyt hing bigger than a field nmouse doing in the woods?

VWhat was a rabbit doing on Al pha Plateau? What would it eat?

Jesus Pietro cursed and reached for the phone. To Master Sergeant Watts he said, "Take an
order. Tonorrow | want the woods searched thoroughly and then deloused. |If they find anything as

big as a rat, I want to know about it."
"Yes, sir."
"That al armtoni ght. Wat sector?"
"Let ne see. Were the -- ah. Sector six, sir."
"Si x? That's nowhere near the woods."
"No, sir."

And that was that. "Good night, Master Sergeant,"” said Jesus Pietro, and hung up. Tonorrow
they'd search the woods. |nplenmentation was beconi ng decidedly slack, Jesus Pietro decided. He'd
have to do sonething about it.

The wall slanted outward, twelve feet of concrete crosslaced with barbed wire. The gate
slanted too, at the sane angle, perhaps twelve degrees fromvertical. Solid cast-iron it was,

built to slide into the concrete wall, which was twelve feet thick. The gate was closed. Lights
frominside Iit the upper edges of wall and gate, and tinged the sky above.
Matt stood under the wall, looking up. He couldn't clinb over. If they saw him they'd

open the gate for him..but they nmustn't see him
They hadn't yet. The train of logic had worked. If something that glows in the dark stops
gl owi ng when it's been in the dark too long, hang it near a light. If a car goes up when it's

right side up, it'll go down fast when it's upside down. If the cops see you when you're hiding,
but don't when you're not, they'll ignore you conpletely when you walk up the nmiddle of a lighted
r oad.

But | ogic ended here.

What ever had hel ped hi mwasn't hel pi ng hi m now.

Matt turned his back on the wall. He stood beneath the overhanging iron gate, his eyes
following the straight Iine of the road to where its |ights ended. Mst of the houses were dark
now. The land was black all the way to the starry horizon. On his right the stars were blurred
along that line, and Matt knew he was seeing the top of the void nist.

The inmpul se that canme then was one he never managed to explain, even to hinself.

He cleared his throat. "Sonething is helping me," he said in an al nost nornal voice. "I
know that. | need help to get through this gate. | have to get into the Hospital."

Noi ses canme frominside the wall, the faintest of sounds: regular footsteps, distant
voi ces. They were the business of the Hospital and had nothing to do with Matt.

Qutsi de the wall nothing changed

"Cet me in there," he pleaded, to hinmself or to something outside hinself. He didn't know
whi ch. He knew not hi ng.

On the Plateau there was no religion

But suddenly Matt knew that there was just one way to get inside. He stepped off the
access road and began hunting. Presently he found a discarded chunk of concrete, dirty and uneven
He carried it back and began pounding it against the iron gate.

CLANG CLANG CLANG A head appeared on the wall. "Stop that, you half-wi tted excuse for a
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col oni st bastard!"

"Let ne in."

The head remai ned. "You are a colonist.”

"Right."

“"Don't nove! Don't you nmove a nuscle!" The nman funbled with sonething on the other side of
the wall. Both hands appeared, one holding a gun, the other a tel ephone receiver. "Hello? Hell 0?
Answer the phone, danmit!...Watts? Hobart. A fool of a colonist just came walking up to the gate
and started pounding on it. Yes, a real colonist! Wiat do | do with hinP... Al right, I'Il ask.”

The head | ooked down. "You want to wal k or be carried?"

“1'1l walk," said Matt.

"He says he'll wal k. Wiy should he get his choice?...Oh. | guess it's easier at that.
Sorry, Watts, I'ma little shook. This never happened to me before."

The gateman hung up. Hi s head and gun continued to peer down at Matt. After a nonent the
gate slid back into the wall.

"Cone on through,"” said the gateman. "Fold your hands behind your neck."

Matt did. A gatehouse had been built against the wall on the inside. The gatenman cane down
a short flight of steps. "Stay ahead of ne," he ordered. "Start wal king. That's the front
entrance, where all the lights are. See? Walk toward that."

It would have been hard to miss the front entrance. The great square bronze door topped a
flight of broad, shallow steps flanked by Doric pillars. The steps and the pillars were either
marbl e or sonme plastic substitute

"Stop | ooking back at me," snapped the gateman. Hi s voi ce shook

When they reached the door, the gatenan produced a whistle and blewinto it. There was no
sound, but the door opened. Matt went through

Once inside, the gatenan seened to relax. "Wat were you doing out there?" he asked

Matt's fear was returning. He was here. These corridors were the Hospital. He hadn't
t hought past this nmonent. Deliberately so; for if he had, he would have ran. The walls around him
were concrete, with a few netal grilles at floor level and four rows of fluorescent tubing in the
ceiling. There were doors, all closed. An unfamliar odor tinged the air, or a conbination of
odor s.

"l said, "Wat were -- "

"Find out at the trial!"

"Don't bite nmy head off. Wat trial? |I found you on Al pha Pl ateau. That makes you guilty.
They' Il put you in the vivariumtill they need you, and then they'll pour antifreeze in you and
cart you away. You'll never wake up." It sounded as if the gateman was snacking his |ips.

Matt's head jerked around, with the terror showing in his eyes. The gateman junped back at
the sudden nove. H s gun steadied. It was a mercy-bullet pistol, with a tiny aperture in the nose
and a C02 cartridge doubling as a handle. For a frozen nonment Matt knew he was about to shoot.

They' d carry his unconsci ous body to the vivarium whatever that was. He wouldn't wake up
there. They'd take himapart while he was sleeping. Hs last living nonent dragged out and out...

The gun |l owered. Matt shrank back fromthe gateman's expressi on. The gateman had gone nad.
H's wild eyes | ooked about himin horror, at the walls, at the doors, at the nercy-bullet gun in
his hand, at everything but Matt. Abruptly he turned and ran

Matt heard his wail drifting back. "M st Denons. |'m supposed to be on the gate!”

At one-thirty another officer cane to relieve Polly's guard.

The newconer's uni formwas not as well pressed, but he hinself seened in better condition
H s muscl es were gymmasi um nuscl es, and he was casually alert at one-thirty in the norning. He
wai ted until the | ong-headed man had gone, then noved to inspect the dials along the edge of
Polly's coffin.

He was nore thorough than the other. He noved nethodically down the line, in no hurry,
jotting the settings in a notebook. Then he opened two big clanps at two corners of the coffin and
swung the lid back, careful not to jar it.

The figure within did not nove. She was wrapped like a mummy, a numy with a snout, in
soft swaddling cloth. The snout was a bul ge over her nouth and nose, the nouth pads and the
arrangenents for breathing. There were simlar protrusions over her ears. Her arnms were crossed at
her wai st, straitjacket fashion

The | npl enentation officer | ooked down at her for |ong nonents. Wien he turned, he showed
his first signs of furtiveness. But he was al one, and no footsteps sounded in the hall

From the head end of the coffin protruded a padded tube with a cap even nore heavily
padded i n sponge rubber. The officer opened the cap and spoke softly.
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"Don't be afraid. I'ma friend. I"'mgoing to put you to sleep.”

He peel ed the soft bandage fromPolly's arm -- drew his gun, and fired at the skin. Half
a dozen red beads forned there, but the girl did not nove. He could not have been sure that she
heard himor that she felt the needl es.

He closed the Iid and the cap of the speaking tube.

He was perspiring freely as he watched the dials change. Presently he produced a
screwdriver and went to work at the backs of the dials. Wien he finished, all eight dials read as
they had read when he cane in.

They lied. They said that Polly Tournqui st was awake but notionless, conscious but
deprived of any sensory stinulus. They said she was going mad by increnents. Wereas Polly
Tour nqui st was asl eep. She woul d be asleep for the eight hours of Loren's tour of duty.

Loren wi ped his face and sat down. He did not enjoy taking such risks, but it was
necessary. The girl must know sonething, else she wouldn't be here. Now she could hold out for
ei ght hours | onger

The nman they wheel ed into the organ bank operating roomwas unconsci ous. He was the sane
man Jesus Pietro's squad had found resting on the dead-man switch, one of those he had questioned
that afternoon. Jesus Pietro was through with him-- he had been tried and condemmed, but in |aw
he was still alive. It was a | egal point, nothing nore.

The operating roomwas big and busy. Against one long wall were twenty small suspended-
ani mati on tanks nounted on wheels, for noving medical supplies to and fromthe room next door
Doctors and interns worked quietly and skillfully at a nultitude of operating tables. There were
cold baths: open tanks of fluid kept at a constant 10 degrees Fahrenheit. Beside the door was a
twenty-gallon tank half full of a strawcolored fluid.

Two interns wheel ed the convict into the operating room and one imediately injected a
full pint of the strawcolored fluid into his arm They noved the table next to one of the cold
bat hs. A woman noved over to help, carefully fastening a breathing mask over the man's face. The
interns tilted the table. The convict slid into the bath without a spl ash

"That's the last," said one. "Ch, boy, |'m beat."

The wonman | ooked at himwi th concern, a concern that mi ght have showed in her nouth behind
the mask but that could not show in her eyes. Eyes have no expression. The intern's voice had
shown al nost total exhaustion. "Take off, the both of you," she said. "Sleep late tonmorrow. W
won't need you."

When they finished with this convict, the organ banks would be full. In |aw he was stil
alive. But his body tenperature fell fast, and his heartbeat was slow ng. Eventually it stopped.
The patient's tenperature continued to fall. In tw hours it was well bel ow freezing, yet the
strawcolored fluid in his veins kept any part of himfrom freezing.

In law he was still alive. Prisoners had been reprieved at this point and revived w thout
medi cal ill effects, though they walked in terror for the rest of their days.

Now they lifted the convict onto an operating table. H's skull was opened; an incision was
made in his neck, cutting the spinal cord just below the brain stem The brain was lifted out,
carefully, for the nmenmbranes surrounding it nust not be damaged. Though the doctors mght deny it,
there was a kind of reverence attached to the human brain, and to this nmonent. At this nonent the
convi ct becane | egally dead.

In a New York hospital a cardi ectony woul d have been perforned first, and the prisoner
woul d have been dead when it was over. On W Made It he woul d have been dead the nonent his body
tenperature reached 32 degrees Fahrenheit. It was a legal point. You had to draw the line
sonewher e.

They fl ash-burned his brain and saved the ashes for urn burial. H s skin came next,
removed in one piece, still living. Machines did nost of the work, but the nachines of the Plateau
wer e not advanced enough to work without human control. The doctors proceeded as if they were
di sassenbling a delicate, very valuable, vastly conplex jigsaw puzzle. Each unit went into a
suspended- ani mati on tank. Someone then took a tiny sanple with a hypodermic, and tested it for a
wi de variety of rejection reactions. A transplant operation was never cut-and-dried. A patient's
body woul d reject foreign parts unless each rejection reaction was bal anced by conpl ex
bi ochemi cal s. Wen the tests were over, each unit was labeled in full detail and wheel ed next
door, into the organ banks.

Matt was | ost. He wandered through the halls |ooking for a door |abeled Vivarium Sone of
the doors he passed had | abels; sone did not. The Hospital was huge. Chances were, he coul d wander
for days without finding the vivariumthe gateman had nenti oned.
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Solitary individuals passed himin the corridors, in police uniforms or in white gowns and
white masks pulled down around their necks. If he saw soneone comi ng, Matt shrank agai nst the wall
and remai ned perfectly still until the intruder passed. Nobody noticed him Hi s strange
invisibility protected himwell.

But he wasn't getting anywhere.

A map, that's what he needed.

Some of these doors nust lead to offices. Some or all offices nust have maps in them
perhaps built into wall or desk. After all, the place was so conplicated. Matt nodded to hinself.
Here was a door, now, with a strange synbol and sone lettering: AUTHORI ZED PERSONNEL ONLY.
Maybe. . .

He opened the door. And froze hal fway through it, shocked to the core.

G ass tanks filled the roomlike floor-to-ceiling aquarium tanks, each subdivided into
conpartnents. They were arranged like a labyrinth, or Iike the bookcases in a public library. In
the first monents Matt couldn't recognize anything he saw in those tanks, but in their
asynmetrical shapes and in their infinite dark shades of red, their nature was unmn stakabl e.

He stepped all the way inside. He had abandoned control of his |egs, and they noved of
t hensel ves. These flattish dark-red objects, those translucent nmenbranes, the soft-|ooking bl obs
of alien shapes, the great transparent cylindrical tanks filled with bright-red fluid...Yes, these
had been human beings. And there were epitaphs:

Type AB, RH+. ducose content...Rd Corp count..

Thyroid gland, nale. Rejection classes C, 2, pn[?], 31. Overactive for body weight |ess
than. ..

Left humerus, live. Marrow type 0, Rh-, N, 02. Length...|MPORTANT: Test for fit in sockets
bef ore usi ng.

Matt cl osed his eyes and rested his head agai nst one of the tanks. The gl ass surface was
cold. It felt good against his perspiring forehead. He had al ways had too nmuch enpathy. Now there
was a grief in him and he needed tine to nourn these strangers. M st Denons grant they were
strangers.

Pancreas. Rejection classes F, 4, pr[?], 21. DI ABIETIC TENDENCI ES: Use for pancreatic
fluid secretion only. DO NOT TRANSPLANT

A door opened.

Matt slid behind the tank and watched from around the corner. The worman wore gown and
mask, and she pushed somnet hing on wheels. Matt watched her transfer things fromthe cart into
vari ous of the | arger tanks.

Sonebody had just died.

And the wonman in the mask was a nonster. |f she'd taken off her nask to reveal foot-I|ong
poi son-dri pping fangs, Matt coul dn't have feared her nore.

Voi ces cane through the open door

"W can't use any nore nuscle tissue.” A wonan's voice, high and querul ous, with a crew
lilt. The lilt didn't quite ring true, though Matt couldn't have said where it failed.

A sarcastic mal e voice answered. "Wat shall we do, throwit away?"

"Why not ?"
Seconds of silence. The woman with the cart finished her work and noved toward the door
Then: "1've never liked the idea. A man died to give us healthy, living tissue, and you want to

throwit away like -[?]" The cl osing door cut himoff.

Like the remants of a ghoul's feast, Matt finished for him

He was turning toward the hall door when his eye caught sonething el se. Four of the tanks
were different fromthe others. They sat near the hall door, on flooring whose scars and shaded
col or showed where suspended-ani mati on tanks had stood. Unlike the suspended-animation tanks,
these did not have heavy machinery-filled bases. Instead, machinery rested in the tanks
t hensel ves, behind the transparent walls. It night have been aerating machi nery. The nearest tank
contai ned six snmall human hearts.

Unm st akably they were hearts. They beat. But they were tiny, no bigger than a child's
fist. Matt touched the surface of the tank, and it was blood warm The tank next to it held five-

| obed objects which had to be livers; but they were small, snall.
That did it. In what seened one |eap, Matt was out in the hall. He |eaned against the
wal | , gasping, his shoulders heaving, his eyes unable to see anything but those clusters of smal

hearts and |ivers.

Soneone rounded the corner and canme to an abrupt stop

Matt turned and saw him a big, soft man in an I nplenentation-police uniform Matt tried
his voice. It cane out blurred but conprehensible: "Were's the vivariun®"
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The man stared, then pointed. "Take a right and you'll find a flight of stairs. Up one
flight, take a right, then a left, and watch for the sign. It's a big door with an alarmlight;
you can't mss it."

"Thanks." Matt turned toward the stairs. His stomach hurt, and there was a shivering in
his hands. He w shed he could drop where he was, but he had to keep going.

Somet hi ng stung his arm

Matt turned and raised his armin the sanme instant. Already the sting was gone; his arm
was as nunb as a haunch of meat. Half a dozen tiny red drops bedewed his wist.

The big, soft man regarded Matt with a puzzled frown. Hi s gun was in his hand.

The gal axy spun nmdly, receding.

Corporal Halley Fox watched the colonist fall, then holstered his gun. Wat was the world
comng to? First the ridicul ous secrecy about the ranrobot. Then, two hundred prisoners swept up
in one night, and the whole Hospital going crazy trying to cope. And now A colonist wandering the
Hospital corridors, actually asking for the vivarium

Well, he'd get it. Halley Fox lifted the man and sl ung hi mover his shoul der, grunting
with the effort. Only his face was soft. Report it and forget it. He shifted his burden and
staggered toward the stairs.

CHAPTER 6

THE VI VARI UM

AT DAWN t he graded peak of Munt Lookitthat swam beneath a sea of fog. For those few who
were al ready abroad, the sky nmerely turned fromblack to gray. This was not the poison m st bel ow
the void edge but a continuous cloud of water vapor, thick enough to let a blind man win a
shooting match. Crew and colonists, one and all, as they stepped outside their hones, their hones
vani shed behi nd them They wal ked and worked in a universe ten yards in dianeter

At seven o' clock Inplenentation police noved into the trapped forest, a squad at each end.
Yel low fog lights swept the tongue of forest fromthe nearest sections of wall. The light barely
reached the trees. Since the men who had been on watch that night had gone hone, the searchers had
no i dea what ani mal they were searching for. Some thought it mnust be col onists.

At nine they met in the mddle, shrugged it each other and I eft. Nothing human or ani ma
lived in the trapped woods, nothing bigger than a big insect. Four aircars neverthel ess rose into
the fog and sprayed the wood fromend to end.

At nine-thirty...

Jesus Pietro cut the grapefruit in half and held one half upside down. The grapefruit neat
dropped in sections into his bow. He asked, "Did they ever find that rabbit?"

Maj or Jansen stopped with his first sip of coffee halfway to his lips. "No, sir, but they
did find a prisoner."

"I'n the woods?"

"No, sir. He was pounding on the gate with a rock. The gate man took himinside the
Hospital, but fromthere it becones a little unclear -- "

"Jansen, it's already unclear. Wiat was this man doi ng poundi ng on the gate?" A horrible
t hought struck him "Was he a crew?"

"No, sir. He was Matthew Keller. Positive identification."

Grapefruit juice spilled on the breakfast rack. "Keller?"

"The sane.”
"Then who was in the car?"
"I doubt we'll ever know, sir. Shall | ask for volunteers to exam ne the body?"

Jesus Pietro | aughed I ong and | oud. Jansen was pure colonist, though he and his ancestors
had been in service so long that their accents and nanners were al nost pure crew. It would never
do for himto joke with his superiors in public. But in private he could be anusing -- and he had
the sense to know the difference..

"I'"ve been trying to think of a way to shake up I nplenentation,” said Jesus Pietro. "That
mght do it. Well. Keller cane up to the gate and began pounding on it with a rock?"

"Yes, sir. The gateman took himin charge after calling Watts. Watts waited hal f an hour
before he called the gatehouse again. The gatenan coul dn't remenber what happened after he and the
prisoner reached the Hospital. He was back on duty, and he couldn't explain that either. He should
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have reported to Watts, of course. Watts put himunder arrest.”

"Watts shoul dn't have waited half an hour. \Were was Keller all this tine?"

"A Corporal Fox found himoutside the door to the organ banks, shot him and carted him
off to the vivarium"

"Then he and the gatenan are both waiting for us. Good. |I'Il never sleep again until | get
this straightened out." Jesus Pietro finished his breakfast in a remarkable hurry.

Then it occurred to himthat the nystery was deeper than that. How had Keller reached
Al pha Pl ateau at all? The guards woul dn't have | et him past the bridge.

By car? But the only car involved..

Hobart was scared. He was as frightened as any suspect Jesus Pietro had seen, and he took
no interest in hiding it.

"I don't know | took himthrough the door, the big door. Made hi mwal k ahead so he
couldn't junp me -- "

"And did he?"
"l can't renenber anything like that."
"“A bunp on the head night have given you ammesia. Sit still." Jesus Pietro wal ked around

the chair to examine Hobart's scalp. His inpersonal gentleness was frightening in itself. "No
bunps, no bruises. Does your head hurt?"

"l feel fine."

"Now, you wal ked in the door. Were you tal king to hin®"

The man bobbed his graying head. "Un huh. | wanted know what he was doi ng banging on the
gate. He wouldn't say."

"And then?"

"Al'l of a sudden | -- " Hobart stopped, swall owed convul sively.

Jesus Pietro put an edge in his voice. "Go on."

Hobart started to cry.

"Stop that. You started to say sonething. Wat was

"Al'l of a sudden | -- gulp -- renenbered | was s'posed t'be at the gate -- "
"But what about Keller?"
"Who?"

"What about your prisoner?”

"l can't renmenber!”

"Ch, get out of here." Jesus Pietro thunbed a button
"Take him back to the vivarium Get nme Keller."

Up a flight of stairs, take a right then a left...

VI VARI UM Behind the big door were rows of contour couches, skinpily padded. Al but two
couches had occupants. There were ninety-eight prisoners here, of all ages fromfifteen to fifty-
eight, and all were asleep. Each was wearing a headset. They slept quietly, nore quietly than the
usual sl eeper, breathing shallowy, their peaceful expressions untroubled by bad dreans. It was a
strangely restful place. They slept in rows of ten, some snoring gently, the rest silent.

Even the guard | ooked sleepy. He sat in a nore conventional chair to one side of the door
with his double chin drooping on his chest, his arns folded in his lap

More than four centuries ago, at sone tinme near the m ddle of the nineteen hundreds, a
group of Russian scientists came up with a gadget that might have nmade sl eep obsolete. In sone
places it did. By the twenty-fourth century it was a rare corner of the known universe that did
not know of the sl eepnaker

Take three el ectrodes, light electrodes. Now pick a guinea pig, human, and get himto lie
down with his eyes closed. Put two el ectrodes on his eyelids, and tape the third to the nape of
his neck. Run a gentle, rhythmc electric current fromeyelids to nape, through the brain. Your
guinea pig will drop off imrediately. Turn the current off in a couple of hours, and he will have
had t he equi val ent of eight hours' sleep

You'd rather not turn off the current? Fine. It won't hurt him He'll just go on sleeping.
He'll sleep through a hurricane. You'll have to wake himoccasionally to eat, drink, evacuate,
exercise. If you don't plan to keep himlong, you can skip the exercise.

Suspects weren't kept long in the vivarium

Heavy footsteps sounded outside the door. The vivarium guard jerked alert. Wen the door
opened, he was at attention

"Sit down there," said one of Hobart's escorts. Hobart sat. Tears had streaked his sunken
cheeks. He donned his own headset, dropped his head back, and was asl eep. Peace spread across his
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face. The bigger guard asked, "Wich one is Keller?"

The vivariumguard consulted a chart. "N nety-eight."

"Ckay." Instead of taking off Keller's headset, the man noved to a panel of one hundred
buttons. He pushed nunber ninety-eight. As Keller began to stir, they both noved in to attach
handcuffs. Then they lifted the headset.

Matt Keller's eyes opened.

Hi s new escorts lifted himto his feet with a practiced nmotion. "On our way," one said
cheerfully. Bew |l dered, Matt followed the pull on his arms. In a noment they were in the hall.
Matt snatched one | ook behind himbefore the door closed.

"Wait a mnute," he protested, predictably jerking back agai nst the handcuffs.

“Man wants to ask you a few questions. Look, |I'd rather carry you than do this. You want
to wal k?"

The threat usually quieted themdown -- as it did now Matt stopped pulling. He'd expected
to wake up dead; these nonents of consciousness were a free bonus. Someone nust have gotten
curious.

"Who wants to see ne?"

"A gentl eman naned Castro," the bigger guard tossed off. The dial ogue was following its
usual pattern. If Keller was an average suspect, the Head's dread nane woul d paral yze his brain
If he kept his wits, he'd still choose to use this tinme in preparation for his interview rather
than risk a sonic now Both guards had been doing this for so long that they'd cone to see
prisoners as facel ess, interchangeable.

Castro. The name echoed between Matt's ears.

What did you think you were doing, Keller? You canme in here |like you had an engraved
i nvitation. Thought you had a secret weapon, did you, Keller? What did you think you were doing,
Kell er? WHAT DID YOU THI NK YQU - -

One instant the suspect was wal king between them lost in his own fears. The next, he had
jerked back like a fish hooked on two lines. The guards instantly pulled apart to string him
between them then regarded himin sheer disgust. One said, "Stupid!"™ The other pulled out his
gun.

They stood there, one with a sonic |oose in his hand, |ooking about themin apparent
bewi | dernent. Matt jerked again, and the smaller guard | ooked in shocked surprise at his own
wist. He funbled in his belt, got out a key, and unl ocked the handcuff.

Matt threw all his weight on the other steel chain. The bigger guard yelled in anger and
pul | ed back. Matt flew into him inadvertently butting himin the stonmach. The guard hit him
across the jaw with a backhand swing of his arm Monentarily unable to nove, Matt watched the
guard take a key from his pocket and unl ock the renaining handcuff fromhis owmn wist. The guard's
eyes were strange.

Matt backed away with two sets of handcuffs dangling fromhis arns. The guards | ooked
after him not at himbut in his general direction. Sonething was very wong with their eyes.
Fruitlessly, Matt tried to renmenber where he'd seen that | ook before. The gatenman | ast night?

The guards turned and sauntered away.

Matt shook his head, nore baffled than relieved, and turned back the way he had cone.
There was the vivariumdoor. He'd had only one backward glinpse, but he was sure he'd seen Harry
Kane in there.

The door was | ocked.

M st Denons, here we go again. Matt raised his hand, changed his m nd, changed it again
and sl apped the palmthree tines against the door. It opened at once. A round, expressionless face
| ooked through and suddenly acquired an expression. The door started to close. Matt pulled it open
and went in.

The round guard with the round face genuinely didn't know what to do. At |east he hadn't
forgotten that Matt was here. Matt was grateful. He swung joyfully at the guard' s doubl e chin.
When the guard didn't fold, Matt hit himagain. The man finally reached for his gun, and Matt took
a firmgrip on the appropriate wist, holding the gun in its holster, and swung once nore. The
guard slid to the floor.

Matt took the guard's sonic and put it in his pants pocket. H's hand hurt. He rubbed it
agai nst his cheek, which also hurt, and ran his eyes down the row of sleepers. There was Laney!
Laney, her face pale, with one thin scratch fromtenple to chin, her auburn hair concealing the
t hree- pronged headset, her deep breasts hardly noving as she slept. And there was Hood, | ooking
like a sleeping child. Sonething began to unwi nd inside Matt Keller, a warnth uncoiling to spread
through his linbs. For hours he had been all alone with death. There was the tall man who'd
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spel l ed himfor bartender that night. Night before last! There was Harry Kane, a cube of a man
strong even in sleep.

Polly wasn't there.

He | ooked again, carefully, and she still wasn't there.

Where was she? Instantly the aquariumtanks of the organ bank flashed into his nmind s eye.
One tank had hel d skins, whole human skins with barely room between them for the clear conducting
nutrient fluid. The scal ps had some hair, short and long, blond and bl ack and red, hair that waved
in acold fluid breeze. Rejection classes C, 2, nr[?], 34. He couldn't renmenber seeing the space-
bl ackness of Polly's hair. It mght or m ght not have been waving in the aquariumtank. He hadn't
been looking for it.

Convul sively he nmade hinmsel f | ook about him That bank of buttons? He pushed one. It
popped out at the touch of a finger. Nothing el se happened.

Oh, well, what the hell...He started pushing themall, letting his forefinger run down a
row of ten, down the next row, and the next. He had rel eased sixty when he heard notion.

The sl eepers were waki ng.

He rel eased the rest of the buttons. The nurnur of awakeni ng grew | ouder: yawni ng,
confused voices, clatterings, gasps of dismayed shock when prisoners suddenly realized where they
were. A clear voice calling, "Matt? Matt!"

"Here, Laney!"

She wove her way toward hi mthrough people clinbing groggily out of their contour couches.
Then she was in his arms, and they clung to each other as if a tornado were trying to pluck them
apart and whirl them away. Matt felt suddenly weak, as if he could afford weakness now. "So you
didn't nake it," he said.

"“Matt, where are we? | tried to get to the void edge --

Sonebody bell owed, "W are in the Hospital vivarium" The voice cut |ike an ax through the
ri sing pandenmoni um Harry Kane, Leader, assumed his proper role.

"That's right," Matt said gently.

Her eyes were two inches fromhis, dead level. "Oh. Then you didn't nmake it either."”

"Yes | did. | had to get here on ny own."

"What -- how?"

"Good question. | don't know exactly --

Laney began to chuckl e.

Shouting fromthe back of the room Sonebody had noticed an | nplenentation uniformon one
of the newly awakened. A scream of pure terror changed to a yell of agony and died abruptly. Matt
saw j erki ng heads, heard sounds he tried to ignore. Laney wasn't | aughing anynore. The di sturbance
subsi ded.

Harry Kane had nounted a chair, He cupped his hands and bell owed, "Shut up, all of you!
Everyone who knows the map of the Hospital, get over here! Gather round ne!" There was a shifting
in the mass. Laney and Matt still clung to each other, but not desperately now Their heads turned
to watch Harry, acknow edgi ng his | eadership. "Take a | ook, the rest of you!" Harry shout ed.
"These are the people who can | ead you out of here. In a mnute we're going to have to nake our
break. Keep your eyes on..." He nanmed ei ght nanes. Hood's was one. "Sonme of us are going to get
shot. As long as one of these eight is still noving, follow him O her. If all eight are down,
and | amtoo" -- he paused for enphasis -- "scatter! Mke as rmuch trouble as you can! Sonetines
the only sensible thing to do is panic!

"Now, who got us out of this? Who woke us up? Anyone?"

"Me," said Matt.

A last buzz of noise died. Suddenly everyone was |ooking at him Harry said, "How?"

“I"'mnot sure how !l got in here. 1'd like to talk to Hood about it."

"Ckay, stick with Jay. Keller, isn't it? We're grateful, Keller. Wat do those buttons do?
| saw you fooling with them™

"They turn off whatever it is that nakes you go to sleep.”

"I's anyone still in his couch? If so, get out of it now Now, sonebody push those buttons
back in so it'll look Iike there was a power failure. Was that it, Keller? Did you just
accidentally wake up?"

n '\b. n

Harry Kane | ooked puzzled, but when Matt didn't el aborate, he shrugged. "Witson, Chek
start pushing those buttons in. Jay, nake sure you stick with Keller. The rest of you, are you
ready to nove?"

There was a shout of assent. As it died, a |one voice asked, "Were to?"

"CGood point. If you get free, nmake for the coral houses around the south void and Al pha-
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Beta cliffs. Anything el se?"

Nobody spoke, including Matt. Way ask questions to which nobody knew t he answers? Matt was
unutterably relieved to |l et sonmeone el se nake the decisions for a while. They mi ght be just as
wrong, but ninety-eight rebels could be a mighty force, even noving in the wong direction. And
Harry Kane was a born | eader

Laney nmoved out of his arnms -- but kept a grip on one hand. Matt becanme conscious of the
handcuffs dangling fromhis wists. They might hanper him Jay Hood noved up beside him | ooking
runpl ed. He shook hands, grinning, but the grin didn't match the fear in his eyes, and he seened
reluctant to let go. Was there one person in this roomwho wasn't terrified? If there was, it
wasn't Matt. He pulled the sonic |oose fromhis pants pocket.

"Al'l out," said Harry Kane, and butted the door open with a w de shoul der. They streaned
into the hall.

“I'I'l take only a nminute of your time, Watts." Jesus Pietro relaxed indolently in his
chair. He loved mysteries and proposed to enjoy this one. "I want you to describe in detail what
happened | ast night, starting with the call from Hobart."

"But there aren't any details, sir.” Master Sergeant Watts was tired of repeating hinself.

Hi s voice was turning querulous. "Five ninutes after your call, Hobart called and said he had a
prisoner. | told himto bring himto ny office. He never came. Finally | called the gate. He was
there, all right, without his prisoner, and he couldn't explain what had happened. | had to put

hi m under arrest."

"Hi s behavior has been puzzling in other ways. That is why | ask, why didn't you call the
gate earlier?”

"Sir?"

"“Your behavior is as puzzling as Hobart's, Watts. Wiy did you assune it woul d take Hobart
hal f an hour to reach your office?"

"Ch." Watts fidgeted. "Well, Hobart said this bird came right up to the gate and started
banging on it with a rock. Wen Hobart didn't show right away, | thought he nust have stopped off
to question the prisoner, find out why he did it. After all,” he explained hastily, "if he brought
the bird straight to me, he'd likely never find out what he was doi ng banging on the gate."

“"Very logical. Did it occur to you at any point that the 'bird" night have overpowered
Hobart ?"

"But Hobart had a sonic!"

"Watts, have you ever been on a raid?"

"No, sir. How could |?"

"A man canme back fromthe raid of night-before-last with the bones of his nose spread all
over his face. He, too, had a sonic."

"Yessir, but that was a raid, sir.

Jesus Pietro sighed. "Thank you, Master Sergeant. WI| you step outside, please? Your bird
shoul d be arriving any mnute."

Watts left, his relief show ng.

He'd nmade a good point, thought Jesus Pietro, though not the one he'd intended. Probably
all the Hospital guards had the sane idea: that a gun was ipso facto invincible. Wy not? The
Hospi tal guards had never been on a raid in the colonist regions. Few had ever seen a col oni st who
wasn't unconsci ous. COccasionally Jesus Pietro staged nock raids with guards playing the part of
colonists. They didn't mnd, particularly; nercy-weapons were not unpleasant. But the men with the
guns al ways won. All the guards' experience told themthat the gun was king, that a nman who had a
gun need fear nothing but a gun

What to do? Interchange guards and raiders |ong enough to give the guards sone experience?
No, the elite raiders would never stand for that.

Wiy was he worrying about | npl enentation?

Had the Hospital ever been attacked? Never, on Al pha Pl ateau. A colonist force had no way
to get there.

But Kell er had.

He used the phone. "Jansen, find out who was on guard at the Al pha-Beta Bridge |ast night.
Wake them up and send them here."

"It will be at least fifteen minutes, sir.

"Fine."
How had Kell er gotten past then? There had been one aircar on Gamma Pl ateau, but it had
been destroyed. Wth the pilot still in it? Had Keller had a chauffeur? O would a col oni st know
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how to use the autopilot?

VWere the M st Denons was Keller!

Jesus Pietro began to pace the room He had no cause for worry, yet he worried. Instinct?
He didn't believe he had instincts. The phone spoke in his secretary's voice. "Sir, did you order
two guards?”

"Bridge guards?"

"No, sir. Intra-hospital guards."

"No. "

"Thank you." dick
Sonet hi ng had set off the grounds alarns | ast night. Not a rabbit. Keller mght have tried

the wall first. If the grounds guards had |l et a prisoner escape, then faked a report -- he'd have
their hides!

"Sir, these guards insist you sent for them"

"Well, | damm well didn't. Tell them-- just a mnute. Send themin."

They cane, two burly nmen whose subm ssive countenances unsuccessfully hid their ire at
bei ng made to wait.

"When did I send for you?" asked Jesus Pietro.

The big one said, "Twenty m nutes ago,"” daring Jesus Pietro to call hima liar

"Were you supposed to pick up a prisoner first?"

"No, sir. W took Hobart to the vivarium put himto beddybye and cane strai ght back."

"You don't remenber being --

The smal l er guard went white. "D Dave! W were supposed to p-pick up soneone. Keeler
Sonet hing Keller."

Jesus Pietro regarded themfor a full twenty seconds. His face was curiously inmobile.
Then he opened the intercom "Mjor Jansen. Sound 'Prisoners Loose.'"

"Wait a minute," said Matt.

The tail end of the colonist swarmwas | eaving them behi nd. Hood brought hinself up short.
"What are you doi ng?"

Matt dodged back into the vivarium One man lay on his face with his headset on. Probably
he'd t hought he was safe once he was out of the couch. Matt snatched the headset off and sl apped
himtw ce, hard; and when his eyelids fluttered, Matt pulled himto his feet and pushed himat the
door.

Wat son and Chek finished pushing buttons and | eft, running, shoving around Hood.

"Conme on!" Hood yelled fromthe doorway. Panic was in his voice. But Matt stood rooted by
the thing on the floor

The guard. They'd torn himto pieces!

Matt was back in the organ banks, frozen rigid by horror.

"Keller!"

Matt stooped, picked up sonething soft and wet. Hi s expression was very strange. He
stepped to the door, hesitated a nonent, then drew two sweeping arcs and three snmall closed curves
on its gleam ng netal surface. He hurled the warm thing backhand, turned, and ran. The two nmen and
Laney charged down the hall, trying to catch the swarm

The swarm poured down the stairs like a waterfall: a cl ose-packed mass, running and
stunbl i ng agai nst each ot her and brushi ng agai nst walls and bani sters and general |y naking a hel
of a lot of noise. Harry Kane led. A cold certainty was in his heart, the know edge that he would
be first to fall when they net the first arned guard. But by then the swarm shoul d have
unst oppabl e nmonent um

The first arned guard was several yards beyond the first corner. He turned and stared as
if his eyes beheld a mracle. He hadn't noved when the nob reached him Someone actually had the
sense to take his gun. Atall blond man got it and imediately forced his way to the front, waving
it and yelling for room The swarm fl owed around and over the linp | nplementation policenan

This hallway was long, lined with doors on both sides. Every door seened to be sw nging
open at once. The man with the gun closed his fist on the trigger and waved it slowy up and down
the hall. Heads peered out the doors, paused, and were followed by falling bodies. The col oni st

swarm sl owed to pick their way around the crewi sh and hal f-crewi sh fallen. Nonetheless, the fallen
were all badly or nortally injured when the swarm passed. |nplenentati on used nercy-weapons
because they needed their prisoners intact. The swarm had no such nmotive for nercy.
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The swarm was stretching now, dividing the fast fromthe slow, as Kane reached the end of
the hall. He rounded the turn in a clunp of six.

Two police were parked indolently against opposite walls, steam ng cups in their hands,
their heads turned to see where the noise was coning from For a magi ¢ nonent they stayed that
way...and then their cups flew wide, trailing spiral nebulae of brown fluid, and their guns cane
up like flowing light. Harry Kane fell with a buzzing in his ears. But his last glinpse of the
corridor showed himthat the police were falling too.

He lay like a broken doll, with his head swi nming and his eyes blurring and his body, as
nunb as a frozen plucked chi cken. Feet pounded past and over him Through the bl anketi ng nunbness
he dinmy sensed hinsel f being kicked.

Abruptly four hands gripped his wists and ankles, and he was off again, swaying and
jouncing between his rescuers. Harry Kane was pl eased. Hi s opinion of nmobs was | ow. This nob was
behavi ng better than he had expected. Through the buzzing in his ears he heard a siren

At the bottomof the stairs they reached the tail of the swarm-- Laney in the |ead, Matt
and Jay Hood follow ng. Matt panted, "Stay! CGot...gun."

Laney saw the point and slowed. Matt could guard the rear. If they tried to reach the
front of the swarm they'd be stuck in the mddle, and the sonic would be usel ess.

But nobody cane at themfromthe rear. There were noi ses ahead, and they passed spraw ed
bodi es: one policeman, then a string of nmen and wonmen in | ab snocks. Matt found his stonach trying
to turn inside out. The rebels' viciousness was appalling. So was Hood's grin: a tight killer's
grin, making a lie of his scholar's face.

Ahead, nore commotion. Two nmen stopped to |ift a heavy sprawl ed figure and conti nued
runni ng. Harry Kane was out of the action. "Hope sonebody's |eading them" Hood shouted.

A siren blared in the corridors. It was | oud enough to wake the M st Denons, to send them
screanming into the sky for a little peace. It jarred the concrete; it shook the very bones of a
man. There was a rattling clang, barely heard above the siren. An iron door had dropped into the
swarm cutting it in two. One man was enphatically dead beneath it. The tail of the swarm
i ncl udi ng perhaps a dozen nmen and wonen, washed agai nst the steel door and rebounded.

Trapped. The other end of the corridor was al so bl ocked. But doors |ined both sides. One
man took off, running down the hallway toward the far end, swiveling his head back and forth to
| ook briefly through the open doors, ignoring the closed ones. "Here!" he shouted, waving an arm
Wirdl essly the others foll owed.

It was a lounge, a relaxation room furnished with four wi de couches, scattered chairs,
two card tables, and a huge coffee dispenser. And a picture window. As Matt reached the door, the
wi ndow al ready gaped w de, show ng sharp glass teeth. The nan who'd found the roomwas using a
chair to clean the glass away.

An al nost soundl ess humand Matt felt the nunbness of a sonic beaner. Fromthe doorway! He
sl acmmed the door and it stopped.

Aut omat i cs?

"Benny!" Laney shouted, picking up one end of a couch. The nan at the w ndow dropped his
chair and ran to take the other end. He'd been one of Laney's escorts the night of the party.
Toget her they dropped the couch across the wi ndowsill, over the broken glass. Col onists began to
climb over it.

Hood had found a closet and opened it. It was |ike opening Pandora' s box. Matt saw hal f-a-
dozen nmen in white snocks swarm over Hood. In seconds they would have torn himto ribbons. Matt
used his sonic. They all went down in a |lunp, including Hood. Matt pulled himout, draped hi mover
a shoul der, and followed the others over the couch. Hood was heavier than he | ooked.

Matt had to drop himon the grass and follow hi mdown. Far across the | awn was the
Hospital wall, |eaning outward, the top laced with wires that |eaned inward. Very thin wire, just
barely visible through the thin fog. Matt picked Hood up, glanced around, saw the others running
al ongside the building with the tall nman naned Benny in the | ead. He staggered after them

They reached a corner -- the Hospital seened to have a nillion corners -- stopped sharply,
and backed up, nmilling. Guards com ng? Matt put Hood down, hefted his sonic --

A gun and hand energed questing fromthe broken picture window Mt fired and the nan
sl unped. But he knew there must be others in there. Matt ducked beneath the wi ndow, rose suddenly,
and fired in. Hal f-a-dozen police fired back. [?]Matt's right side and arm went nunb; he dropped
the gun, then hinself dropped below the sill.{END] In a nonent they'd be peering over. The man
naned Benny was running toward him Matt threw the first policeman's sonic to himand picked up
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his own with his |left hand.

The nen inside hadn't expected Benny. They were trying to fire over the sill at Matt, and
to do that they had to lean out. In half a mnute it was over

Benny said, "There's a carport just beyond that corner. Guarded."

"Do they know we're here?"

"I don't think so. The M st Denpbns have given us a mist." Benny smled at his own pun

"Good. W can use these guns. You'll have to carry Jay; ny arms out."

"Jay's the only one who can fly."

"I can," said Matt.

"Maj or Jansen. Sound 'Prisoners Loose.

The sound of the siren canme instantly, even before Jesus Pietro could change his mnd. For
a nonent he was sure, preternaturally sure, that he'd nade a fool of hinself. This could cost him
much face...

But no. Keller rmust be freeing the prisoners. Keller wasn't here; therefore Keller was
free. Hs first nove would be to free the other Sons of Earth. If the vivariumguard had stopped
him he would then have called here; he hadn't called; hence Keller had succeeded.

But if Keller were harnmlessly asleep in the vivariun? Nonsense. Wiy had the guards
forgotten about hin? They were behaving too nmuch |ike Hobart had behaved | ast night. A nmiracle had
been worked, a miracle of the kind Jesus Pietro was beginning to associate with Keller. There nust
be sone purpose to it.

It nust have been used to free Keller

And the halls nust be full of angry rebels.

That was very bad. |nplenmentation had notives for using nercy-weapons. Rebels had none --

nei ther nercy weapons nor nercy-notives. They'd kill whoever got in their way.
The steel doors would be in place now, vibrating in sleep-producing frequencies. By now
the danger would be over -- alnost certainly. Unless the rebels had first gotten out of the halls.

But what danage had they done al ready?

"Cone with ne," Jesus Pietro told the two guards. He narched toward the door. "Keep your
guns drawn," he added over his shoul der

The guards snapped out of their stupor and ran to catch up. They had not the faintest idea
what was goi ng on, but Jesus Pietro was sure they'd recognize a colonist in tine to down him
They' d be adequate protection.

One dozen col oni sts, two stunned. Seven captured guns.

Matt stayed hidden behind the corner, reluctantly obeying Benny's orders. Wth himwere
the two wonmen: Laney and a deep-voiced m ddl e-aged tigress naned Lydi a Hancock, and the two
fallen: Jay Hood and Harry Kane.

Matt woul d have fought the carport guards, but he couldn't fight the |ogic. Because he was
the only one who could fly a car, he had to stay behind while the others charged out onto the
field with their sonics going.

The carport was a big, flat expanse of |lawn, a variant of nutant grass, which could take
an infinite amount of tranpling. Lines of near white crossed the green, outlining | anding targets.
The white too was grass. Cars rested near the centers of two of the targets. Men noved about the
cars, servicing themand renmoving netal canisters fromthe underbellies. The mi st hung four feet
above the grass under diffuse sunlight, curling about the rebels as they ran.

They were halfway to the cars when soneone on the Hospital wall swung a spotlight-sized
sonic toward them The rebels dropped i mediately, |ike hay before a scythe. So did the nechanics
around the cars. Unconscious nen |lay scattered across the carport field with the m st curling
around t hem

Matt pulled his head back as the big sonic swng toward the corner. Even so, he felt the
nunbness, faint and far-off, matching the deadwood feeling in his right arm "Shall we wait till
they turn it off, then run for it?"

“I think they've got us," said Laney.

"Stop that!" Ms. Hancock rapped savagely. Matt had first nmet her fifteen mnutes ago and
had never seen her w thout her present enraged expression. She was a fierce one, bulky and honely,
a natural for any cause. "They haven't got us until they take us!"

"Sonet hi ng keeps people fromseeing nme sonetines,” said Matt. "If you want to risk it, and
if you all stay close to nme, it may protect us all."

[?]"Crack' inner strain."[END] Hood's voice was slurred, barely conprehensible. Only his
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eyes nmoved to watch Matt. Harry, too, was awake, alert, and i mobile.
"It's true, Hood. | don't know why, but it's true. | think it rmust be a psi power."
"W eebody who believes in psi things he's psygic.”
"The sonic's off us," said Laney.
"My armis dead. Laney, you and Ms. --
"Call me Lydia."
"You and Lydia put Hood over ny left shoulder, the pick up Harry. Stay right by me. We'll
be wal ki ng, remenber. Don't try to hide. If we get shot, I'Il apol ogi ze when | get the chance."
"' Pol ogi se now. "
"Ckay, Hood. |I'msorry | got us all killed."
"' Sawrigh'."
"Let's go."

CHAPTER 7

THE BLEEDI NG HEART

WHEN THEY see this...Jesus Pietro shuddered. He watched his own guards shrink back
unwilling to enter, unable to | ook away. They'll think a little less of their guns when they see
t hi s!

The vivariumguard had certainly had a gun. Probably he hadn't thought to draw it in tinme.

He'd get no second chance.

He was |ike something spilled froman organ-bank conveyor tank

Hobart, dead near the back of the vivarium was no prettier. Jesus Pietro felt a stab of
guilt. He hadn't meant Hobart for such a fate.

Aside fromthe bodies, the vivariumwas enpty. Naturally.

Jesus Pietro | ooked once nore around himand his eyes found the door and the dark scraw
on its bright steel surface

It was a synmbol of sonme kind; he was sure of that. But of what? The synbol of the Sons of
Earth was a circle containing a streamined outline of the American supercontinent. This was
nothing like it, nor was it |ike anything he knew of. But it had unm stakably been drawn in human
bl ood.

Two wide arcs, bilaterally symetrical. Three small closed curves underneath, like circles
with tails. Tadpol es? Sone mi croorgani sn?

Jesus Pietro rubbed the heels of his hands into his eyes. Later he'd ask the prisoners.
Best forget it for now.

"Assune they took the fastest route to the main entrance,” he said aloud. If the guards
were surprised to hear himthus lecture hinself, they reacted as Major Jansen had | ong since
| earned to react. They said nothing. "Cone," said Jesus Pietro.

Left, right, down the stairs...a dead policenan sprawled in the hall, his |Inplenentation
uniformas torn and ruined as hinself. Jesus Pietro passed himw thout breaking his juggernaut
stride. He reached steel energency doors and used his ultrasonic whistle. As the doors went up
hi s guards tensed.

Two pitiful rows of mained and dead, and another steel door at the other end. The dead
were like an explosion in the organ banks. That was definitely the way to think of them It would
not do to consider that these had[?] been human bei ngs under Jesus Pietro's protection. Mst had
not even been police, but civilians: doctors and el ectrici ans.

What a val uable |l esson the Hospital guards would learn fromthis! Jesus Pietro felt sick
It showed only in his unusual pallor; but that he could not control. He marched down the corridor
with his expression held renotely al oof. The steel doors went up as he approached.

Col oni sts were piled against the steel doors at both ends, as if trying to escape the trap
even whil e unconscious. One of the policenen spoke into a handphone, asking for stretchers.

Jesus Pietro stood over the piled rebels. "I never really hated them before," he said.

"K'llr, use gyrsco'."
"What ?" Matt couldn't spare the attention. He was trying to fly with one hand, the wong
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hand; his car bucked and weaved like a frightened stallion

"Gy-rro-skko'!" Hood enunciated painfully.

"I see it. What do | do with it?"

“"Turr' on. " Matt flipped the Gyroscope switch to On. Sonething hunmed bel ow him The car
trenbled, then righted itself, going straight up

" Shl atsh. "

Matt used the knob. The car began to accel erate.

"Hel' me see ow , Laney." Hood was propped upright beside the left front wi ndow, with
Harry Kane in the mddle and Matt on the right. Laney reached fromthe back seat to hold Hood' s
head out the wi ndow.

“Turr' ril."

" How?"

"Sht ee-ring nog."

"Knob? Li ke this thing?"

"Ye-ss Fiot."

"For the record,"” Matt said icily, "I flewa car all the way from Harry's basenent to
Al pha Plateau. It was the first tinme I'd ever been in a car. Naturally | don't know what all these
gadgets do."

"Thass ri'. Now go strray' till I tell you."

Matt rel eased the knob. The car flew on by itself. "W aren't going toward the cora
houses, " he said.

"No." Harry Kane spoke slowy but understandably. "The coral houses are the first place
I mpl enentation will look. | couldn't drag a hundred nen where we're going."

"Where's that?"

"“A |l arge unoccupi ed mansi on owned by Ceoffrey Eustace Parlette and his famly."

"And where will Geoffrey Eustace Parlette be all this tine?"

"He and his famly are swiming and ganbling in a small public resort on lota. |I've got
contacts on Al pha Plateau, Keller."

"Parlette. Any -- "

"Hi s grandson. MIllard Parlette was staying with them but he's nmaking a speech. He shoul d

be starting about now. The sending station on Nob Hill is far enough away, and his hosts here are
gone, so he'll probably be staying with a relative."
"It still sounds dangerous."

"You should talk."
The | eft-handed conplinment hit Matt like six dry martinis. He'd done it! He'd wal ked into

the Hospital, freed prisoners, raised merry hell, left his mark, and wal ked out free and
unt ouched! "W can hide the car till the furor dies down," he said. "Then, back to Gamma -- "

"And leave ny nen in the vivariun? | can't do that. And there's Polly Tournquist."

Polly. The girl who'd -- Yes. "lI'mnot a rebel, Harry. The grand rescue's over. Frankly, |
only cane here to get Laney if | could. | can drop this crusade any tine."

"You think Castro will just let you go, Keller? He nust know you were one of the
prisoners. He'll hunt you down wherever you hide. Besides, | can't let you have the car. |'l|l need

it for ny grand rescue."

Matt grinmaced. It was his car, wasn't it? He'd stolen it hinmself. But they could fight
that out later. "Way did you nention Polly?"

"She saw t he ranrobot come down. Castro probably found the filnms on her. He may be
questioning her to find out who el se knows."

"Knows what ?"

“I don't know either. Polly's the only one. But it nust be pretty dam inportant. Polly
t hought so, and apparently so did Castro. You didn't know there was a ranrobot coning, did you?"

"No. "

"They kept it secret. They've never done that before."

Laney said, "Polly acted |ike she'd found sonething vastly inportant. She insisted on
telling us all at once, night before last. But Castro didn't give her the chance. Now I'm
wondering whether it wasn't the ranrobot that brought on the raid."

"She could be in the organ banks" said Matt.

"Not yet," said Harry. "Not if Castro found the filns. She wouldn't have tal ked yet. He'l
be using the coffin cure, and that takes tine."

"Coffin cure?"

“I't's not inportant."”

| mportant or not, Matt didn't |like the, sound of it. "How are you planning to nount your
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rescue?"

"I don't know yet."

"Angle lef'," said Hood.

Houses and greenery rolled beneath them Flying a car was infinitely easier with the
gyroscopes going. Matt could see no cars around, police or otherw se. Had sonethi ng grounded thenf

"So," said Laney. "You cane all the way to the Hospital to get ne."

“In a stolen car," said Matt. "Wth a small detour into the void mst."

Laney's wide nouth forned half a snmile and half a grin, half joy and hal f amusenent.
"Naturally I'mflattered."

"Naturally."

M's. Hancock spoke fromthe back seat. "I'd |ike to know why they didn't beam us down,
back there at the carport."”

"And you knew they wouldn't," said Laney. "How did you know, Matt?"

"Second the notion," said Harry Kane.

"I don't know," said Matt.

"But you knew it mght work."

"Yah."

"\ 2"

"Ckay. Hood, you listening?"

"Ye-ss.

"It's along story. I'Il start with the norning after the party -- "

"Start with the party,"” said Laney.

"Everyt hi ng?"

"Everything." Laney gave the word undue enphasis. "I think it mght be inportant, Matt."
Matt shrugged an unconfortable surrender. "It might at that. Ckay. | net Hood in a bar for the
first time in eight years..."

Jesus Pietro and Maj or Jansen stood well out of the way as a stream of stretchers noved
into the vivariumto deposit their charges in contour couches. In another part of the Hospita
other stretchers carried dead and wounded into the operating roonms, sone to be restored to life
and health and useful ness, others to be pirated for undamaged parts.

"What is it?" Jesus Pietro asked.

"I don't know," said Major Jansen. He stepped back fromthe door to get a better look. "It
seens alnost familiar."

"That's no help."

"l assune a colonist drewit?"

"You might as well. Nobody else was left alive." Mjor Jansen drew even farther back
stood bouncing lightly on his toes, hands on hips. Finally he said, "It's a valentine, sir."

"A valentine." Jesus Pietro glared intense irritation at his aide. He | ooked back at the
door. "I'll be dammed. It is a valentine."

"Wth teardrops."

"A valentine with teardrops. Woever drew that wasn't sane. Val entine, valentine...Wy
woul d the Sons of Earth |eave us a valentine drawn in human bl ood?"

"Blood. A bleeding -- Ch, | see. That's what it is, sir. It's a bleeding heart. They're
telling us they're against the practice of executing felons for the organ banks."

"A reasonable attitude for themto take." Jesus Pietro | ooked once nore into the vivarium
The bodi es of Hobart and the vivariumguard had been renoved, but the stains of carnage remai ned.
He said, "They don't act like the usual sort of bleeding heart."

Thirty thousand pairs of eyes waited behind the tri-vee | enses. Four tri-vee caneras
circled him They were bl ank now, and untended, as caneranen noved casual |y about the room doing
things and saying things MIllard Parlette made no effort to understand. In fifteen minutes those
blank tri-vee | enses woul d be peepholes for sixty thousand eyes.

MIllard Parlette began |leafing through his notes. If here were any changes to be nade, the
time was Now.

| Lead-in.

A Stress genui ne energency.

B Mention ranrobot package.
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C "What follows is background.”

How real would an energency seemto these people? The | ast energency session MIlard
Parlette could recall was the Great Plague of 2290, nore than a century ago. Mst of his audience
woul d not have been born then.

Hence the lead-in, to grab their attention

Il The organ-bank problem

A Earth calls it a problem we do not. Therefore Earth knows consi derably nore about it.

B Any citizen, with the help of the organ banks, can live as long as it takes his centra
nervous systemto wear out. This can be a very long tine if his circulatory systemis kept
functi oni ng.

C But the citizen, cannot take nore out of the organ banks than goes into them He nust do
his utnmost to see that they are supplied.

D The only feasible method of supplying the organ banks is through execution of crimnals.
(Denonstrate this; show why other nethods are inadequate.)

E Acrimnal's pirated body can save a dozen lives. There is now no valid argunment agai nst
capital punishment for any given crinme; for all such argument seeks to prove that killing a nan
does soci ety no good.

Hence the citizen, who wants to live as long and as healthily as possible, will vote any
crime into a capital crime if the organ banks are short of naterial

1)
Cite Earth's capital punishnent for false advertising, incone tax evasion, air pollution
having children without a license.

The wonder was that it had taken so long to pass these | aws.

The organ-bank problem could have started in the year 1900, when Karl Landst ei ner
separated human blood into four types: A B, AB, and 0. O in 1914, when Al bert Hustin found that
sodiumcitrate would prevent blood fromclotting. O in 1940, when Landstei ner and Wener found
the Rh factor. Bl ood banks could so easily have been supplied by condemmed crimnals, but
apparently nobody had realized it.

And there was Hanmburger's work in the 1960's and 1970's, in a Parisian hospital where
ki dney transplants were nmade from donors who were not identical twins. There were the
antirejection seruns di scovered by Mostel and Granovich in the 2010's..

Nobody seened to have noticed the inplications -- until the mddle of the twenty-first
century.

There were organ banks all over the world, inadequately supplied by people kind enough to
will their bodies to medical science.

How useful is the body of a man who dies of old age? How fast can you reach a car
accident? And in 2043, Arkansas, which had never rescinded the death penalty, made the organ banks
the of ficial state nethod of execution

The idea had spread like wildfire...Like a noral plague, as one critic of the tinme had put
it. Mllard Parlette had researched it very thoroughly, then cut all of the historical matter out
of his speech, afraid it would | ose himhis audi ence. People, especially crew, did not Iike to be
| ectured.

F Thus the governnment which controls the organ banks is nore powerful than any dictator in
history. Many dictators have had the power of death, but organ banks give a governnent power of
I'ife and death.

1) Life. The organ banks can cure nearly anything, and the governnment can regul ate which
citizens shall benefit, on grounds that naterials are running short. Priorities becone vital
2) Death. No citizen will protest when the governnent condems a nman to die, not when his
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death gives the citizen his chance to live. Untrue and unfair. There were always altruists. But
let it stand.

1l The organ-bank problem-- col onies.

A All oplasty: the science of putting foreign materials in the human body for nedica
pur poses.

B Exanpl es:

1) Inplanted hearing aids
2) Heart pacemakers and artificial hearts
3) Plastic tubing for veins, arteries.

C Alloplasty in use on Earth for half a thousand years.
D No alloplasty for a colony world. Alloplasty needs a high technol ogy.

E Every colony world has organ-bank facilities. The stasis roomof a slowboat is designed
to freeze organs. The ships thensel ves thus becone the center of an organ bank

F Thus the organ-bank "problem' is unrelieved even by the alternative of alloplasty, on
any col ony world.

IV The organ-bank problemas it relates to the power politics of Munt Lookitthat.

A The Covenant of Planetfall

MIllard Parlette frowned. How would the average crew react to the truth about the Covenant
of Planetfall?

What they were taught in school was true, in the main. The Covenant of Planetfall, the
agreenment which gave the crew authority over the colonists, had existed since the Planck | anding.
The col onists had agreed to it, all of them

The rationale held, too. The crew had taken all the risks, done all the work of decades,
suffered and sl aved through years of training, to reach a target which m ght be habitable. The
col oni sts had slept peacefully through all those weary years in space. It was right that the crew
shoul d rul e.

But -- how nany crew knew that those first colonists had signed the Covenant at gunpoint?
That eight had died rather than sign away their freedon?

Was it MIlard Parlette's place to tell then?

Yes, it was. They had to understand the nature of power politics. He left the notation
unchanged.

B The Hospit al

1) Control of electric power

2) Control of news nedia

3) Control of justice: of the police, of trials, of executions

4) Control of medicine and the organ banks: the positive side of justice
C Organ repl acenent for col onists? Yes!

1) Colonists in good standing are obviously entitled to nedical care. Cbviously even to
t hensel ves.

2) Justice must have a positive side.

3) The organ-bank "problen inplies that the col onists who can hope for nedical treatnent
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wi Il support the governnent.
V The ranrobot capsul e.

(Show pictures. Gve "emthe full tour. Use #1 for visual inpact, but concentrate on
inplications of rotifer[?].)

There was sonething he could add to that! MIlard Parlette | ooked down at his right hand.
It was coming along nicely. Already the contrast with his untreated |eft hand was dramati c.
That'd make 'em sit up!

VI The danger of the ranrobot capsule.

A It does not nake the organ banks obsol ete. The capsule held only four itens. To repl ace
t he organ banks woul d require hundreds, or thousands, each a separate project.

B But any colonist report would blow it out of all proportion. Colonists would assune that
capi tal punishnment woul d stop now.

MIllard Parlette gl anced behind him-- and shuddered. You couldn't be rational about
Ranr obot Capsul e #143. The visual inpact was too great.

If his speech got dull at any point, he could get their attention back by sinply cutting
to a shot of the ranrobot packages.

C Capital punishnent cannot stop in any case.

1) Decrease the severity of punishnment, and crine increases drastically. (Cte exanples
fromEarth history. Unfortunate that Munt Lookitthat has none.)

2) What puni shment to substitute for capital punishment? No prisons on Muunt Lookitthat.
Warni ng notes and jottings on one's record hold power only through threat of the organ banks.

VIl Concl usi on.

Violently or peaceably, the rule of the crew ends when the colonists | earn of Ranrobot
Capsul e #143.

Three minutes to go. No question of changing the speech now.

The question was, and had al ways been, the speech itself. Should thirty thousand crew be
told what had arrived in Ranrobot Capsul e #143? Could they be nmade to understand its inportance?
And -- could such a secret be kept by that many?

Menbers of the Council had fought bitterly to prevent this event. Only MIllard Parlette's
sure control, his know edge of the ways of power and the weaknesses of his fellow Council nenbers,
even his own striking authority-figure appearance, which he used ruthlessly -- only Mllard
Parlette's determ nation had brought the Council to issue their declaration of energency.

And now every crew on Al pha Pl ateau, and el sewhere, was before his tri-vee set. No cars
fl ew above Al pha Pl ateau; no skiers glided down the snows of the northern glacier; the | ake and
the hot springs and the ganbling halls of lota were enpty.

One mnute to go. Too late to call off the speech

Could thirty thousand peopl e keep such a secret?

Wiy, no, of course they couldn't.

"That big house with the flat roof," said Harry Kane.

Matt tilted the car to the right. He continued, "I waited till the guards were out of
sight, then went back to the vivarium The man inside opened the door for nme. | knocked hi m down
and took his gun, found that bank of buttons and started pushing them"

"Land in the garden, not on the roof. Did you ever figure out what was wong with their
eyes?"

"No." Matt worked the slats and the steering knob, trying to get above the garden. It was
big, and it ran to the void edge: a formal garden in a style a thousand years old, a symetrica
maze of right-angle hedges enclosing rectangles of brilliant color. The house too was al
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rectangl es, an oversized version of the small identical-devel opment-houses of the nineteens. Flat-
roofed, flat-sided, nearly undecorated, the size of a notel but so wide it seenmed | ow, the house
seened to have been built fromprefabricated parts and then added to over the years. Geoffrey
Eustace Parlette had evidently imtated ancient bad taste in hopes of getting sonething new and
different.

Matt didn't see it that way, naturally. To himall the houses of Al pha were equally
strange.

He brought the car down on the strip of grass at the void edge. The car |anded, bounced,
| anded again. At what he judged was the proper nonent, Matt pushed in all four fan |l evers. The car
dropped jarringly. The levers tried to cone out again, and Matt held themin with his hand,
| ooki ng despairingly at Hood for help.

"Gyroscope," said Hood.

Matt forced his nunmb right armto cross his torso and flick the Gyroscope switch

"You need a little training in howto fly," Harry Kane said with admrable restraint. "You
finished your story?" He had insisted that Matt talk w thout interruption

"I may have forgotten sone things."

"W can save the question-and-answer period until we get established. Matt, Laney, Lydia,
get ne out of here and nove Jay in front of the dashboard. Jay, can you nove your arns?"

"Yah. The stunner's pretty well worn off."

They piled out, Matt and the two wonmen. Harry cane out on his feet, noving in jerks and
twi tches but managing to stay upright. He brushed away offers of help and stood wat chi ng Hood.
Hood had opened a panel in the dash and was doi ng things inside.

"Matt!" Laney called over her shoul der. She was standing inches fromthe void.

"Get back fromthere!"

"No! Cone here!"

Matt went. So did Ms. Hancock. The three of them stood at the edge of the grass, |ooking
down into their shadows.

The sun was at their backs, shining down at forty-five degrees. The water-vapor m st which
had covered the southern end of the Plateau that norning now |l ay just beyond the void edge, al nost
at their feet. And they | ooked into their shadows -- three shadows reaching down into infinity,
three contoured bl ack tunnels growi ng snaller and narrower as they bored through the lighted mst,
until they reached their blurred vani shing points. But for each of the three it seemed that only

hi s own shadow was surrounded by a small, vivid, perfectly circular rai nbow
A fourth shadow joi ned them noving slowy and painfully. "Ch, for a canera,"” nourned
Harry Kane.

"I never saw it like that before," said Matt.

"l did, once, along tinme ago. It was like |I'd had a vision. Myself, the representative of
Man, standing at the edge of the world with a rainbow about his head. | joined the Sons of Earth
that night."

A muted whirr sounded behind them Matt turned to see the car slide toward himacross the
| awn, pause at the edge, go over. It hovered over the mst and then settled into it, fading like a
por poi se subnergi ng.

Harry turned and called, "Al set?"

Hood knelt on the grass where the car had rested. "Right. It'Il conme back at midnight,
wait fifteen minutes, then go back down. It'll do that for the next three nights. Wuld sonmeone
help ne into the house?”

Matt half carried himthrough the formal garden. Hood was heavy; his | egs would nove, but
they would not carry him As they wal ked, he Iowered his voice to ask, "Matt, what was that thing
you drew on the door?"

"A bl eeding heart."

"Ch. Way?"

"I"'mnot really sure. Wien | saw what they'd done to the guard, it was |ike being back in
the organ banks. | renmenbered my Uncle Matt." His grip tightened in reflex on Hood's arm "They

took himaway when | was eight. | never found out why. | had to | eave sonething to show | was
there -- me, Matt Keller, walking in alone and out with an arny. One for Uncle Matt! | was a
little crazy, Hood; | saw sonmething in the organ banks that would shake anyone's mind. | didn't
know your synbol, so | had to nake up ny own."

"Not a bad one. I'Il show you ours later. WAs it bad, the organ banks?"

"Horrible. But the worst was those tiny hearts and livers. Children, Jay! | never knew

they took children."
Hood | ooked up questioningly. Then Lydi a Hancock pushed the big front door open for them
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and they had to concentrate on getting up the steps.

Jesus Pietro was furious.

He'd spent sone time in his office, knowing he woul d be nost useful there, but he'd felt
cranmped. Now he was at the edge of the carport watching the | ast of the sonic victims being
carried away. He wore a beltphone; his secretary could reach himthrough that.

He' d never hated col oni sts before.

To Jesus Pietro, hunman beings cane in two varieties: crew and col onist. On other worlds
other conditions mght apply, but other worlds did not intrude on Mouunt Lookitthat. The crew were
masters, w se and benevolent, at least in the aggregate. The colonists were ordai ned to serve.

Bot h groups had exceptions. There were crew who were in no way w se and who did not work
at bei ng benevol ent, who accepted the benefits of their world and ignored the responsibilities.
There were colonists who would overthrow the established order of things and others who preferred
to turn crimnal rather than serve. Wen brought into contact with crew he did not admire, Jesus
Pietro treated themw th the respect due their station. The renegade col oni sts he hunted down and
puni shed.

But he didn't hate them any nore than Matt Keller really hated mining worns. The
renegades were part of his job, part of his working day. They behaved as they did because they
were col onists, and Jesus Pietro studied them as biol ogy students studied bacteria. Wen his
wor ki ng day ended, so did his interest in colonists, unless sonething unusual was going on.

Now that was over. In running anok through the Hospital, the rebels had spilled over from
his working day into his very hone. He couldn't have been angrier if they'd been in his house,
smashing furniture and killing servants and setting poison for the housecl eaners and pouring salt
on the rugs.

The intercom buzzed. Jesus Pietro unhooked it fromhis belt and said, "Castro."

"Jansen, sir. I'mcalling fromthe vivarium"

"Wl ?"

"There are six rebels missing. Do you want their nanes?"

Jesus Pietro glanced around him They'd carried the |ast unconsci ous col oni st away ten
m nutes ago. These | ast stretcher passengers were carport personnel

"You should have themall. Have you checked with the operating roon? | saw at |east one
dead under a door."
“1'"1l check, sir."

The carport was back to normal. The rebels hadn't had tine to ness it up as they'd nessed
up the halls and the electricians' rec room Jesus Pietro debated whether to return to his office
or to trace the rebels' charge back through the rec room Then he happened to notice two nen
arguing by the garages. He strolled over.

"You had no right to send Bessie out!" one was shouting. He wore a raider's uniform and
he was tall, very dark, enlistnent-poster handsone.

"You bl oody raiders think you own these cars," the nechanic said contenptuously.

Jesus Pietro smiled, for the nmechanics felt exactly the same. "Wat's the troubl e?" he

asked.

"This idiot can't find nmy car! Sorry, sir."

"And which car is yours, Captain?"

"Bessie. |I've been using Bessie for three years, and this norning sonme idiot took it out
to spray the woods. Now | ook! They've lost her, sir!" The man's voice turned plaintive.

Jesus Pietro turned cold blue eyes on the nechanic. "You' ve |lost a car?"

"No sir. | just don't happen to know where they've put it."

"Where are the cars that came back from sprayi ng the woods?"

"That's one of them" The nmechanic pointed across the carport. "W were half finished
unl oadi ng her when those fiends canme at us. Matter of fact we were unloading both of them"™ The
mechani ¢ scratched his head. He net Jesus Pietro's eyes with the utnost reluctance. "I haven't
seen the other one since."”

"There are prisoners nmissing. You know that?" He didn't wait for the mechanic's answer.
"Find Bessie's serial nunber and description and give themto ny secretary. If you find Bessie,
call my office. For the nmonent |I'mgoing to assune the car is stolen.”

The nmechanic turned and ran toward an office. Jesus Pietro used his handphone to issue
instructions regarding a possible stolen car

Jansen cane back on the line. "One rebel dead, sir. That |eaves five missing." He listed
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t hem

"Al'l right. It's beginning to ook like they took a car. See if the wall guards saw one

| eavi ng. "

"They'd have reported it, sir."

“I'"'mnot so certain. Find out."

"Sir, the carport was attacked. The guards had to report five prisoners stealing an aircar
during a nob attack!"

"Jansen, | think they might have forgotten to. You understand ne?" There was steel in his
voi ce. Jansen signed off w thout further protest.

Jesus Pietro | ooked up at the sky, rubbing his moustache with two fingers. A stolen car
woul d be easy to find. There were no crew pl easure-cars abroad now, not in the mddle of MIlard
Parlette's speech. But they night have landed it. And if a car had been stolen in full view of the
wal | guards, it had been stol en by ghosts.

That would fit admirably with the other things that had been happening at the Hospital

CHAPTER 8

PCOLLY' S EYES

GECFFREY EUSTACE PARLETTE' s house was different inside. The roons were big and
confortable, furnished in soft good taste. They were innunerable. Toward the back were a poo
table, a small bowling alley, an auditoriumand stage with pull-down novie screen. The kitchen was
the size of Harry Kane's living room Matt and Laney and Lydi a Hancock had noved through the
entire house with stun guns at the ready. They had found no living thing, barring the rugs and the
no- | ess-t han-si x housecl eaner nests.

Lydi a had threatened force to get Matt to return to the living room He wanted to expl ore.
He' d seen incredi bl e bedroons. Hobbyists' bedroons...

In aliving roomtwo stories tall, before a vast fal se fireplace whose stone | ogs showed
red el ectrical heat where they touched, the five survivors dropped into couches. Harry Kane still
nmoved carefully, but he seened al nbost recovered fromthe stunner that had caught himin the
Hospital. Hood had his voice back, but not his strength.

Matt slunped in the couch. He wiggled, adjusting his position, and finally put his feet
up. It was good to feel safe.

"Tiny hearts and livers," said Hood.

"Yah," said Mtt.

"That's inmpossible."

Harry Kane nade a questioni ng noi se.

"I saw them" said Matt. "The rest of it was pretty horrible, but that was the worst."

Harry Kane was sitting upright. "In the organ banks?"

"Yes, dammit, in the organ banks. Don't you believe me? They were in special tanks of
their own, mekeshift |ooking, with the notors sitting in the water next to the organs. The gl ass
was warm "

"Stasis tanks aren't warm" said Hood.

“And | npl enentation doesn't take children," said Harry Kane. "If they did, 1'd knowit."

Matt nerely gl ared.

"Hearts and livers," said Harry. "Just those? Nothing el se?"

"Nothing I noticed,” said Matt. "No, wait. There were a couple of tanks just |ike them
One was enpty. One | ooked...polluted, | think."

"How | ong were you in there?"

"Just long enough to get sick to ny stomach. M st Denobns, | wasn't investigating anything!
| was | ooking for a map!"

"I'n the organ banks?"

"Lay off," said Laney. "Relax, Matt. It doesn't matter."

M's. Hancock had gone to find the kitchen. She returned now, with a pitcher and five
gl asses. "Found this. No reason we shouldn't ness up the place, is there?"

They assured her there wasn't, and she poured for them

Hood said, "I'mnore interested in your alleged psychic powers. |'ve never read of
anything like you' ve got. It nust be something new "
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Matt grunted.

"I should tell you that anyone who believes in the so-called-psi powers at all usually
thinks he's psychic hinself." Hood's tone was dry, professional. "W may find nothing at all."

"Then how did we get here?"

"W may never know. Sonme new | nplenmentation policy? O maybe the M st Denons | ove you
Matt."

"l thought of that, too."

M's. Hancock returned to the kitchen

"When you tried to sneak up to the Hospital,"” Hood continued, "you were spotted right
away. You nust have run through the electric-eye net. You didn't attenpt to run?"

"They had four spotlights on ne. | just stood up,"
"Then they ignored you? They let you wal k away?"
"That's right. | kept |ooking back, waiting for that |oudspeaker to say sonmething. It

never did. Then | ran."
"And the nman who took you into the Hospital. Did anything happen just before he went
i nsane and ran back to the gatehouse?"

"Li ke what ?"
"Anyt hing involving light -- "
"No. "

Hood | ooked di sappoi nted. Laney said, "People seemto forget about you."

"Yah. It's been like that all my life. In school the teacher wouldn't call on nme unless
knew t he answer. Bullies never bothered ne."

"I should have been so |ucky," said Hood.

Laney wore the abstracted | ook of one tracing an idea.

"The eyes," said Harry Kane, and paused for thought. He had been |istening w thout
comrent, in the attitude of The Thinker, jaw on fist, elbow on knee. "You said there was sonet hing
strange about the guards' eyes.”

"Yah, | don't know what. |'ve seen that | ook before, | think, but | can't renenber -- "
"What about the one who finally shot you? Anything odd about his eyes?"
"No. "

Laney cane out of her abstraction with a startled |ook. "Matt. Do you think Polly woul d
have gone home with you?"

"What the M st Denons does that have to do with anything?"

"Don't get nad, Matt. |'ve got a reason for asking."

"I can't inmgine -- "

"That's why you called in the experts."

"Al'l right, yes. | thought she was going hone with ne."
"Then she suddenly turned and wal ked away. "
"Yah. The bitch just -- " Matt swallowed the rest of it. Not until now, when he could fee

his pain and rage and humiliation in bearable retrospect, did he realize how badly she'd stung
him "She wal ked away |i ke she'd renenbered sonething. Sonething nore inportant than ne, but not
particularly inportant for all that. Laney, could it have been her hearing aid?"

"The radi 0?...No, not that early. Harry, did you tell Polly anything by radio that you
didn't tell the rest of us?"

“I told her I'd call for her speech at midnight, after everyone had gone home. They could
hear it through the radios. Ot herw se, nothing."

"So she had no reason to drop ne," said Matt. "I still don't see why we have to dig into
this."

"It's strange," said Hood. "It can't hurt to look at anything strange in your young life."

Laney said, "Did you resent it?"

"Damm right | did. | hate being left flat like that, toyed with and then dropped.”

"You didn't offend her?"

"I don't see how | could have. | didn't get drunk tell afterward.”
"You told ne it's happened before like that."
"Every time. Every damm time, until you. | was virgin until Friday night." Matt | ooked

belligerently around him Nobody said anything. "That's why | can't see howit helps to talk about
it. Dammit, it isn't unusual in ny young life."

Hood said, "Its unusual in Polly's young life. Polly's not a tease. Am| wong, Laney?"

"No. She takes her sex seriously. She wouldn't nmake a play for soneone she didn't want.
wonder . . .

"I don't think I was kidding nyself, Laney."
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"Neither do |I. You keep saying sonething was strange about the guards' eyes. Was there
anyt hi ng strange about Polly's eyes?"

"What are you getting at?"

"You claimevery tinme you're getting ready to |ose your virginity to a girl, she drops
you. Way? You aren't ugly. You probably don't have the habit of being grossly inpolite. You
weren't with me. You bathe often enough. Was there sonething about Polly's eyes?"

"Dammi t, Laney...Eyes." Sonething changed in Polly's face. She seened to be listening to
sonet hi ng only she could hear. She certainly wasn't | ooking at anything; her eyes went past him
and through, him and they | ooked blind..

"She | ooked abstracted. What do you want nme to say? She | ooked |ike she was thinking of
sonet hi ng then she wal ked away. "

"Was it sudden, this loss of interest? Did she --

"Laney, what do you think? | drove her away deliberately?" Mutt junped to his feet. He
couldn't take any nore; he was wires stretched on a bone frame, every wire about to break. Nobody
had ever so assaulted his privacy! He had never inmagi ned that a woman could share his bed, l|isten
in synpathy to all the agony of the secrets that had shaped his soul, and then spill everything
she knew into a detailed, clinical roundtable discussion! He felt |ike one who has been
di sassenbl ed for the organ banks, who, still aware, watches a host of doctors probing and proddi ng
his separated innards wi th none-too-cl ean hands, hears them naking ribald coments about his
probabl e medi cal and social history.

And he was about to say so, in no nild terns, when he saw that nobody was | ooking at him

Nobody was | ooking at him

Laney was staring into the artificial fire; Hood was | ooking at Laney; Harry Kane was in
his Thi nker position. None of themwere really seeing anything, at |east not anything there in the
room Each wore an abstracted | ook

"One problem" Harry Kane said dreanily. "How the bl azes are we going to free the rest of
us, when only four of us escaped?" He glanced around at his inattentive audi ence, then went back
to contenplating his navel fromthe inside.

Matt felt the hair stir on his head. Harry Kane had | ooked right at him but he certainly
hadn't seen Matt Keller. And there was sonething very peculiar about his eyes.

Like a man in a wax museum Matt bent to look into Harry Kane's eyes.

Harry junped as if he'd been shot. "Were the blazes did you cone fron?" He stared as if
Matt had dropped fromthe ceiling Then he said, "Urém..oh! You did it."

There wasn't a doubt of it. Matt nodded. "You all suddenly lost interest in ne.”

"What about our eyes?" Hood seenmed about to spring at him he was so intense.

"Sonet hing. | don't know. | was bending down to see, when" -- Matt shrugged -- "it wore
of f."

Harry Kane used a word your publisher will cut.

Hood said, "Suddenly? | don't remenber it being sudden.”

"What do you renenber?" Matt asked.

"Well, nothing, really. W were tal king about eyes -- was it about Polly? Sure, Polly.
Matt, did it bother you to talk about it?"

Matt growled in his throat.

"Then that's why you did whatever you did. You didn't want to be noticed."

Pr obabl y.

Hood rubbed his hands briskly together. "So. W know you've got sonething, anyway, and
it's under your control. Your subconscious control. WelI!" Hood becane a professor | ooking around
at his not-too-bright class. "Wat questions are still unanswered?"

"For one, what do the eyes have to do with anything? For another, why was a guard
eventual ly able to shoot you and store you away? For a third, why would you use your ability to
drive girls away?"

"M st Denpbns, Hood! There's no conceivable reason --

"Keller."

The voice was a quiet command. Harry Kane was back in Thinker position on the couch
staring off into space. "You said Polly | ooked abstracted. Did we | ook abstracted a nonent ago?"

“"When you forgot about me? Yah."

"Do | | ook abstracted now?"

"Yah. WAit a minute." Matt stood up and wal ked around Harry, exam ning himfromdifferent
sides. He should have | ooked |ike a man deep in thought. Thinker position: chin on fist, el bow on
knee; face | owered, alnpbst scowing; notionless; eyes hooded...Hooded? But clearly visible.

"No, you don't. There's something wong."
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"Your eyes."

"Round and round we go,
the M st Denons' sake!"

Matt knelt on the indoor grass and | ooked up into Harry's eyes. No inspiration cane. A
wrongness there, but where?...He thought of Polly on Friday night, when they stood i nmersed in
noi se and el bows, and tal ked nose-to-nose. They'd touched fromtine to tine, half accidentally,
hands and shoul ders brushing...He'd felt the warm bl ood beating in his neck...and suddenly --

"Too big," said Matt. "Your pupils are too big. Wen sonebody really isn't interested in
what's going on around him the pupils are smaller."

"What about Polly's eyes?" Hood probed. "Dilated or contracted?"

Harry said disgustedly. "Well, get down and | ook at ny eyes, for

"Contracted. Very small. And so were the guards' eyes, the ones who cane for nme this
nor ni ng. " He remenbered how surprised they'd been when he yanked on the handcuffs, the handcuffs
that still dangled fromhis wists. They hadn't been interested in him they'd nerely unlocked the
chains fromtheir owmn wists. And when they'd | ooked at him-- "That's it. That's why their eyes
| ooked so funny. The pupils were pinpoints.”

Hood sighed in relief. "Then that's all of it," he said, and got up. "Well, | think I"']

see how Lydia's doing with dinner."

"Cone back here." Harry Kane's voice was | ow and rurderous. Hood burst out | aughing.

"Stop that cackling," said Harry Kane. "Watever Keller's got, we need it. Talk!"

VWhat ever Keller's got, we need it. Matt felt he ought to protest. He didn't intend to be
used by the Sons of Earth. But he couldn't interrupt now

"It's a very limted formof telepathy,"” said Jay Hood. "And because it is so very
limted, it's probably nore dependabl e than nore general forns. Its target is so much |ess
ambi guous. " He sniled. "W really ought to have a new name for it. Tel epathy doesn't apply, not
quite."

Three people waited patiently but inplacably.

"Matt's mnd," said Hood, "is capable of controlling the nerves and nuscles which dilate
and contract the iris of another man's eye." And he smled, waiting for their response.

"So what ?" asked Harry Kane. "Wat good is that?"

"You don't understand? No, | suppose you don't. It's nore in ny field. Do you know
anyt hi ng about notivational research?"

Thr ee heads waggl ed No.

"The sci ence was banned on Earth | ong, |ong ago because its results were being used for
i moral advertising purposes. But they found out sone interesting things first. One of them
i nvol ved dil ation and contraction of the pupil of the eye.

“"I't turns out that if you show a man sonet hing and neasure his pupil with a canera, you
can tell whether it interests him You can show him pictures of his country's political |eaders,
in places where there are two or nore factions, and his eyes will dilate for the | eader of his
own. Take him aside for an hour and talk to him persuade himto change his political views, and
his pupils will dilate for the other guy. Show himpictures of pretty girls, and the girl he calls
prettiest will have dilated pupils. He doesn't knowit. He only knows she | ooks interested. In
him™"

"I wonder," said Hood, snmiling dreanily at hinmself. Sone people love to |l ecture. Hood was
one. "Could that be the reason the nost expensive restaurants are always dark? A couple conmes in
they | ook at each other across a dinner table, and they both | ook interested. Wat do you think?"

Harry Kane said, "I think you' d better finish telling us about Keller."

"He has," said Laney. "Don't you see? Matt's afraid of being seen by soneone. So he
reaches out with his mnd and contracts the man's pupils whenever he | ooks at Matt. Naturally the
man can't get interested in Matt."

"Exactly." Hood beanmed at Laney. "Matt takes a reflex and works it in reverse to nake it a
conditioned reflex. | knew light had something to do with it. You see, Matt? It can't work unl ess
your victimsees you. If he hears you, or if he gets a blip when you cross an el ectric-eye beam --

"Or if I"'mnot concentrating on being scared. That's why the guard shot ne."

"I still don't see howit's possible," said Laney. "I hel ped you do your research on this,
Jay. Telepathy is reading nminds. It operates on the brain, doesn't it?"

"W don't know. But the optic nerve is brain tissue, not ordinary nerve tissue."

Harry Kane stood up and stretched. "That doesn't matter. It's better than anything the
Sons of Earth have put together. It's like a cloak of invisibility. Now we have to figure out how
to use it."
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The nmissing car was still mssing. It was nowhere in the Inplenentation garages; it had
not been found by the search squad, neither in the air nor on the ground. If a policenman had taken
it out for legitimte purposes, it would have been visible; if it had not been visible, it would
have been in trouble of sone kind, and the pilot would have phoned a Mayday. Apparently it really
had been stol en.

To Jesus Pietro, it was disturbing. A stolen car was one thing; an inpossible stolen car
was anot her.

He had associated Keller with mracles: with the mracle that had | eft hi munhurt when his
car fell into the void nmist, with the mracle that had affected Hobart's nenory last night. On
that assunption he had sounded the "Prisoners Loose." And, |o! There were prisoners runni ng anpk
in the corridors.

He had associated missing prisoners with a missing car with the mracles of Keller. Thus
he had assumed a stolen car where no car could have been stolen. And, lo! A car had indeed been
st ol en.

Then Maj or Jansen had called fromthe vivarium Nobody had noticed, until that nonent,
that the sleep helnmets were still running. How, then, had ninety-eight prisoners wal ked away?

Mracl es! What the bl azes was he fighting? One nan, nmany? Had Kel |l er been passenger or
driver of that car? Had there been other passengers? Had the Sons of Earth discovered sonething
new, or was it Keller alone?

That was an evil thought. Matthew Keller, come back fromthe void in the person of his
nephew to haunt his nmurderer...Jesus Pietro snorted.

He' d doubl ed the guard at the Al pha-Beta Bridge. Knowing that the bridge was the only way
off the cliff and across the Long Fall River at the bottom he had nonethel ess set guards al ong
the cliff edge. No normal colonist could | eave Al pha Plateau without a car. (But coul d sonething
abnormal wal k unseen past the guards?)

And no fugitive would |l eave in a police car. Jesus Pietro had ordered all police cars to
fly in pairs for the duration. The fugitives would be flying alone. As part colonist, Jesus Pietro
had not been allowed to hear MIlard Parlette's speech, but he knew it was over. Crew cars were
flying again. If the fugitives stole a crew car, they might have a chance. But the Hospital would
be informed inmediately if a crew car was stolen. (Really? A police car had been stolen, and he'd
had to find out for hinself.)

Nobody and not hi ng had been found in the abandoned coral houses. (But woul d anything
i mportant have been seen?)

Most of the escaped prisoners were safe in the vivarium (From which they had escaped
before, w thout bothering to turnoff their sleeper helnets.)

Jesus Pietro wasn't used to dealing with ghosts.

It would require brand new techni ques.

Gimy he set out to evolve them

The argunents began during di nner

D nner took place at the unconventional hour of three o'clock. It was good, very good.
Lydi a Hancock still |ooked Iike a sour old harridan, but to Matt, anyone who coul d cook |ike her
deserved the benefit of the doubt. They had finished the nuttonchops when Harry Kane turned to
busi ness.

"There are five of us left," he said. "What can we do to get the rest of us |oose?"

"We could bl ow the punping station," Hood suggested. It devel oped that the punping
station, which supplied Al pha Plateau with water fromthe Long Fall was the crew s only source of
water. It was |located at the base of the Al pha-Beta cliff. The Sons of Earth had | ong ago pl anted
mnes to blowit apart. "It would give us a diversion."

"And cut off the power, too," said Matt, renenbering that hydrogen for fusion can be taken
fromwater.

"Ch, no. The power plants only use a few buckets of water in a year, Keller. A diversion
for what, Jay? Any suggestions?"

“Matt. He got us out once. He can do it again, now that he knows --

"Ch no you don't. | amnot a revolutionary. | told you why | went to the Hospital, and
won't go there again."

Thus, the argunents.

On Matt's side there was little said. He wasn't going back to the Hospital. If he could,
he would return to Ganmma and live out his life there, trusting his psi power to protect him If he
had to live el sewhere -- even if he had to spend the rest of his life in hiding on Al pha Plateau --
so beit. His life mght be disrupted now, but it was not worthl ess enough to throw away.
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He got no synpathy from anyone, not even from Laney. On their part the arguments ranged
fromappeals to his patriotismor to his love of admration, to attacks on his personality, to
threats of bodily harmto hinself and his famly. Jay Hood was the nost vituperative. You would
have t hought he had invented "the luck of Matt Keller," that Matt had stolen it. He seened
genui nely convinced that he held a patent on psi power on the Pl ateau

In a way it was ludicrous. They begged him they browbeat him they threatened him-- and
with never a chance of succeeding. Once they actually succeeded in frightening him and once their
personal comrents annoyed hi m beyond the Iimts of patience. Both tines the argunments ended
abruptly, and Matt was left alone in his irritation while the Sons of Earth di scussed what ever
came to mind, their pupils contracting to pinpoints whenever they |ooked at him

After the second such episode Harry Kane realized what was happeni ng and ordered the
others to lay off. It was interfering with their ability to nmake plans, he said.

"Go somewhere else," he told Matt. "If you're not going to help us, at least don't listen
to our plans. Feeble though they'll probably be, there's no reason we should risk your hearing
them You mght use the information to buy your way back into Castro's good graces."

"You're an ungrateful son of a bitch,"” said Matt, "and | demand an apol ogy."

"Ckay, | apol ogi ze. Now go sonewhere el se."

Matt went out into the garden

The nmi st was back, but it was an overhanging m st now, turning the sky steel gray,
bl eachi ng col ors out of the garden, turning the void froma fuzzy flat plain into a done around
the universe. Matt found a stone bench and sat down and put his head in his hands.

He was shaking. A nmass verbal attack can do that to a man, can smash his sel f-respect and
set up doubts which remain for hours or days or forever. There are well-devel oped verba
techni ques for many to use agai nst one. You never |let the victimspeak without interruption; never
let himfinish a sentence. You interrupt each other so that he can't quite catch the drift of your
argunents, and then he can't find the flaws. He forgets his rebuttal points because he's not
allowed to put theminto words. His only defense is to walk out. If, instead, you throw himout..

Gradual ly his confusion gave way to a kind of sick, curdled anger. The ungrateful...! He'd
saved their worthless lives twi ce, and where was their thanks? Wll, he didn't need them He'd
never needed them for a nonent.

He knew what he was now. Hood had given himthat much. He knew, and he could take
advant age of it.

He coul d becone the world's first invulnerable thief. If Inplenmentation would not |et him
resunme his mning career, he would do just that. Waponless, he could rob storehouses in broad
dayl ight. He coul d pass guarded bridges unnoticed, be at work on Gamma whil e they were searching
himout in every corner of Eta. Eta, now ..a nice place to rob if he couldn't return to his old
life. The crew ganbling-resort must see half the wealth of the Plateau at one tinme or another

He' d have a long walk to the Al pha-Beta Bridge, and a |onger wal k afterward. A car would

be useful. Serve the Sons of Earth right if he took their car -- but he'd have to wait till
m dnight. Did he want to do that?

H s daydreans had calnmed himstill further. Hi s shaking had stopped, and he wasn't as
angry now. He could begin to see what had noved the four inside to attack himso, though he saw no
justice in it for there was none. Laney, Hood, Harry Kane, Lydia -- they nust be fanatics, or why

woul d they sell their lives for a hopel ess revol ution? Being fanatics, they would have only one
ethic: to do anything in their power to advance their cause, no matter whomit might hurt.

He still didn't know where he went fromhere. One thing he knew. It would not involve the
Sons of Earth. Qtherw se he had plenty of time for decisions.
A chill thin breeze blew fromthe north. Gadually the fog was thickening.

The electric fire inside would be wel cone.

But the thick hostility would not. He stayed where he was, hunching his back to the w nd.

... Wy in blazes would Hood assunme he drove away wonen? Did Hood think he was crazy? O
deficient? No; he'd have used that during the argunments. Wy, then?

He hadn't driven away Laney.

That nmenory warned him She was |ost for good now, their paths woul d diverge, and soneday
she'd end in the organ banks. But Friday night had happened; Friday ni ght was pernanent..

...Polly's eyes. Her pupils had contracted, sure enough. Like the gatekeeper's eyes, like
Harry's and Hood's and Laney's eyes when Matt had tired of their verbal onslaughts. Wy?

Matt ni bbled gently at his |lower lip.

And if he'd driven Polly away (never m nd why; there was no answer), then it was not her
fault that she had gone.

But Laney had stayed.
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Matt junped to his feet. They'd have to tell him He had a lever on them they couldn't
know how sure he was that he'd have nothing to do with their cause. And he had to know.

He turned toward the house and saw the cars -- three of them way up there in the gray
sky, di sappearing and reappearing around the mst. Dropping.
He stood perfectly still. He wasn't really convinced that they were |andi ng here, though

they grew bigger and cl oser every second. Finally they were just overhead and settling. And still
he stood. For by then there was no place to run to, and he knew that only "the luck of WMatt
Keller" could protect him It should work. He was certainly scared enough.

One of the cars alnost | anded on him He was invisible, all right.

A tall, spare man got out of the car, noved his hands briefly inside the dashboard, and
st epped back to avoid the wind as the car rose again and settled on the roof. The other cars had
| anded, and they were |nplenentation. A man di senbarked and noved toward the tall civilian. They
spoke briefly. The tall man's voice was hi gh, alnbst squeaky, and it had the crew lilt. He was
thanki ng the policeman for his escort. The policeman got back into the car, and both
I npl ementation cars rose into the fog

The tall man sighed and | et hinself slunp. Matt's fear ebbed. This crew was no danger; he

was a tired old man, worn out with years and with sonme recent toil. But what a fool Harry Kane had
been to think nobody woul d cone!
The man noved toward the house. Tired he m ght have been, but he wal ked straight, like a

poli ceman on parade. Mtt cursed softly and noved in behind him

VWen the oldster saw the living room he'd know soneone had been there. He'd call for help
unl ess Matt stopped him

The ol d man opened the bi g wooden door and wal ked in. Matt was right behind him

He saw the old man go rigid

The ancient didn't try to scream |f he had a handphone, he didn't reach for it. H's head
turned fromside to side, studying the living roomfromwhere he stood, taking in the abandoned
gl asses and pitcher and the glowing false fire. Wen his profile turned to Matt, he | ooked
thoughtful. Not frightened, not angry. Thoughtful

And when the old nan snmiled, it was a slow, tense snmile, the smle of a chess player who

sees victory alnopst within his grasp -- or defeat, for his opponent m ght have set an unsuspected
trap. The old man sniled, but the nuscles of his face stood out iron-hard under the |oose,
wrinkled skin, and his fists tightened at his sides. He cocked his head to one side, listening.

He turned abruptly toward the dining room and was face to face with Matt.

Matt said, "Wat are you grinning at?"

The crew batted an eyel ash; he was di sconposed for just that |ong. Speaking | ow, he asked,
"Are you one of the Sons of Earth?"

Matt shook his head.

Consternation! And why that reaction? Matt held up a hand. "Don't do anything rash," he
said. He'd wapped a handcuff chain around that hand to nmake it a better weapon. The old nan
settled back on his heels. Three of hi mwould have been no physical match for Mtt.

“"I"'mgoing to search you," said Matt. "Raise your hands." He noved behind the old nman and
ran his hands over various pockets. He found some bul ky objects, but no handphone.

He stood back, considering. He had never searched anyone; there night be tricks a man
could use to fool him

"What do you want with the Sons of Earth?"

"I"l'l tell themwhen | see them"” The baritone |ilt was not hard to understand, though
Matt coul d never have inmtated it.

"That won't do."

"Somet hing very inportant has happened." The old man seened to nmake a difficult decision
"I want to tell them about the ranrobot package."

"Al'l right. Go ahead of ne. That way."

They noved toward the dining roomwi th Matt trailing.

Matt was about to yell when the door suddenly opened. Lydia Hancock had her nose and a
soni ¢ showi ng around the edge. It took her a second to realize that the man in the | ead was not
Matt, and then she fired.

Matt caught the old man as he fell. "Stupid," he said. "He wanted to talk to you."

"He can talk to us when he wakes up," said Lydia.

Harry Kane energed warily, holding the other stolen sonic ready in his hand. "Any others?"

"Just him He had a police escort but they left. Better search hinm there mght be a radio
on hi m somewhere. "

"M st Denons! It's MIlard Parlette!"
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"Ch!" Matt knew the name, but he hadn't recognized the man. "I think he really wanted to
see you. \When he realized sonmeone was here, he acted sneaky. He didn't panic until | told himl
wasn't one of you. He said he wanted to tal k about the ranrobot."

Harry Kane grunted. "He won't wake up for hours. Lydia, you're on guard duty. |'m going
for a shower; I'Il relieve you when | cone down."

He went upstairs. Lydia and Hood picked up MIlard Parlette, noved himinto the front
entrance; and sat himup against a wall. The old man had gone | oose, |ike, a puppet without

strings.
"A shower sounds wonderful,"” said Laney.
Matt said, "May | talk to you first? Hood too."
They got Jay Hood and went into the living room Hood and Laney flopped in front of the

fire, but Matt was too restless to sit. "Hood, |'ve got to know. Wat nakes you think |I've been
using my psi power to drive away wonen?"
"You'll recall it was Laney's idea first. But the evidence seens good. Do you doubt that

Polly left because you contracted her irises?"
O course he doubted it. But he couldn't back it up. He | ooked at Laney, waiting.
“It's inportant, isn't it, Matt?"
"Yah. "
"“You renenber, just before the raid, when you asked nme if everyone was as nervous as you

wer e?"
"Mmm ..Yah, | renmenber. You said, 'Not that nervous, but still nervous.'
"What are you two tal ki ng about ?"
"Jay, do you renenber your first -- mmm Do you renenber when you stopped being a virgin?"

Hood threw back his head and | aughed. "Wat a question, Laney! Nobody ever forgets the
first time! It was -- '
"Ri ght. Were you nervous?"

Hood sobered. "At one point, | was. There was so nuch | didn't know | was afraid |I'd make
a fool of nyself.™
Laney nodded. "I'Il bet everyone's nervous the first tine. Including you, Matt. You

suddenly realize, This Is It, and you get all tensed up. Then your girl's eyes go funny.

Matt said a bad word. This was exactly what he hadn't wanted to hear. "But what about us?
Laney, why didn't | defend nyself agai nst you?"

"I don't know. "

Hood snapped, "What difference does it make? Whatever you' ve got, you're not going to use
it."

"I have to know "

Hood shrugged and went to stand before the fire.

"You were pretty sloshed," said Laney. "Could that have had anything to do with it?"

" Maybe.

She coul dn't have known why it was inmportant, but she was trying to help. "Maybe its
because |I'm ol der than you. Maybe you decided | knew what | was doing."

"I didn't decide anything. | was too drunk. And too bitter."

She turned restlessly, her winkled party dress swirling out around her. She stopped.

"Matt! | renenber! It was pitch dark in there!"

Matt cl osed his eyes. Wiy, so it was. He'd stunbl ed unseeing across the bed; he'd had to
turn on a light to see Laney at all. "That's it. | didn't even realize what was going on until the
door was cl osed. Oookay," he sighed, letting all his breath rush out with the word, |eaving him an
enpty man.

Hood said, "That's great. Are you finished with us?"

"Yah."

Hood | eft without |ooking back. Laney, on the verge of |eaving, hesitated. Matt | ooked
hal f dead, as if every erg of energy had been drained out of him

She touched his arm "Wat's wong, Mtt?"

"I drove her away! It wasn't her fault!"

"Pol | y?" She grinned into his eyes. "Wiy let it bother you? You got ne the same night!"

"Ch, Laney, Laney. She could be in the organ banks! She could be in the coffin cure,
what ever the hell that is."

"It's not your fault. If you' d found her in the vivarium --

"Is it ny fault that I was glad? She dropped ne |ike a sick housecl eaner, and an hour
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| ater |nplenmentation took her away! And when | found out, | was glad! | had revenge!" Hi s hands
were on her upper arns, squeezing, alnost hard enough to hurt.

"It wasn't your fault," she repeated. "You' d have saved her if you could.”

"Sure." But he wasn't hearing her. He let go of her arns. "I've got to go after her," he
muttered, saying the words aloud, trying the taste of them "Yah. |'ve got to go after her."

He turned and made for the entrance.

CHAPTER 9

THE WAY BACK

"COVE BACK here, you idiot!"

Matt stopped hal fway to the door. "Huh? Isn't this what you all want?"

"Come back here! How are you going to get over the wall? You can't pound on the gate
agai n!"

Matt turned back. He felt feverish, unable to think. "Castro' d be ready for that, wouldn't
he? He may not know what happened | ast night, but he nust know sonething's wong."

"We tried hard enough to tell himl Cone here, sit down...Don't underestinate that nan,
Matt. We've got to think this through.”

"That wall. How am | going to get over? Ch, damm, damm."

"You're tired. Way not wait till Harry comes down? Then we can get things organized."

"Ch, no. I'mnot taking help fromthe Sons of Earth. This has nothing to do with them"

"How about ne? WIIl you take ny hel p?"

"Sure, Laney."

She decided not to question the illogic of this. "All right, let's start at the begi nning,
How are you going to reach the Hospital ?"

"Yah. Too far to walk. Mm .. Parlette's car. It's on the roof."

"But if Castro gets it, it'll lead himstraight here."

"I'"d have to wait till mdnight to get the other car."

"That nmay be the only way." Laney wasn't tired; she'd had twi ce as nuch sleep as she
needed in the vivarium But she felt used, ready for the |laundry. A hot bath woul d hel p. She put
it out of her mind. "Maybe we can raid a crew house for another car. Then we set the autopilot to
take Parlette's car back here."

"That' Il take tinme."

"We'| | have to take it. W'Il also have to wait till after sunset before we start.”

"WIl we need darkness that early?"

“I't would hel p. And suppose the fog cleared while we were over the voi d?"

"Ch." Colonist and crew alike, the people of the Plateau | oved to watch the sun setting
over the void mist. The colors were never the sane tw ce. Land along the void edge al ways cost
three times as much as | and anywhere el se.

"Suddenly we'd have a thousand crew | ooking down at us. It nmight be a mstake to use the
void at all. Castro nay have thought of that. We'll be safe if the fog holds. But whatever we do,
we'll have to wait till dark."

Matt stood up and stretched muscles that felt knotted. "Okay. So we get to the Hospital

How do we get in? -- Laney, what's an electric eye?"

She told him

"Ch. | didn't see any light...Utraviolet, of course, or infrared. |I should be able to get
over that."

e

“You're not invisible, Laney."

"I amif | stick close to you."

"Phut . "

"I"1l have to cone that far with you anyway. You can't program an autopilot.”

Matt got up to pace. "Leave that a nonent. How do we get over the wall?"

"I don't," said Laney, and stopped. "There nay be a way," she said. "Leave it to ne."
"Tell ne."

"l can't.
The col d breeze outside had beconme a wi nd, audible through the walls. Laney shivered,
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though the electric fire was hot enough. The fog beyond the south wi ndows was grow ng dark

"W'll need guns," she said.

"I don't want to take one of yours. You' ve only got the two we picked up on the way to the
car."
“Matt, | know nore than you do about crew. They all go in for sports of one kind or
" goo"
"Some of themhunt. A long tine ago Earth sent us some frozen fertilized deer and cari bou
ova in a cargo ranrobot. The Hospital hatched themout, grew 'emto adulthood and scattered them
around the bottom edge of the glacier, north of here. There's enough grass there to keep them
happy. "

"Then we might find guns here."”

"It's a good bet. The richer a crewis, the nmore sports equi pment he buys. Even if he
never uses it."

The gun rack was in a roomin the upper story, a roomlined with paintings of nore-or-1|ess
wi I d-animals and with heads and hooves of deer and cari bou. The rack held hal f-a-dozen air-powered
rifles. They searched the room and eventually Laney found a drawer containing several boxes of
crystal slivers, each sliver two inches |ong.

"They |l ook like they'd stop a bandersnatch," said Matt. He'd never seen a bandersnatch
except in filmed maser nessages from Jinx, but he knew they were big.

anot her.

"They' Il stop an elk cold. But the guns only fire one at a time. You have to be accurate.”
"Makes it nore sporting?”
"l guess so."

| mpl emrent ati on nmercy-guns fired a steady streamof tiny slivers. One would nake the victim
woozy; it took half a dozen to drop himin his tracks.

Matt cl osed and pocketed the box of oversized mercy-slivers. "Getting hit with one of
these would be Iike being stabbed with an ice pick, even w thout the knockout effect. WIIl they
kill a man?"

"l don't know,'

sai d Laney. She chose two guns fromthe rack. "We'll take these."

"Jay!" Hood stopped halfway to the living room turned, and nade for the entrance hall.

Lydi a Hancock was bending over MIlard Parlette. She had folded his flaccid hands neatly
in his lap. "Cone here and have a | ook at this."

Hood | ooked down at the stunned crew. MIlard Parlette was conming around. Hi s eyes didn't
track and woul dn't focus, but they were open. Hood saw sonething el se, and he bent for a closer
| ook.

The crew s hands didn't match. The skin of one was nottled with age. It couldn't be as old
as Parlette nmust be, but he hadn't replaced the skin in a good long time. Fromfingertips to el bow
the arm showed a curious |ack of personality, of what Hood decided was artistic continuity. Part
of that m ght have been imagination. Hood knew i n advance that Parlette nust have used the organ
banks continuously during his lifetime. But no imaginati on was needed to see that the left hand
was dry and nottled and faintly callused, with cracked fingernails and recedi ng quick

VWereas the skin of the right hand was |ike a baby's, snooth and pi nk, untanned, al npst
translucent. The quick of the fingernails ran all the way to the tips of the fingers. Many high
school students could not have said the sane.

"The old love-child just got a transplant job," said Hood.

"No. Look here." Lydia pointed to the wist. There was a ragged band of col or, sonething
I ess than an inch wide, running round Parlette's wist. It was a dead nil ky-white such as Hood had
never seen in human skin.

"Here too." A simlar ring circled the first joint of Parlette's thunb. The thunbnail was
cracked and dry, with a badly recedi ng quick

"Right, Lydia. But what is it? An artificial hand?"

"Wth a gun inside, maybe. O a radio."

"Not a radio. They'd be all over us by now " Hood took Parlette's right hand and rolled
the joints in his fingers. He felt old bone and nuscl e under the baby skin, and joints that woul d
be arthritic soneday soon. "This is a real human hand. But why didn't he get the whole thing
repl aced?”

"We'll have to let himtell us."

Hood stood up. He felt clean and rested and well fed. If they had to wait for Parlette to
talk, they'd picked a nice place to wait.

Lydi a asked, "How s Laney doing with Keller?"
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"l don't know. I'mnot going to try to find out."

"That rust be tough, Jay." Lydia | aughed a barking | augh. "You' ve spent half your life
trying to find psychic powers on Plateau. Now one finally shows up, and he doesn't want to play
with us."

“I"1l tell you what really bothers ne about Matt Keller. | grew up with him In school
never noticed him except one tinme when he got ne mad at him" Absently he rubbed a point on his
chest with two fingertips. "He was right under nmy nose all the tinme. But | was right, wasn't 17?
Psi powers exist, and we can use them against the Hospital."

"Can we?"

"Laney's persuasive. If she can't talk himaround, | sure can't."

“"You're not pretty enough.”

“I'"'mprettier than you."

The barking | augh rang again. "Touche!"

"I knew it," said Laney. "It had to be the basenent."

Two wal s were covered with various kinds of small tools. Tables held an electric dril
and a bandsaw. There were drawers of nails, screws, nuts..

Matt said, "Parlette the Younger nust have done a lot of building."

"Not necessarily. It may be just a hobby. Come on, Mtt, get your wists down here. |
think I see the saw we want."

Twenty nminutes |ater he was rubbing bare wists, scratching furiously where he'd been
unable to scratch before. His arns felt ten pounds |ighter w thout the handcuffs.

The time of waiting sat heavily on Jesus Pietro.

It was long past quitting tine. Fromthe wi ndows of his office he could see the trapped
forest as a darker blur in a darkening gray mist. He'd called Nadia and told her not to expect him
home that night. The night shift was in charge of the Hospital, reinforced at Jesus Pietro's
orders with scores of extra guards.

Soon he'd have to alert themfor what he expected. Ri ght now he was trying to deci de what
to say.

He wasn't about to inpress themwith the startling news that all of five prisoners were
| oose sonewhere on Al pha Pl ateau. They woul d al ready have heard about the escape. They'd |eave the
nmop-up job to the hunting squads.

Jesus Pietro activated the intercom "M ss Lauessen, please connect me with all of the
Hospital intercons.”

"WIlIl do." She didn't always call himSir. Mss Lauessen had nore crew bl ood than Jesus
Pietro -- she was nearly pure -- and she had powerful protectors. Fortunately she was a pl easant
person and a good worker. |f she ever becane a disciplinary problem..

"You're on, sir."

"This is the Head," said Jesus Pietro. "You all know of the man captured | ast night
infiltrating the Hospital. He and several others escaped this norning. | have information that he
was scouting the Hospital defenses in preparation for an attack to take place tonight.

"Soneti ne between now and dawn the Sons of Earth will alnost certainly attack the
Hospital. You have all been issued maps of the Hospital showi ng the |ocations of automatic
protective-devices installed today. Menorize them and don't stunble into any of the traps. | have
i ssued orders for maxi mum dosage of anesthetic in these traps, and they can kill. Repeat, they can
kill.

"I think it unlikely that the rebels will make any kind of frontal attack." Unlikely,

i ndeed! Jesus Pietro smled at the understatenent. "You should be alert for attenpts to infiltrate
the Hospital possibly by using our own uniforns. Keep your identification handy. If you see
sonmeone you do not recognize, ask for his ident. Conpare himwith the photo. The rebels have not
had time to forge idents.

"One last word. Don't be reluctant to shoot each other."

He signed off, waited for Mss Lauessen to clear the lines, then had her contact the Power
Sections. "Cut off all power to the colonist regions of the Plateau until dawn,” he told them

The nen of Power took pride in their work, and their work was to keep the power running.
There were loud protests. "Do it," said Jesus Pietro, and cut them off.

Once agai n he thought |ongingly of issuing death darts to his nmen. But then they would be
afraid to shoot each other. Wrse, they'd fear their own weapons. Never since the Covenant of
Pl anetfall had | nplementati on used deadly weapons. In any case the poison slivers had been stored
so long that they'd probably [ ost their effectiveness.
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He'd raised hell with tradition tonight; there'd be hell to pay if nothing happened. But
he knew sonething would. It wasn't just the fact that this was the last chance for the rebels to
get their prisoners out of the vivarium it was the cold certainty in Jesus Pietro' s viscera.
Sonet hi ng woul d happen

A vague red line divided black sky fromblack land. It faded gradually, and suddenly the
Hospital |ights came on outside, naking the night white. Somebody brought Jesus Pietro dinner, and
he ate hurriedly, and kept the coffeepot when the tray was gone.

"Down there," said Laney.

Matt nodded and pushed in the fan |l evers. They dropped toward a medi umsized dwel ling that
at first glance looked |ike a large, flat haystack. There were wi ndows in the haystack, and on one
side was a porch like platform Under the porch was an oddly curved sw mm ng pool. Lights showed
at the wi ndows, and the swi nmm ng pool area blazed with light. The water itself was lit from
under neat h. There was no rooftop | andi ng-zone, but on the other side of the house were two cars.

"I'"d have picked an enpty house, nyself." Matt was comenting, not criticizing. He'd
deci ded hours ago that Laney was the expert in rebellion

"Then what? Even if you found a car, where would you get the keys? | picked this one
because nost of themw Il be out in plain sight by the pool. There, see then? Hover the car and
"Il see how many | can pick of f."

They' d flown east along the void, flying blind in the fog, staying far fromthe edge, so
that even the sound of their fans would not carry. Finally, niles east of the Parlette mansion
they'd turned inland. Matt flew with the gun bal anced beside himon the seat. He'd never owned
anything with such power init. It gave hima warmfeeling of security and invul nerability.

Laney was in the back seat, where she could fire fromeither window Matt couldn't tel
how many people were down around the swi ming pool. But the guns had tel escopic sights.

There were pops |ike balloons exploding. "One," said Laney. "Two. Oop, here cones
anot her...Three, and out. OCkay, Matt, drop her fast. Yeee! Not that fast, Matt."

"Listen, did | get us down or didn't [?"

But she was out and running for the house. Matt followed nore slowy. The sw mr ng poo
steaned |i ke a huge bathtub. He saw two fallen crew near the pool, and a third near the gl ass
doors to the house, and he blushed, for they were naked. Nobody had ever told himthat crew threw
nude sw nming-parties. Then he noticed bl ood pooling under a wonan's neck, and he stopped
bl ushing. Cothing was trivia here.

From the pool area the house still |ooked Iike a haystack, but with nmore normal solid
structures showi ng through the grassy yellow sides. Inside it was vastly different from Geoffrey
Eustace Parlette's house; the walls were all curved, and a conical false fireplace occupied the
center of the living room But there, was the sane air of |uxury.

Matt heard a pop |like a balloon exploding, and he ran

He rounded a door jamb as he heard the second pop. A man stood behind a polished table
di aling a handphone. He was beginning to fall as Matt saw him a brawny m ddl e-aged crew weari ng
nothing but a few drops of water and an expression of ultimate terror. He was | ooking straight at
Laney. One hand pawed at a blood spot on his ribs. His terror seened to fade as he fell, but Matt
renenbered it. Being hunted was bad in itself, but being hunted naked nmust be far worse. Naked had
al ways been synonynous with "unprotected."”

"Try the upstairs,"” said Laney. She was reloading the gun. "We'l|l have to find where they
changed. If you find a pair of pants, search the pockets for keys. Hurry; we can't stay here
| ong."

He canme down a few mnutes later with a bunch of keys dangling fromhis finger. "They were
in the bedroom" he said.

"Good. Throw em away. "

"Was that a funny?"

"I found these." She too had a key ring. "Think it through. Those clothes upstairs mnust
bel ong to the owner of the house. If we take his car, Inplenmentation can trace it back here. It
may not matter; | can't think of any way they could trace us fromhere back to Parlette's. But if
we take a visitors car, they can't trace us anywhere. So these are the ones we want. You can ditch
yours. "

They went back to the pool area for Parlette's car. Laney opened the dash and fi ddl ed
inside. "I don't dare send it back," she nuttered. "Harry'll have to use the other one. Ah...So
I"Il just send it ten mles up and tell it to head south forever. Ckay, Matt, let's go."

They found a key to fit one of the cars on the roof. Matt flew, east and north, directly
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toward the Hospital

The fog had not been abnormally thick on the ground, but at this height it was the edge of
Creation. Matt flew for an hour before he saw a faint yellow blur to the left.

"The Hospital." Laney agreed. They turned.

A faint yellow blur on the left...and white lights fornming and clarifying all around them

Matt dropped the car instantly.

They canme down hard on water. As the car bobbed to the surface, they dived out opposite
doors. Matt canme up gasping with the cold. The fans washed spray over him and he turned his face
to avoid it. Ducks gquacked in panic.

The white lights were dropping toward them Matt called, "Were are we?"

"Parlette Park, | think."

Matt stood up in the water, waist deep, holding his gun high. The car skidded across the
duck pond, hesitated at the edge, and then continued on until it nudged into a hedge. The fog was
turning yell owi sh gray as car |ights dropped toward the pond.

A thought struck him "Laney. Got your gun?"

"Yah. "

"Test it."

He heard it puff. "Good," he said, and pitched his own gun away. He heard it splash

Car lights were settling all around them Matt swamtoward the sound of Laney's shot unti
he bunped into her. He took her arm and whi spered, "Stay close." They waded toward shore. He could
feel her shivering. The water was cold, but when they stood up, the wi nd was col der

"What happened to your gun?"

"I threwit away. My whole purpose in life is being scared, isn't it? Wll, | can't get
scared with a gun in nmy hand."

They stunbled onto the grass. Wiite lights surrounded them at ground level, faintly
blurred by the lifting mst. Qhers hovered overhead, spotlights casting a universal glow over the
park. In that light nmen showed as running black silhouettes. A car settled on the water behind
them gently as a | eaf.

"Put me through to the Head," said Major Chin. He rested at ease in the back seat of his
car. The car sat a foot above the water on a small duck pond in Parlette Park, supported on its
ground-effect air cushion. In such a position it was nearly invulnerable to attack

"Sir?...W've caught a stolen car...Yes, sir, it nust have been stolen; it |anded the
monent we flew over to investigate. Went down like a falling elevator...It was flying straight
toward the Hospital. | inagine we're about two mles southwest of you. They nust have abandoned
the car inmmediately after landing it on a duck pond...Yes, sir, very professional. The car ran
into a hedge and just stayed there, trying to butt its way through on autopilot...License nunber B-
R-GY...No, sir, nobody in it, but we've surrounded the area. They won't get through...No, sir
nobody's seen themyet. They may be in the trees. But we'll snoke them out."

A puzzl ed expression chased itself across his snooth round face. "Yes, sir," he said, and
signed off. He thought about directing the search by beltphone, but he had no further orders to
give. Al around himwere the lights of police cars. The search pattern was fixed. Wen soneone
found sonet hing, he'd call

But what had the Head neant by that |ast remark? "Don't be surprised if you don't find
anyone. "

Hi s eyes narrowed. The car a decoy, on autopilot? But what would that acconplish?

Another car flying in above him This enpty car to hold his attention while the other got
t hr ough.

He used the bel tphone. "Carson, you there? Lift your car out of there. Up to a thousand
feet. Turn on your lights and hover and see what you can pick up on infrared. Stay there until we
call off the search.” It was sone time before he found out how badly he'd missed the nark.

"Calling Major Chin," said Doheny, hovering one hundred feet above Parlette Park
Controll ed excitement tinged his voice with the thrill of the chase.

"Sir? I've got an infrared spot just |eaving the pond...Could be two people; this fog is
messing up ny imagine...Wstern shore. They're out now, noving toward where all the nen are
mlling around...You don't? They're there; | swear it...Ckay, okay, but if they aren't there, then
sonmething's wong with ny infrascope -- sir...Yes, sir."

Annoyed but obedi ent, Doheny settl ed back and watched the dimred spot nmerge with the
bi gger spot that was a car notor. That tears it, he thought; that makes them police, whether
they're real or not.
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He saw the larger infrared source nove away, |eaving behind a second source snaller than a
car but confortably bigger than one man. That jerked himalert, and he noved to the wi ndow to
check. It was there, all right, and..

He lost interest and returned to the infrascope. The cl overl eaf-shaped source was stil
there, not noving, the right color to be four unconscious nen. A nman-sized source separated itself
fromthe milling mass around the abandoned car, noving toward the cloverleaf source. Seconds |ater
there was pandenoni um

Gaspi ng, wheezing, running for their lives, they pelted out of Parlette Park and into a
wi de, well-lighted village wal k. Matt gripped Laney's wist as they ran, so that she couldn't
"forget about hint and wander off on her own. As they reached the wal k, Laney pulled back on his
arm

"Ckay...We can...relax now. "

"How far...to the Hospital ?"

"'Bout...two niles."

Ahead of themthe white |ights of Inplenmentation cars faded behind a |ighted donme of fog
as they chased an enpty car on autopilot. A yellow glow touched the fading far end of the walk --
the lights of the Hospital

The wal k was a rectangul ar pattern of red brick, luxuriously wide, with great spreading
chestnut trees planted down the niddle in a pleasantly uneven row. Street lights along the sides
illuminated old and individualistic houses. The chestnuts swayed and sang shrilly in the wind. The
wind blew the still-thinning fog into curls and streaners; it cut steel-cold through wet clothes
and wet skin to reach meat and marrow.

"W've got to get sonme clothes," said Matt.

"We'll neet soneone. We're bound to. It's only nine."
"How coul d those crew stand it? Sw nmming!"
"The water was hot. Probably they had a sauna bath waiting somewhere. | wish we did."

"W shoul d have taken that car."

"Your power woul dn't have hidden us. At night they couldn't see your face in a car w ndow.
They' d have seen a stolen car, and they'd have bathed it in sonics, which is just what they nust
be doi ng now. "

"And why did you insist on stripping that policeman? And having got the damm suit, why did
you throw it away?"

"For the M st Denbns' sake, Matt! WIIl you trust ne?"

"Sorry. We could either of us use that coat."

"I't's worth it. Now they'll be |looking for one man in an Inplenentation uniform Hey! In
front of ne, quick!"

A square of light had appeared several houses down. Matt stepped in front of her and
st ooped, hands on knees, so she could use his shoulder as a gun rest.

It had worked on four police in Parlette Park. It worked now. A crew coupl e appeared in
the light. They turned and waved to their hosts, turned again and noved down the steps, hunching
slightly against the wind. The closing door cut the light fromthemand | eft them as di m noving
shadows. As they touched the brick, they crossed the flat trajectories of two hunting slivers.

Matt and Laney stripped themand | eft them propped agai nst a garden hedge for the sun to

find.
"Thank the M st Denons," said Matt. He was still shivering inside the dry clothes.
Laney was al ready thinking ahead. "W'Il stick with the houses as far as we can. These
houses give off a lot of infrared. They'll screen us. Even if a car does spot us, he'll have to

drop and question us to be sure we're not crew. "

"Good. \What happens when we run out of houses?"

Laney didn't answer for a long time. Matt didn't press her. Finally she said, "Mtt,
there's something 1'd better tell you."

Again he didn't press her

"As soon as we get through the Wall -- if we get through the wall -- I'mgoing to the
vivarium You don't have to cone along, but I've got to go."

"Wn't that be the first thing they expect?"

“Probably."

"Then we'd better not. Let's hunt down Polly first. W ought to keep the noi se down as
| ong as possible. Once your Sons of Earth come charging out, assum ng we get that far, those doors
will drop right away. In fact, if we -- " At this point he glanced over at her and stopped.

Laney was | ooki ng straight ahead. Her face was hard and nask |ike. So was her voice,
del i berately hard.
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"That's why I'mtelling you now. I'mgoing to the vivarium That's why |I'm here." She
seenmed about to break off; then she went on in a rush. "That's why |I'm here, because the Sons of
Earth are in there and I'mone of them Not because you need ne, but because they need ne. | need
you to get ne in. Oherwise I'd be trying it alone.”

"I see," said Matt. He was about to go on, but -- no, he couldn't say that. He'd | eave

hi msel f wi de open to be slapped down, and in this nmood Laney would do it. Instead he said, "Wat
about Polly's big secret?"

"Mllard Parlette knows it too. He seened eager to talk. If he isn't, Lydia will get it
out of himanyway."

"So you don't need Polly anynore."

"That's right. And if you've got the idea |'mhere for |ove of you, you can forget that

too. I'mnot trying to be boorish, Matt, or cruel either. | just want you to know where you stand.
O herwi se you' Il be counting on ne to make intelligent decisions.
"You're transportation, Matt. We need each other to get in. Once we're inside I'Il go

straight to the vivarium and you can do whatever you have to to stay alive."

For some tine they walked in silence, armin arm a crew couple strolling honme along a
di stance too short to use a car. Other crew appeared fromtine to time. Mstly they wal ked
qui ckly, bent against the wind, and they ignored Matt and Laney and each other in their hurry to
get out of the cold. Once a good dozen nmen and wonen, varying fromnerely high to falling-down
drunk, poured into the street ahead of them marched four houses down, and began bangi ng on the
door. Matt and Laney watched as the door opened and the partygoers poured in. And suddenly Matt
felt intensely lonely. He gripped Laney's arma little tighter, and they went on

The brick wal k swung away to the left, and they followed it around. Now there were no
houses on the right. Just trees, high and thick, screening the Hospital fromview The barren
defense perineter nust be just the other side.

"Now what ?"

"W followit," said Laney. "I think we ought to go in along the trapped forest."

She waited for himto ask why, but he didn't. She told himanyway. "The Sons of Earth have
been planning an attack on the Hospital for decades. W' ve been waiting for the right tine, and it
never cane. One of the things we planned was to go in along the edge of the trapped woods. The
woods thenselves are so full of clever wi dgets that the guards on that side probably never notice
it."

"You hope."

"You bet."

"What do you know about the Hospital defenses?"

"Well, you ran into nost of themlast night". A good thing you had the sense to stay out
of the trapped woods. There are two electric-eye rings. You saw the wall; guns and spotlights all

over it. Castro probably put extra nmen on it tonight, and we can bet he closed off the access
road. Usually they leave it open, but it's easy enough to close the electric-eye ring and shut off
power to the gate.™

"And inside the wall?"

"CGuards. Matt, we've been assuning that all these men will be badly trained. The
Hospital's never been under direct attack. W're outnunbered -- "

"Yes, we are, aren't we?"

"But we'll be dealing with guards who don't really believe there's anything to guard
agai nst. "
"What about traps? We can't fight machinery.”
"Practically none in the Hospital -- at |east, not usually. There are things Castro could
set up in an enmergency. In the slowboats there could be anything; we just don't know. But we won't
be goi ng near the sl owboats. Then there are those damm vi brating doors."

Matt nodded, a swift vicious jerk of his chin.

"Those doors surprised us all. W should have been warned."

"By who?"

"Never you mind. Stop a second...Right. This is the place. W go through here."
"Laney.

"Yah? There are pressure wires in the dirt. Step on the roots only as we go through."

"What happened Friday night?"

She turned back to look at his face, trying to read what he nmeant. She said, "I happened
to think you needed ne."

Matt nodded slowy. "You happened to think right."

"Ckay. That's what |'mthere for. The Sons of Earth are nostly nen. Sonetines they get
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horri bly depressed. Al ways planning, never actually fighting, never w nning when they do, and
al ways wondering if they aren't doing just what Inplenmentation wants. They can't even brag except
to each other, because not all the colonists are on our side. Then, sonetines, | can nmake them
feel like nen again."

"I think | need ny ego boosted about now. "

"What you need right now, brother, is a good scare. Just keep thinking scared, and you'l
be all right. We go through here -- "

"I just thought of sonething."

"What' s that?"

"I'f we'd stayed here this afternoon, we'd have saved all this trouble."

"WIl you conme on? And don't forget to step on the roots"

CHAPTER 10

PARLETTE' S HAND

DARKNESS COVERED nost of Munt Lookitthat.

The crew never knew it. The lights of Al pha Plateau burned undi nmed. Even in the houses
along the Al pha-Beta cliff, with a view across Beta Plateau toward the distant, clustered town
lights of Ganma and lota, tonight that view was bl anked by fog; and who was to know that the
clustered lights were dark?

In the colonist regions there was fear and fury, but it couldn't touch Al pha Pl ateau

No real danger threatened. On Ganma and lota there were no hospitals where patients mn ght
die in dark operating theaters. No cars would crash without street lights. Spoiling neat in
but cher shop freezers would cause no fanmine; there were the fruit and nut forests, the crops, the
her ds.

But there was fear and fury. Was sonething wong, up there where all power originated? O
was it a prank, a punishment, an experinent -- sonme deliberate act of |nplenentation?

You couldn't travel without |ights. Mst people stayed where they were, wherever they
were. They bedded down where they could; for colonists it was near bedtine anyway. And they waited
for the lights to come back

They woul d give no trouble, Jesus Pietro thought. If danger cane tonight, it would not
cone from down there

Equally certain, the Sons of Earth would attack, though they only nunbered five. Harry
Kane woul d not |eave nost of his nmen to die. Whatever he could do, he would do it, regardl ess of
risk.

And Major Chin's fugitive had escaped, was | oose two niles fromthe Hospital, wearing a
police uniform And because he had escaped, because he was al one, because no nan had seen him
clearly -- it had to be Matt Keller.

Five dossiers to match five fugitives. Harry Kane and Jayhawk Hood: These were old
friends, the nost dangerous of the Sons of Earth. Elaine Mattson and Lydi a Hancock and Matt hew
Kel l er. These he had come to know by heart during the long hours following the break this
afternoon. He could have recogni zed any of thema mile away or told themtheir life stories.

The slinmest dossier was Matt Keller's: two and a half skinpy pages. M ning engineer...not
much of a family man...few love affairs...no evidence he had ever joined the Sons of Earth.

Jesus Pietro was worried. The Sons of Earth, if they got this far, would go straight to
the vivariumto free their conpatriots. But if Matthew Keller was his own agent...If the ghost of
Al pha Pl ateau was not a rebel, but a thing with its own unpredictabl e purpose...

Jesus Pietro worried. His last sip of coffee suddenly tasted horrible, and he pushed the
cup away. He noted with relief that the m st seened to be clearing. On his desk were a stack of
five dossiers and a sixth all alone and a nercy-bullet gun

In the lights of the Hospital the sky glowed pearl gray. The wall was a nobnstrous mass
above them a sharp black shadow cutting across the lighted sky. They heard regul ar footsteps
over head.

They' d crawl ed here side-by-side, close enough to get in each other's way. They'd broad-
junped the electric-eye barriers, Matt first, then Laney naking her nove while Matt stared up at
the wall and willed nobody to see her. So far nobody had.
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"We could get around to the gate," said Matt.
"But if Castro's cut off the power, we can't get it open. No, there's a better way."

" Show ne. "

"W may have to risk a little excitenent...Here it is."

"What ?"

"The fuse. | wasn't sure it'd be here."

"Fuse?"

"See, a lot of Inplementation is pure colonist. W have to be careful who we approach, and
we' ve | ost good nen who talked to the wong person, but it paid off. | hope.”

"Soneone planted a bonb for you?"

"I hope so. There are only two Sons of Earth in Inplenentation, and either or both of them
could be ringers." She funbled in the big, |oose pockets of her nmud spattered crew sh finery.
"Bitch didn't carry a lighter. Matt?"

"Lessee. Here."

She took the lighter, then spoke deliberately. "If they see the light, we're done for."
She crouched over the wre.

Matt crouched over her, to shield the light with his body. As he did so, he | ooked up. Two
bunps showed on the straight black shadow of the wall. They noved. Matt started to whisper, Stop
Yellow I'ight flared under him and it was too |ate.

The heads wit hdrew.

Laney shook his arm "Run! Along the wall!" He foll owed the pull
"Now flat!" He | anded beside her on his belly. There was a trenendous blast. Metal bits
sang around them raising tiny pings against the wall. Something bit a piece fromMatt's ear, and

he slapped at it Iike a wasp sting.

He didn't have tine to curse. Laney jerked himto his feet, and they ran back the way they
had come. There was confused shouting on the wall, and Matt | ooked up to neet a hundred eyes
| ooki ng down. Then suddenly the area was bright as hell

"Here!" Laney dropped to her, knees, slapped his hand onto her ankle, and crawl ed. Matt
heard nmercy-bullets spattering around his ankles as he went in after her

On the outside the hole was just big enough to craw through on hands and knees. The bonb
must have been a shaped charge. But the wall was thick, and the hole was snaller on the inside.
They energed on their bellies, with scratches. Here too was light, too bright, making Matt's eyes
water. Startlingly, there were pits all in arowin the dirt along this side of the wall, and over
the cordite stink was the snell of rich, nmoist new earth.

"Bonbs," he said wonderingly. Pressure bonbs, set off by the explosion, originally
i ntended to expl ode under an invader dropping fromthe top of the wall. Bonbs, neant to kill. "I'm
flattered," he whispered to hinmself, and lied.

"Shut up!" Laney turned to glare, and in the lurid artificial |ight he saw her eyes
change. Then she turned and ran. She was beyond reach before Matt had tinme to react.

Feet pounded all around them all running at top speed toward the hole in the wall. They
wer e surrounded! Ammzingly, nobody tried to stop Laney. But he saw soneone jerk to a stop, then go
pelting after her.

And nobody tried to stop Matt. He was invisible enough, but he'd | ost Laney. Wthout him
she had not hing but the gun...and he didn't know how to reach Polly. He stood there, |ost.

Frowni ng, Harry Kane inspected hands which didn't match. He'd seen transpl antees before,
but never such a patchwork nan as MIlard Parlette.

Lydia said, "It isn't artificial, is it?"

"No. But it's not a normal transplant job either."

"He shoul d be com ng around."”

"I am" said MIllard Parlette.

Harry started. "You can tal k?"

"Yes." Parlette had a voice like a squeaky door, altered by a woul d-be nusical crewlilt,
slurred by the effects of a sonic stunner. He spoke slowy, consciously enunciating. "May | have a
gl ass of water?"

"Lydia, get himsonme water."

"Here." The stocky virago supported the old man's head with her armand fed himthe water
in small sips.

Harry studied the man. They'd propped himagainst a wall in the vestibule. He hadn't noved
since then and probably coul dn't, but the nuscles of his face, which had been sl ack and rubbery,
now refl ected a personality.
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"Thank you," he said, in a stronger voice. "You shouldn't have shot ne, you know. "

"You have things to tell us, M. Parlette."

"You're Harry Kane. Yes, | have things to tell you. And then I'll want to make a deal of
sorts with you."

“I"'mopen to deals. What kind?"

“You'll understand when | finish. May | start with the recent ranrobot package? This will
be somewhat technical."

"Lydia, get Jay." Lydia Hancock quietly w thdrew.

"I''"l'l want himto hear anything technical. Jay is our genius."

"Jayhawk Hood? |Is he here too?"

"You seemto know a good deal about us."

"I do. |I've been studying the Sons of Earth for |onger than you've been alive. Jayhawk
Hood has a fine mind. By all neans, let us wait for him"

"You' ve been studying us, have you? Wy?"

"I''"l'l try to nake that clear to you, Kane. It will take time. Has the situation on Munt
Lookitthat ever struck you as artificial, fragile?"

"Phut. If you'd been trying to change it as long as | have, you wouldn't think so."

"Seriously, Kane. Qur society depends entirely on its technol ogy. Change the technol ogy,
and you change the society. Mst especially you change the ethics."

"That's ridiculous. Ethics are ethics."

The old man's hand twi tched. "Let ne speak, Kane."

Harry Kane was silent.

"Consider the cotton gin," said MIllard Parlette. "That invention nmade it economcally
feasible to grow cotton in quantity in the southern United States, but not in the northern states.
It brought slaves in great nunbers to one section of that nation while slavery died out in
another. The result was a problemin racial tolerance which |asted for centuries.

"Consi der feudal armor. The ethics of chivalry were based on the fact that arnmor was a
total defense agai nst anything which wasn't simlarly arnored. The clothyard[? -- | al nost know
what this should be, but can't quite renenber] arrow, and | ater gunpowder, ended chivalry and nade
a new et hic necessary.

"Consider war as a tool of diplomacy." MIlard Parlette stopped to gasp for breath. After

a nmonent he went on. "It was, you know. Then canme poi son gas, and fission bonbs, and fission-
fusi on bonbs, and a possible fissionfusion-radi ocobalt[?] bomb. Each invention made war |ess and
| ess useful for inposing one's will, nore and nore random y destructive, until nationalismitself

becanme too dangerous to be tolerated, and the United Nations on Earth becane nore powerful than
any possible mnority alliance of nations.

"Consider the settling of the Belt. A solely technol ogical devel opnment, yet it created the
weal t hi est popul ation in the systemin a region which absolutely required new ethics, where
stupidity automatically carries its own death penalty." The old man stopped agai n, exhausted.

"I"'mno historian,” said Harry. "But norals are norals. Wat's unethical here and now is
unet hi cal anywhere, anytine."

"Kane, you're wong. It is ethical to execute a man for theft?"

"Of course.”

"Did you know that there was once a vastly detail ed science of rehabilitation for
crimnals? It was a branch of psychol ogy, naturally, but it was by far the |largest such branch. By
the mddle of century twenty-one, nearly two-thirds of all crimnals could eventually be rel eased
as cured."

"That's silly. Wiy go to all that trouble when the organ banks nust have been crying for --
Ch. | see. No organ banks."

The old man was finally smiling, showi ng perfect new white teeth. Sparkling teeth and keen
gray eyes: The real MIllard Parlette showed behind the cracked, winkled, |oose rubber nask of his
face.

Except that the teeth couldn't be his, thought Harry. Nuts to that. "Go on." he said.

"One day a long tine ago | realized that the ethical situation on Munt Lookitthat was
fragile. It was bound to change soneday, and suddenly, what with Earth constantly bonbardi ng us
with new di scoveries. | decided to be ready."

There were footsteps on the stairs, running. Lydia and Hood burst in.

Harry Kane introduced Hood to MIlard Parlette as if they were already allies. Hood took
his cue and shook hands fornally, wi ncing inside hinself because Parlette's hand still felt like
sonet hi ng dead.

"Keep that hand," said MIlard Parlette. "Examine it."
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"W already did."

"Your concl usi ons?"

"Ask you about it."

"Apparently Earth is using biological engineering for nedical purposes. There were four
gifts in the ranrobot package, along with conplete instructions for their care and use. One was a
ki nd of fungus-virus synbiot. | dipped ny little finger in it. Now the nuck is replacing nmy skin."

"Replacing -- ? Sorry," said Hood. It was difficult not to interrupt Parlette, his speech
was so irritatingly slow

"That's right. First it dissolves the epiderms, |leaving only the living cells beneath.
Then it sonehow stimulates the DNA nenory in the derma. Probably the virus conponent does that.
You nmay know that a virus does not reproduce; it conpels its host to produce nore virus, by
inserting its own reproductive chains into the host cells."

"You may have a pernmanent guest," sai d Hood.

"No. The virus dies after a short time. Any virus does that. Then the fungus starves."

"Wonderful! The rmuck noves in a ring, |eaving new skin behind!'" Hood considered. "Earth
really came through this tine. But what happens when it reaches your eyes?"

"I don't know. But there were no special instructions. | offered nyself as a test subject
because | could use a new pelt. It's even supposed to get rid of scar tissue. It does."

"That's quite an advance," said Harry.

"But you don't see why it's inportant. Kane, | showed you this first because | happened to
bring it along. The others will jolt you." Parlette et his head-droop to relieve the strain on
his neck. "I don't know what animal gave birth to the second gift, but it now resenbl es a human

liver. In the proper environnent it will behave like a human liver."

Harry's eyes went wide and bl ank. Lydia made a startled hissing sound. And MIlard
Parl ette added, "The proper environment is, of course, the environnent of a human liver. They have
not been tested because they are not fully grown. We can expect di sadvantages due to the |ack of
nervous connections -- "

"Keller told the truth. Little hearts and livers!" Harry exclained. "Parlette, was the
third gift an aninal to replace the hunman heart?"

“"Yes. Nearly all nuscle. It reacts to adrenalin by speeding up, but once again the |ack of
nervous -- "

"Yee HAH'" Harry Kane began to dance. He grabbed Lydi a Hancock, spun her around and
around. Hood watched, grinning foolishly. Kane abruptly rel eased her and dropped to his knees in
front of Parlette. "What's the fourth?”

"Arotifer."

"A ..rotifer?"

“I't lives as a synbiot in the hunman bl oodstream It does things the human body will not do
for itself. Kane, it has often struck nme that evolution as a process |eaves sonething to be
desired. Evolution is finished with a man once he is too old to reproduce. Thus there is no
genetic programto keep himalive longer than that. Only inertia. It takes enornous nedica
know edge to conmpen -- "

"What does it do, this rotifer?"

"It fights disease. It cleans fatty deposits fromthe veins and arteries. It dissolves
blood clots. It is too big to nove into the small capillaries, and it dies on contact with air.
Thus it will not inpede necessary clotting. It secretes a kind of gumto patch weak points in the
wall's of the arteries and larger capillaries, which is reassuring to a man of ny age,

"But it does nore than that. It acts as a kind of catch-all gland, a supplenentary
pituitary. It tends to nmaintain the sane gl andul ar bal ance a man i s supposed to have at around age
thirty. It will not produce nale and fenal e hornones, and it takes its own good tinme disposing of
excess adrenaline, but otherwise it maintains the balance. O so say the instructions -- "

Harry Kane sank back on his heels. "Then the organ banks are done. (bsolete. No wonder you
tried to keep it secret.”

"Don't be silly."

"What ?" Parl ette opened his nouth, but Harry rode himdown. "I tell you the organ banks
are done for! Listen, Parlette. The skin nold replaces skin grafting, and does it better. The
heart animal and the liver animal replace heart and liver transplants. And the rotifer keeps
everything el se fromgetting sick in the first place! Wat nore do you want ?"

"Several things. A kidney beast, for exanple. O -- "

"Qui bbl i ng.

"How woul d you replace a lung? A lung destroyed by nicotine addiction?"

Hood said, "He's right. Those four ranmrobot gifts are nothing but a signpost. How do you
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repair a smashed foot, a bad eye, a baseball finger?" He was pacing now, in short jerky steps.
"You' d need several hundred different artifacts of genetic engineering to make the organ banks
really obsolete. Al the sane -- "

"Al'l right, cut," said Harry Kane, and Hood was silent. "Parlette, | junped the gun
You're right. But 1'll give you sonething to think about. Suppose every col oni st on Munt
Lookitthat knew only the facts about the ranrobot package. Not Hood's analysis, and not yours --
just the truth. Wat then?"

Parlette was sniling. He shouldn't have been, but his white teeth gl eamed evenly in the
light, and the smile was not forced. "They woul d assune the organ banks were obsol ete. They woul d
confidently expect |nplenentation to disband."

"“And when | npl enentation showed no sign of disbanding, they'd revolt! Every colonist on
Mount Lookitthat! Could the Hospital stand against that?"

"You see the point, Kane. | aminclined to think the Hospital could stand agai nst any such
attack, though I would not like to ganble on it. But | amsure we could |lose half the popul ation
of this planet in the bl oodbath, win or |ose."

"Then -- you've already thought of this."

Parlette's face twisted. His hands fluttered ainlessly and his feet junped against the
floor as the effects of the sonic gave up their hold on him "Do you think ne a fool, Harry Kane?
| never made that m stake about you. | first heard of the ranrobot package six nonths ago, when
the ranrobot sent out its maser message. | knew i mediately that the present crew rule over the
Pl at eau was dooned. "

Laney had vani shed around to the left, around the great gentle curve of the Planck, while
Matt stood gaping. He started after her, then checked hinsel f. She must know of another entrance;
he'd never catch her before she reached it. And if he foll owed her through, he'd be lost in the
maze of the Hospital

But he had to find her. She'd kept himin the dark as nuch as she coul d. Probably because
she expected Castro to get him and didn't want himto spill anything inportant. She hadn't
nmentioned the bonb until the fuse was in her hand, nor the detailed plans for invading the
Hospital until she was already follow ng them

Eventual |y she'd have told himhow to find Polly. Now he'd | ost both.

o...?
He ran toward the main entrance, dodging police who tried to run through his solid bulk
He woul d nmeet Laney at the vivarium-- if she got there. But he knew only one route to reach it.

The great bronze doors swung open as he approached. Matt hesitated at the bottom of the
wi de stairs. Electric eyes? Then three uniforned nen trotted through the entrance and down, and
Matt trotted up between them If there were electric eyes here, and nmen watching them they could
never keep track of the last mnute's traffic.

The doors swung shut as he went through. They al nbst caught hi m between them He cursed in
a whi sper and stepped aside for a running policeman with a whistle in his nouth. Like the
ul trasonic whistle the gatenan had used to get in last night. He'd need one to get out. But later
He needn't think about |eaving yet.

Hi s | egs ached savagely. He slowed to a brisk walk and tried not to pant.

Right, up a flight, take a right, then a left...

VIVARIUM He saw t he door down the corridor, and he stopped where he was and sagged
gratefully against a wall. He'd beaten her here. And he was horribly tired. H's | egs were nunb,
there was a singing in his head, he wanted to do nothing but breathe. A taste in his mouth and
throat reminded himof the hot netal taste of the void mist when he'd bored for the bottom | ess
than thirty-six plateau hours ago. It seemed he'd been running forever, terrified forever. His
bl ood had carried adrenaline for too long. The wall felt soft against his back

It was good to rest. It was good to breathe. It was good to be warm and the Hospita
walls were warm al nost too warm for a col d-weather crew sh overjacket. He'd ditch it when it got
too hot. Probing idly in his pockets, he found a doubl e handful of unshelled roasted peanuts.

Corporal Halley Fox rounded the corner and stopped. He saw a crew resting agai nst a wall
wearing his over-jacket indoors. There was a ragged tear in the crew s ear and a pool of bl ood
below it, soaked into the neck of his overjacket. He was cracking and eating peanuts, dropping the
shells on the floor.

It was strange, but not strange enough

Hal l ey Fox was in the third generation of a famly which traditionally produced
I mpl enentation police. Naturally he had joined Inplenentation. His refl exes were not qui ck enough
to make hima raider, and he made a better follower than a | eader. For eight years now he had been
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a conmpetent man in a good position that did not require much responsibility.

Then...last night he'd caught a col onist invading the Hospital

This norning there'd been a break fromthe vivarium the first since the vivarium was
built. Corporal Fox had seen blood for the first time. Man's bl ood, not drained into an organ-bank
tank but spilled recklessly along a hallway in conscious nurderous viol ence.

Thi s evening the Head had warned of an inpending attack on the Hospital. He'd practically
war ned Corporal Fox to shoot his own fellow guards! And everyone was taking himseriously!

M nutes ago there'd been a hell of a big blast outside the wi ndows...and half the guards
had deserted their posts to see what had happened.

Cor poral Fox was slightly punch-drunk

He had not deserted his post. Things were confused enough. He stuck to his training as
sonet hing he knew to be solid. And when he saw a crew resting against a wall eating peanuts, he
saluted and said, "Sir."

Matt | ooked up to see a police officer standing stiff as a board, holding the short barre
of a nercy-bullet pistol slantw se across his forehead.

Ef fectively he di sappeared. Corporal Fox continued down the hall, stepping w de around the
vivarium door. At the end of the corridor he stopped, half turned, and fell

Matt got unsteadily to his feet. The sight of the guard had damm near stopped his heart.

Laney cane around fast. She saw Matt, dodged back, poked the gun around --

"Stop! It's nme!"

"Ch, Matt. | thought I'd | ost you."

He noved toward her. "I saw soneone conme after you. Did you get hinP"

"“Yah." She | ooked down at Corporal Fox. "They're badly trained. That's sonething."

"Where'd you learn to shoot |ike that?"

“"Never you mind. Come on." She noved back toward the vivarium

"Hold it. Were do | find Polly?"

"I really don't know. We've never known where they administer the coffin cure.” She
reached for the door handle. Matt caught her wrist. "Cone now, Matt," she said. "You had fair
war ni ng. "

"The door's Booby-trapped."

" Oh?"

"I saw the way that guy wal ked around it."

She frowned at the handle. Then, with effort, she tore a strip fromthe bottom of Mtt's
jacket. She tied it to the handl e, noved back as far as it would reach

Matt backed away. He said, "Before you do sonething irrevocable, won't you please tell ne
where to find Polly?"

"Honestly, Matt, | don't know. " She wasn't trying to hide the fact that he was an unneeded
di straction.

"COkay, where's Castro's office?"

"You're out of your mnd."

“"I"'ma fanatic. Like you."

That got a grin. "You're crazy, but okay. You go back the way | cane, turn the only way
you can, and go up another flight. Follow the hall until you see signs. The signs will take you
the rest of the way. The office is up against the hull of the Planck. But if you stick with ne, we
may find an easier way."

"Pull then."

Laney pul | ed.

The handl e came down and clicked. Imediately something fired fromthe ceiling: a conica
burst of mercy-bullets spattering the area where anyone woul d have stood to pull the handle. And a
siren blared in the corridor, |loud and raucous and famliar

Laney junped straight back in surprise, fetched up against the wall. The door swung open a
couple of inches. "In," she cried, and dove through, followed by Matt.

The puffs of mercy-bullets were lost in the sound of the siren. But Matt saw four nmen in
the room crouched in target-shooting position in a line opposite the door. They were still firing

as Laney fell.

"Dooned? Real | y?" Even to hinself Harry sounded i nane. But he'd expected no such easy
capi tul ati on.

"How many Sons of Earth are there?"

"I can't tell you that."
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"l can tell you," said MIlard Parlette. "Less than four hundred. On all of Mbount
Lookitthat there are |l ess than seven hundred active rebels. For three hundred years you and your
ki nd have been trying to build a rebellion. You ve nade no progress at all."

"Precious little."

"You enlist your rebels fromthe colonists, naturally. Your trouble is that nost colonists
don't really want the crewto | ose control of the Plateau. They're happy the way they are. Yours
is an unpopul ar cause. | tried to explain why before; let me try again." Wth obvious effort he
moved his arms enough to fold his hands in his | ap. Random rmuscles in his shoulders twitched from
time to tine.

"I't's not that they don't think they could do better than the crewif it came to the
poi nt. Everybody al ways thinks that. They're afraid of I|nplenentation, yes, and they won't risk
their good bl ood and bone to make t he change, not when |nplenentation has all the weapons on the
Pl ateau and controls all the electrical power too.

"But that isn't the point. The point is that they don't really think that the crewrule is
wr ong.

"It all depends on the organ banks. On the one hand, the organ banks are a terrible
threat, not only a death penalty, but an ignom nious way to die. On the other hand, the banks are
a prom se. A man who deserves it and can pay for it, even a colonist, can get nedical treatnent at
the Hospital. But without the organ banks there'd be no treatnent. He'd die.

"Do you know what your rebels would do if they could beat the crew to their knees? Sone
woul d insist that the organ banks be abolished. They'd be killed or ostracized by their own
menbers. The majority woul d keep the banks just as they are, but use the crewto feed them"”

Hi s neck was stronger now, and he | ooked up to see patient stares. A good audi ence. And he
had t hem hooked, finally.

"Up to now," he went on, "you couldn't start a rebellion because you coul dn't convince
enough fighting men that your cause was just. Now you can. Now you can convi nce the col oni sts of
Mount Lookitthat that the organ banks are and should be obsolete. Then wait a little. Wen
I npl erent ati on doesn't disband, you nove."

Harry Kane said, "That's exactly what | was thinking, only you seemto be way ahead of ne.
Way did you call ne silly?"

"You nmade a silly assunption. You thought | was trying to keep the ranrobot package a
secret. Quite the contrary. Just this afternoon | -- "

"I've finally got it," said Hood. "You've decided to join the w nning side, have you
Parl ette?"

"“You fool. You bad-nmout hed col oni st fool."

Jay Hood flushed. He stood perfectly straight with his arns at his sides and his fists
cl enched. He was no angrier than Parlette. The old nan was trying to shift his weight, and every
muscle in his body was junmping as a result. He said, "Do you think so little of me, to think I'd
foll ow such notives?"

"Rel ax, Jay. Parlette, if you have sonething to say, say it. If we junp to the wong
concl usi ons, please assune that you're expressing yourself badly, and don't try to shift the
bl ane. "

"Why don't you all count to infinity?" Lydia Hancock suggested.

Parlette spoke slowy and evenly. "I amtrying to prevent a bloodbath. Is that clear
enough for you? I'mtrying to prevent a civil war that could kill half the people in this world."
"You can't do it," said Harry Kane. "It's com ng

"Kane, cannot you and | and your associates work out a new...constitution for Munt
Lookitthat? Cbviously the Covenant of Planetfall will no | onger work."

"Cbviously."
"I made a speech today. In fact, | seemto be spending the whol e damm day and ni ght naki ng
speeches. This afternoon | called an enmergency session -- ramred it through the Council. You know

what that means?”
"Yah. You were talking to every crew on the Plateau, then."

"I told them what was in ranrobot package one-forty-three. | showed them | told them
about the organ-bank problem and about the rel ationship between ethics and technology. | told them
that if the secret of the ranrobot ever reached the colonists, the colonists would revolt en
masse. | did ny damdest, Kane, to scare the pants off them

"I'"ve known fromthe beginning that we couldn't keep the secret forever. Now that thirty
t housand people know it, it'll be out even faster, even if we were all killed this instant. | did

all this, Kane, in order to warn them To scare them Wen they realize that the secret is out,
they may be scared enough to dicker. The smart ones will." |'ve been planning this a long tine,
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Kane. | didn't even know what it was that Earth would ship us. It m ght have been a regeneration
serum or designs for cheap alloplasty components, or even a new religion. Anything. But something
was com ng, and here it is, and, Kane, we've got to try to stop the bl oodbath.” Gone were
Parlette's shortness of breath and his clunsy attenpts to nake his |ips and tongue work agai nst a
sonic blast. H's voice was smooth and lilting, rising and falling, a little hoarse but terribly
earnest. "W've got to try. Maybe we can find sonmething both the crew and the col onists can agree
on."

He stopped, and three heads nodded, alnost in reflex.

CHAPTER 11

| NTERVI EWW TH THE HEAD

HE SAWthe four nen, and he saw Laney stagger. He tried to turn and run, and in that
instant there was a god-awful clang, a sound like being inside a church bell. He junped to the
side instead, knowi ng the hall nust be full of sonics.

"Shut the damm door!" a voice yelled. One of the guards junped to obey. Mtt felt the,
nunbness of the sonics, and his knees went watery. He kept his eyes on his four enenies.

One bent over Laney. "All alone," he said. "Crazy. Whnder where she got the cl ot hes?"

"OfFf a crew, nmaybe."

Anot her guard | aughed brayingly.

"Shut up, Rick. Cone on, lend a hand. Let's get her to a chair."

"A hunting gun. Whuldn't you hate to get shot with this?"

"She cane a long way to get to the vivarium Mst of themwe have to bring."

The braying | augh agai n.

"Gas bonb didn't go off." One of the guards kicked a nmetal canister. |Immediately the
cani ster began hissing. "Nose plugs, quick!"

They funbled in their pockets, produced things that | ooked |ike |arge rubber false noses.

"Good. W shoul d have done this before. If we keep the roomfilled with gas, anyone who
conmes charging in will drop right away."

Matt had gotten the nessage. He'd held his breath fromthe nonent he heard the hiss. Now
he wal ked up to the nearest guard and wrenched his fal se nose away. The man gasped in surprise,
| ooked directly at Matt, and crunpl ed.

The fal se nose had a band to fit around the neck, and sone kind of adhesive to form a skin-
tight lock around the nose. Matt got it on and found hinself breathing through it, with
difficulty. It was not confortable.

"Rick? Ch, that idiot. Wiere the Mst Denons is his nose plug?"

“I'l'l bet the jerk forgot to bring it."

"Get me Major Jansen, please." One of the guards was using his handphone. "Sir? A girl
just tried to crash the vivarium Yes, a girl, in crewclothing...That's right, just one...She's
sl eeping in one of the seats, sir. W figured as long as she'd gone to all that trouble getting
here. "

Matt still felt dizzy, though the door nust be bl ocking the vibrations of the big sonics.
Had he been hit by an unnoticed nmercy-bullet?

He bent over Laney. She was out of it, for sure. Punctured by far too many anesthetic
slivers, her lungs filled with gas, a rhythnic sl eep-inducing current playing through her
brain...?

He found three wires |leading to her headset. He pulled them Now she was a tine bonb. Wen
everything el se wore off, she'd wake up. More of a firecracker, actually, with four arnmed guards
in the room

"One nore thing, sir. The place is full of gas. It's just as well, we think."

"No, sir, we haven't. If you'll turn off the sonics, I'Il look." He turned fromthe phone
"Watts, check in the hall and see if anybody dropped dead out there."

"But the sonics are still going!"

"They should be off. Try it."

A bal | poi nt pen peeped fromthe shirt pocket of the unconscious guard. Mtt sawit,
shatched it, and drew rapidly: a heart on the guard's forehead, three drops running down the
straight bridge of the nose.
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The one called Watts opened the door a crack. No sonic nunmbness touched him He opened it
farther. "Hey!" He snaked out and ran down the hall toward Fox's body. Matt was on his heels.

"It's a guard,” he called back

"Check the ident." Watts began goi ng through Fox's pockets. He | ooked up once as Matt
sidled past him then continued with his work.

"It's Elaine Mattson," said Jesus Pietro. "Has to be. You're sure she was al one?"

"If there'd been anyone with her, he would have been in the same condition. | think she
was al one, sir."

That made sense. Wich was hardly a guarantee, Jesus Pietro thought. "Thank you, Major
Jansen. How are the hunting squads doi ng?"

"They' ve found nothing, sir. They're still quartering Al pha Plateau. Shall | see how far
t hey' ve gotten?"

"Yes. Call nme back." He hung up and tilted back his desk chair, with a frowm winkling his
f or ehead.

They had to be sonmewhere on Al pha. And they couldn't all be attacking the Hospital

El ai ne Mattson, captured. Well and good. She nust have set off that mysterious expl osion
to cover her entrance. Had she also worn that Inplenmentation uniforn? It mght be. She'd pass at a
di stance, long enough to knock out a crew wonman and get a better disguise.

Maybe. Maybe.

He picked up the sixth dossier, the one lying alone next to the stunner. Polly
Tournquist's life.

Born twenty-two years ago, firstborn in a famly with no known connection to the Sons of
Earth. Her father's left eye had conme fromthe organ banks, after he'd lost his own to a fishing
fly. A good, loyal colonist. Adisciplinarian in his own famly.

Rai sed on Delta, sector four. Studied at Colony University, with good grades. She'd mnet
Jayhawk Hood there. Her first love affair. Wiy? Hood woul d have nade a bad gigolo, small, puny,
not good-looking -- but sonme girls like a man with a mnind

Fi ni shed hi gh school and college, went to work at Delta Retransmtting Station. Affair
with Hood had cooled to friendship, apparently. But she'd joined the Sons of Earth. Revolting
agai nst authority? Her father would have turned her in, had he known. Look at the |ines of
di sapproval in that ferret face...hm? Wthout those lines, he'd | ook sonething |ike Jayhawk Hood!

It all helped. By now she'd been in the coffin cure for thirty hours. If a voice cane to
her now, the only sensory stinmulus in her cosnos, she'd listen. And believe. As others had.
Especially if the voice appealed to the right incidents in her past.

But for now she'd have to wait. The Sons of Earth cane first. One down, four to go...Jesus
Pietro reached for his cup and found the coffee stone cold.

A question touched, his mind. He grinmaced, pushed it back to wherever it had cone from He
opened hi s desk-phone and said, "M ss Lauessen, will you order ne nore coffee.”

"Are you sure? You'll be awash with the stuff."
"Just get it. And" -- the same thought craw ed out into the light, and before he could
stop hinself -- "get ne Matthew Keller's file. Not the one on ny desk, the one in the dead file."

She cane in a mnute later, slender and bl onde and | ooking coolly renote, carrying a
fol der and a pot of coffee. He opened the folder at once. She frowned at him started to ask
sonet hi ng, saw that he wasn't listening, and left.

Matt hew Kel l er. Born...Educated...Joined Sons of Earth tenth nmonth, 2384, in niddle age.
Why so late? Wiy at all? Becanme a professional killer and thief, stealing for the Sons of Earth,
killing Inplenentation officers foolish enough to venture into the colonist regions in
i nsufficient nunbers. Thief? Dam! Could Keller senior have stolen that car? The car Keller junior
rode straight down into the void! Trapped in Sector 28, Beta, fourth nonth, 2397; captured,
convi cted of treason, disassenbled for the organ banks. Oh, Jesus Pietro, you clever liar, you.
Hal f the Hospital nust know he really went off the edge, forty mles down to M st Denmpons and
hellfire.

So? Jesus Pietro dunped his cold coffee into a wastebasket, poured a fresh cup, and
si pped.

A flicking shadow somewhere at the corner of his eye. A noise. Someone was in the room
The cup junped in his hand, searing his Iip. He put it down fast and | ooked around.

He went back to the dossier.

Matt hew Kel [ er. What idiot whimhad nmade himask for this? Keller senior was dead.
Crippled, crawing, he'd gone off the Void edge split seconds before --
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"Castro."

Jesus Pietro | ooked up with a start.

He | ooked down. Treatnment reports...Not good, but no disaster. Too many peopl e had been
injured in the mass escape, but sonme could be saved. Luckily the organ banks were full. And could
be filled again, fromthe vivarium once the Surgery Section found tinme. Wiy did everything have
to happen at once?

"Castro!"

Jesus Pietro's chin jerked up -- and he caught hinself before his eyes followed. He'd done
this once before, hadn't he? There'd been a noise...and soneone had called his nanme...and what the
M st Denpons was soneone doi ng unannounced in Jesus Pietro's private office? He let his eyes trave
to the edge of the desk --

Crew cl ot hi ng.

But it was runpled and dirty, and it didn't fit, and the hands that rested flat on his
desk had dirty short fingernails. A colonist in crew clothing, for sure. In Jesus Pietro's office.
Unannounced. He'd gone past M ss Lauessen, unannounced.

"You. "

"Thats right. Were is she?"

"You're Matthew Keller."

"Yes.

"How did you get in here?" Sonehow he kept the trenmor out of his voice, and was proud of

"None of your business. Were is she?”

"Who?"

"Don't give nme that. \Were's Polly?"

"I can't tell you that. O anything else," said Jesus Pietro. He kept his eyes fixed on
the man's stolen gold belt buckle.

At the periphery of his vision he saw two bi g, none-too-clean hands reach down to his own
right hand. His visitor |eaned heavily on that hand, and when Jesus Pietro belatedly tried to
withdraw it, he couldn't. He saw his visitor take hold of his mddle finger and bend it back

The pai n was shocking. Jesus Pietro's nouth came wi de open, and he | ooked up to plead..

He was reaching for Polly Tournquist's fol der when agony struck his hand. He snatched it
back as if trying to get it off a hot stove. Reflex. The m ddle finger stuck out at right angles
to the knuckl es.

M st Denons, it hurt! How the blazes had he --

"Well, Castro?"

He renenbered enough, barely enough, not to | ook up. Soneone or sonething was in this
room sonething or soneone with the power to nmake people forget. He nade a | ogi cal connection and
said, "You."

"Right. Were's Polly Tournquist?"

"You. Matthew Keller. So you cane for nmne.

"Let's not play ganes. Were's Polly?"

"Were you in the car that attacked the Hospital ? The one that dove straight down?"

"Yes.

"Then how?"

"Shut up, Castro. Tell me where Polly is. Now. |Is she alive?"

"You'l ]l get no information fromme. How did you get back fromthe void?"

"1 flew back."

“I mean the first tinme."

"Castro, | could break every finger in both your hands. Now where's Polly? |Is she dead?"

"Would | talk if you did?"

There was hesitation. Then two arnms converged on his right hand. Jesus Pietro yelped with
the pain and reached with clawed fingers for a pair of eyes..

He was hal fway through a stack of reports when agony bit into his hand. He found two
fingers of his right hand bent back at right angles to the palm Wth his teeth clenched hard on a
scream Jesus Pietro turned on the intercom "Get ne the doctor."

"What's wrong?"

"Just get ne the -- H s eyes caught a flash of novement. Someone in the office with himn

"You're right," said a voice. "I can't torture anything out of you."

Faint, fading nenories told himnot to | ook up. He said, "You."

"G fly a bicycle."

"“Matt hew Kel | er ?"
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Si |l ence.

"Answer me, damm you! How did you get back?"

Two hands sl apped together on Jesus Pietro's right hand. H s whol e face cl anped down on
the scream and Jesus Pietro snatched up his stunner and | ooked wildly for a target.

He | ooked up again when the doctor entered.

"No point in replacing them" said the doctor. "They're only dislocated." And he deadened
Jesus Pietro's arm set the fingers, and sprinted them "How the M st Denons did you do it?"

"I don't know. "

"You don't know? You dislocated two fingers, and you can't quite recall?"

"CGet off my back. | said | can't renenber what happened to ny hand. But | think that
i nfernal ghost, Matthew Keller, nust have had sonething to do with it."

The doctor gave hima very peculiar |ook. And left.

Jesus Pietro | ooked ruefully at his right arm sprinted and dangling froma sling. Oh,
fine. And he genuinely couldn't renenber anything about it.

Whi ch was why he kept thinking about Matthew Kell er

But why did he keep thinking about Polly Tournquist?

It was tine and past tinme for the next phase of her treatnent. But surely she could wait?
O course she coul d.

He tried his coffee. Too cool. He poured it back into the pot and started fresh

Hs armfelt |ike dead neat.

Why did he keep thinking about Polly Tournquist?

"Phut!" He stood up clunsily, because of his bound arm "M ss Lauessen,” he told the
intercom "get nme two guards. |'mgoing over to the Planck."

"Wl do."

He was reaching for the stunner on his desk when somet hing caught his eye. It was the
dossier for Matthew Keller, senior. A crude drawi ng defaced its yell ow cover.

Two open arcs, joined, in black ink. Three small cl osed | oops beneat h.

The bl eeding heart. It certainly hadn't been there before.

Jesus Pietro opened the folder. He could snell his own fear, and feel it, in the coo
perspiration that soaked his shirt. As if he'd been afraid for hours.

Front and side views. Blue eyes, yellow hair, skin beginning to puff-out with age..

Sonething stirred somewhere in Jesus Pietro's nmind. For just a nmonent the face in the
fol der becane younger. Its expression changed slightly, so that it seenmed both frightened and
angry. There was bl ood soaking into its collar, and a piece freshly bitten fromits ear

"“Your guards are here, sir."

"Thank you," said Jesus Pietro. He took one last |ook at the dead man and cl osed the
folder. He put the stunner in his pocket before he left.

"I wish we could warn Laney," said Harry Kane. "This changes everything."

"You woul dn't even know what to tell her yet. Here, take this out." Ms. Hancock put a
steam ng pitcher of hot cider on a tray, added four rmnugs.

They were in the kitchen. Hood was in the living roomwith MIllard Parlette. Parlette,
| eani ng on Jay Hood, had nmanaged to stagger into the living roomand into an arnthair

It had seened a good tine to call a break

The wi nd screanmed agai nst bl ack wi ndows. To four conspirators in front of a convincing
fire, drinking hot spiced cider against the cold, the |living roomseened a haven

A temporary haven.

"You' ve been thinking about this |onger than we have," said Harry. "W never dreaned the
crew m ght conprom se. Just what are you prepared to offer?"

"To start with, amesty for the Sons of Earth, for you and whoever renmmins in the

vivarium That cones free. W'll need you. Once the colonists lose faith in the crew, you'll be
the only force for law and order in the colony regions."
"That'll be a switch."

"W need to discuss three types of nedical care,” said Mllard Parlette. "Organic
transplants, the ramobot gifts, and mnor nedical treatnent. You al ready have sone access to
standard drugs at the nedcheck stations. W can expand those. |I'msure we can offer free access to
the heartbeasts and |iverbeasts and so forth. For a while your colonists will have to conme up to
the Hospital to get treatnent with the ramobot synbiots, but eventually we can build culture
tanks in Gamma and Delta and Eta."

"Very good. What about the organ banks?"
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"Right." MIllard Parlette wapped his arnms around his narrow rib cage and stared into the
fire. "I couldn't plan for that part, because | didn't know just what technol ogi cal change was
com ng. What are your ideas?"

"Abol i sh the organ banks,"” Ms. Hancock said firmy.

"Throw away tons of organic transplant nmaterial? Dunp it on the grass?"

"Yes!"

"Woul d you al so abolish crinme? The organ banks are our only way to punish thieves and
nmurderers. There are no prisons on Munt Lookitthat."

"Then build prisons. You' ve been killing us |Iong enough!"
Parl ette shook his head.
Harry Kane intervened. "It wouldn't work. Look, Lydia, | know how you feel, but we

couldn't doit. If we dunped all that transplant material out, we'd have the whol e Pl ateau agai nst
us. W can't even abolish execution by the organ banks, partly because crinme would run ranpant
wi t hout capital punishnment, and partly because there are too nany crew like Parlette, who need the
banks to live. If we did that, we mght as well declare war here and now. "

Lydi a turned appealingly to Hood.

"I pass," said Hood. "I think you're all ignoring sonething."

Harry said, "Ch?"

“I"'mnot sure yet. I'll have to wait and see. Keep tal king."

"I don't understand," said Lydia. "I don't understand any of you. Wat have we been
fighting for? What have we been dying for? To smash the organ banks!"

"You' re overl ooki ng sonmething, Ms. Hancock," Parlette said gently. "It isn't that the

crew woul dn't agree to that, and it isn't that the colonists wouldn't agree to that. They
woul dn't, of course. But | won't let you kick in the organ banks."
"No." Lydia's words dripped scorn. "You' d have to die then, wouldn't you?"

“Yes, | would. And you need ne."
"Why? What have you got for us besides your influence and your good advice?"
"A small arny. | have nore than one hundred lineal descendants. They've been prepared for

this day for a very long tine. Not all of themw Il follow nme, but nbst will obey ny orders
wi t hout question. They all have hunting weapons."
Lydi a si ghed, raggedly.

"We'l | do our best, Ms. Hancock. W can't elininate the organ banks, but we can elimnate
the injustice.”

"What we'll have to do," said Harry, "is establish a first-cone, first-serve basis for
what's already in the banks. Woever gets sick first -- you see what | nean. Meanwhile we set up a

new code of law, so that a crew stands just as much chance of getting into the banks as a
colonist."

"Don't push to hard there, Kane. Remenber, we have to satisfy both groups."”

"Phut!" said Lydia Hancock. It was hard to tell whether she was ready to cry or to start a
fistfight.

They were a circle of three, leaning toward each other across the coffeetable, holding
forgotten nugs. Hood sat a little back fromthe coffeetable, ignored, waiting for sonething.

"The thing is," said Parlette, "W can nake everyone equal before the |aw. W can do that,
and get away with it, provided that there is no redistribution of property. Do you agree to that?"

"Not conpletely."

"Look at the logic. Everyone is equal in the courts. Acrime is a crine. But the nore
property a man has, the less likely he is to want to conmt a crine. It gives the crew sonething
to protect, and it gives the colonist sonething to gain."

"I't nmakes sense, yes. But there are a few things we'll want."

"CGo ahead."

"Qur own electrical power sources."

"Fine. W'll supply it free until we can build plants on Ganma and Delta. W can put

hydraulic plants along the Muddy and Long Fall rivers."

"Good. W want free access to the organ banks guaranteed."

"That's a problem An organ bank is |ike any other bank. You can't take out nore than you
put in. W'll have | ess condemed crimnals and a lot nore sick colonists to take care of."

Hood had his chair tilted back on two legs, with his feet on the edge of the table. His
eyes were half closed, as if he was dream ng pl easant daydreans.

"Lotteries, then; fair lotteries. And heavy research into alloplasty, financed by the
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crew. "

"Why the crew?"

"You' ve got all the noney."

"W can work out a graduated tax. Anything el se?"

"There are a lot of unjust laws. We'll want to build houses as we see fit. No restrictions
on the clothes we wear. Free travel. The right to buy nmachi nery, any machinery, at the sane price
a crew pays. We'll want to put some solid restrictions on |Inplenmentation. For -- "

"Why? They'll be police. They'll be enforcing your |aws."

"Parl ette, have you ever had a squad of police cone crashing through the wall of your
house, throwing nercy-bullets and sl eepy gas around, draggi ng housecl eaners into the |ight,
tearing up the indoor |awn?"

“l1've never been a rebel."

"The hell you say."

Parlette smled. It made himl ook too nuch like a death's head. "I've never been caught.

"Point is, Inplenmentation can do that to anyone. And does, constantly. The househol der
doesn't even get an apol ogy when they don't find evidence of crine."

"I hate to restrict the police. It's a sure route to chaos." Parlette took a | ong swal |l ow
of cider. "Al right, how does this sound? There used to be a thing called a search warrant. If
kept the UN police fromentering any home unl ess they had a good and sufficient reason, one they
could show to a judge."

"Sounds good. "

"I can |l ook up the details in the library."

"“Anot her thing. As things stand now, |nplenentation has an excl usi ve nonopoly on
prisoners. They catch 'em decide whether they're guilty, and take 'em apart. W ought to split
t hose functions up sonehow. "

"“I've thought about that, Kane. W can establish |aws such that no man can be executed
until he has been declared guilty by a clear majority of ten men. Five crew, five colonists, in
cases where crew and colonists are both involved. Oherwise, trial by five of the prisoner's own
social group. Al trials to be public, on sone special tri-vee channel."

"That sound -- "

"I knew it." Jay Hood dropped back into the discussion with a thunp of chair |egs on
flooring. "Do you realize that every suggestion either of you has made toni ght woul d take power
away fromthe Hospital ?"

Parlette frowned. "Perhaps. Wat does it matter?"

"You' ve been talking as if there were two power groups on Mount Lookitthat. There are
three! You, us, and the Hospital, and the Hospital is the nost powerful. Parlette, you' ve been
studyi ng the Sons of Earth for M st Denmons know how | ong. Have you spent any tine studying Jesus
Pietro Castro?"

"I"ve known hima long time." MIllard Parlette considered. "At least, | know he's
conpetent. | don't suppose | really know how he thinks."

"Harry does. Harry, what would Castro do if we tried to put all these restrictions on his
pol i ce?"

"I don't understand you," said MIlard Parlette. "Castro is a good, |oyal nan. He has
never done anything that wasn't in the best interests of the crew. Perhaps | don't know him
socially, but I do know that he regards hinmself as a servant of the crew. Anything the crew
accepts, he will accept.”

"Dammit, Hood's right," said Harry Kane. "I know Castro better than | knew ny father. |
just hadn't thought of this."

"Jesus Pietro Castro is a good, l|loyal --

"Servant of the crew. Right. Now hold on just a minute, Parlette. Let nme speak

"First of all, what crew? What crew is he |loyal to?"
Parl ette snorted. He picked up his rmug and found it enpty.
"He's not loyal to any specific crew," said Harry Kane. "In fact he doesn't respect nost

crew. He respects you, and there are others who fit his ideals, but what he's loyal to is a sort
of ideal crew. a man who does not overspend, is polite to his inferiors and knows exactly how to
treat them and has the best interests of the colonists in his mind at all tines. This inmage is
the man he serves.

"Now, let's look for a nonent at what we propose to do. Search warrants for the
I npl enentation police. W renove |Inplenentation's power to choose what colonists get the | eftover
materials fromthe organ banks. W tell themwho they may and may not execute. Anything el se,
Jay?"
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"Power. We're taking the electrical nonopoly away fromthe Hospital. Ch, and with |ess
restrictions on the colonists, the police wuld have |l ess work to do. Castro would have to fire
sone of '"em"™

"Right. Now, you don't suppose every crew on the Plateau is going to agree with all of
that, do you?"

"No, not all. O course not. W nay be able to swing a mgjority. At least a majority of
political power."

"Damm your mmjority. Wat crewis Castro going to be loyal to? You can name him"

Parl ette was rubbing the back of his neck. "I see your point, of course. Gven that you' ve
anal yzed Castro correctly, he'll follow the conservative faction."

"He will, believe ne. The crew who woul d rather die than accept our conprom se is the man
he'll follow. And all of Inplenentation will follow him He's their |eader."”

"And they've got all the weapons," said Hood.

CHAPTER 12

THE SLOABOAT

BLEEDI NG HEART. Matthew Kell er. Polly Tournqui st.

Way Pol Iy Tournqui st ?

She coul d have nothing to do with the present trouble. Since Saturday evening she had been
suffering sensory deprivation in the coffin cure. Wiy nust he be haunted by the colonist girl?
VWhat was her hold on himthat she could pull himaway fromhis office at a tinme like this? He
hadn't felt a fascination like this since..

He coul dn't renenber.

The guard in front of him stopped suddenly, pushed a button in the wall, and stepped
aside. Jesus Pietro jerked back to reality. They had reached the el evator

The doors slid back, and Jesus Pietro stepped in, followed by the two guards.

(Where's Polly? Deep in his mnd sonething whispered, Wiere is she? Sublimnally, he
renenbered. Tell ne where Polly is!)

Bl eedi ng heart. Matthew Keller. Polly Tournqui st.

Either he'd finally lost his mind -- and over a colonist girl! -- or there was sone
connection between Matthew Keller and Polly Tournquist. But he had no evidence of that at all.

Perhaps the girl could tell him

And if she could, certainly she woul d.

Matt had trailed themto the end of a blind corridor. Wien they stopped, Matt stopped too,
confused. Was Castro going to Polly, or wasn't he?

Doors slid back in the wall, and Matt's three guides entered. Matt foll owed, but stopped
at the doors. The roomwas too small. He'd bunp an el bow and get shot --

The doors closed in his face. Matt heard nuted mechani cal noi ses, dimn nishing.

VWhat in blazes was it, an airlock? And why here?

He was at the end of a dead-end corridor, lost in the Hospital. The Head and two guards
were on the other side of those doors. Two guards, arned and alert -- but they were the only
gui des he had. Matt pushed the big black button which had opened the doors.

This time they stayed cl osed.

He pushed it again. Nothing happened.

Was he doi ng exactly what the guard had done? Had the guard used a whistle, or a key?

Matt | ooked down the hall to where it bent, wondering if he could nake his way back to
Castro's office. Probably not. He pushed the button again..

A muted mechani cal noi se, nearly inaudible, but rising.

Presently the doors opened to show a tiny, boxlike room enpty.

He stepped in, crouched slightly, ready for anything. There were no doors in the back. How
had the others left? Nothing. Nothing but four buttons | abeled One, Two, Door Open, Energency
St op.

He pushed themin order. One did nothing. He pushed Two, and everythi ng happened at once

The doors cl osed.

The roomstarted to nove. He felt it, vibration and uncanny pressure against the sol es of
his feet. He dropped to his hands and knees, choking off a yell.
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The pressure was gone, but still the roomquivered with notion, and still there was the
frightening, unfam liar sound of machinery. Matt waited, crouching on all fours.

There was a sudden foreign feeling in his belly and gonads, a feel of falling. Matt said,
"Winp! " and clutched at hinself. The box jarred to a stop

The doors opened. He cane out slowy.

He was on a high narrow bridge. The noving box was at one end, supported in four vertica
girders that dropped straight down into a square hole in the roof of the Hospital. At the other
end of the bridge was a sinilar set of girders, enpty.

Matt had never been this high outside a car. Al of the Hospital was below him [|it by
glare lights: the spraw i ng anorphous structure of roons and corridors, the inner grounds, the
slanting wall, the defense perineter, the trapped forest, and the access road. And rising up
bef ore hi mwas the vast black hull of the Planck

Matt's end of the bridge was just outside what was obviously the outer hull of the ancient
sl owboat. The bridge crossed the chisel-sharp ring of the |eading edge, so that its other end was
over the attic.

The Pl anck. Matt | ooked down along the snooth black netal flank of the outer hull. For
nost of its length the ship was cylindrical; but the tail, the trailing edge, flared outward for a
little distance, and the | eading edge was beveled like a chisel, curving in at a thirty-degree
angle to close the twenty-foot gap between outer and inner hulls, the gap that held the guts of
the ship. Mre than hal fway down, just below a ring of narrow wi ndows, the roof of the Hospita
moved in to grip the hull

Somret hi ng hurmed behi nd him The noving box was on its way down.

Matt watched it go, and then he started across the bridge, sliding his hands al ong the hip-
hi gh handrails. The dropping of the box nmight nean that someone woul d be coning up

At the other end he | ooked for a black button in one of the four supporting girders. It
was there, and he pushed it. Then he | ooked down.

The attic, the space enclosed by the inner hull, was as perfectly cylindrical as a soup
can with both ends renoved. Four airfoils formed a cross at the stem a few yards above the
ground, and where they crossed was a bul ky, pointed casing. There was a ring of four w ndows

hal fway down the inner hull. The airlock was at the same level. Mtt could see it by | ooking
between the hull and the noving box, which was rising toward him
Matt felt a chill as he | ooked down at that pointed casing between the fins. The ship's

center of mass was directly over it. Therefore it had to be the fusion drive.
The Planck was runored to be a dangerous place, and not w thout reason. A ship that had
carried nmen between the stars, a ship three hundred years old, was bound to inspire awe. But there

was real power here. The Planck's |landing motors should still be strong enough to hurl her into
the sky. Her fusion drive supplied electrical power to all the colonist regions: to tri-vee
stations, homes, snokeless factories -- and if that fusion plant ever blew, it would bl ow Al pha
Pl ateau into the void.

Somewhere in the |ifesystem sandw ched between inner and outer hull, were the controls

that could blow the bonb in that casing. The Head was in there too -sonewhere.

If Matt could bring themtogether..

The novi ng box reached the top, and Matt entered.

It dropped a long way. The Planck was tall. Even the beveled ring of the |eading edge,
whi ch had held stored equi prent for the founding of a colony, was forty feet high. The ship was
one hundred and eighty feet high, including a landing skirt, for the inner hull did not quite
reach the ground. The stem and the nouths of the landing notors were supported ten feet above the
ground by that long skirtlike extension of the outer hull.

Thi s nmovi ng box was an open grid. Matt could watch his progress all the way down. Had he
been acrophobic, he'd have been insane before the box stopped opposite the airlock

The airlock was not nuch bigger than the noving box. Inside, it was all dark nmetal, with a
di al -and-control panel in chipped blue plastic. Already Matt was heartily sick of blinking dials
and netal walls. It was strange and disconforting to be surrounded by so nuch netal, and unnerving
to wonder what all those dials were trying to tell him

Set in the ceiling was sonmething Matt had troubl e recogni zi ng. Sonething sinple, alnost
famliar...ah. A ladder. A ladder running uselessly fromdoor to wall across the ceiling of the
airl ock.

Sure. Wth the ship spinning in space, the outer door would be a trapdoor down fromthe
attic. O course you'd need a |ladder. Matt grinned and strode through the airlock and nearly ran
face on into a policenan.

"The luck of Matt Keller" had no tine to work. Matt dodged back into the airlock. He heard
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a patter of nercybullets, like gravel on netal. In a monment the man woul d be around the corner
firing.

Matt yelled the only thing he could think of. "Stop! It's ne!"

The guard was around in the sane instant. But he didn't fire yet...and he didn't fire
yet...and presently he turned and went, nmuttering a surly apology. Matt wondered whom he'd been
taken for. It wouldn't matter; the man had al ready forgotten him

Matt chose to follow himinstead of turning the other way. It seened to himthat if a
guard saw two nmen approach, and ignored one and recogni zed the other, he wouldn't shoot -- no
matter how trigger-happy he was.

The corridor was narrow, and it curved to the left. Floor and ceiling were green. The |eft-
hand wal |l was white, set with unconfortably bright lights; the wall on the right was black, with a
roughened rubbery surface, obviously designed as a floor. Wrse yet, the doors were all trapdoors
| eadi ng down into the floor and up into the ceiling. Mdst of the doors in the floor were cl osed
and covered with wal kways. Most of the ceiling doors were open, and |adders led up into these. A
the | adders and wal kways | ooked ol d and crude, colony-built, and all were riveted into pl ace.

It was eerie. Everything was on its side. Wal king through this place was |ike defying
gravity.

Matt heard sounds and voi ces from some of the rooms above. They told himnothing. He
couldn't see what was happeni ng above him and he didn't try. He was listening for Castro's voi ce.

If he could get the Head to the fusion-drive controls -- wherever they were -- then he
could threaten to bl ow up the Planck. Castro had held out under threat of physical pain, but how
woul d he react to a threat to Al pha Pl ateau?

And all Matt wanted was to free one prisoner

... That was Castro's voice. Coming not fromthe ceiling but fromunderfoot, froma closed
door. Matt bent over the wal kway across it and tried the handl e. Locked.

Knock? But all of Inplenmentation was on edge tonight, ready to shoot at anything. Under
such circunstances Matt coul d be unconscious and falling | ong seconds before a gunman could | ose
interest in him

No way to steal a key, to identify the right key. And he couldn't stay here forever

If only Laney were here now.

A voice. Polly jerked to attention -- except that she felt no jerk; she did not know if
she had noved or not.
A voice. For sone tineless interval she had existed with no sensation at all. There were

pictures in her nenmory and ganes she could play in her nmind, and for a tine there had been sleep
Sone friend had shot her full of mercy-bullets. She renenbered the sting, vividly. But she'd
wakened. Mental games had fail ed; she couldn't concentrate. She had begun to doubt the reality of
her menories. Friends' faces were blurred. She had clung to the nmenory of Jay Hood, his sharp-
edged, scholarly face, easy to renenber. Jay. For two years they had been little nore than cl ose
friends. But in recent hours she had | oved hi mhopel essly; his was the only visual inage that
woul d conme clear to her, except for a hated face, wi de and expressionless, decorated with a bright
snowy noustache: the face of the eneny. But she was trying to make Jay come too clear, to give him
texture, expression, meaning. He had blurred, she had reached to bring himback, he had blurred
nore. ..

A voice. It had her conplete attention

"Polly," it said, "you must trust ne."

She wanted to answer, to express her gratitude, to tell the voice to keep talking, to beg
it tolet her out. She was voi cel ess.

“I would like to free you, to bring you back to the world of sense and touch and snell,"
said the voice. Gently, synpathetically, regretfully, it added, "I cannot do that just yet. There
are peopl e nmaking ne keep you here."

A voi ce had becone the voice, famliar, wholly reassuring. Suddenly she placed it.

"Harry Kane and Jayhawk Hood. They won't let nme free you" Castro's voice. She wanted to

scream -- "because you failed in your mission. You were to find out about ranrobot nunber one-
forty-three. You failed."
Liar! Liar! | didn't fail! She wanted to screamout the truth, all of the truth. At the

sane tine she knew that that was Castro's aim But she hadn't talked in so | ong!

"Are you trying to tell ne sonething? Perhaps | can persuade Harry and Jayhawk to let me
free your nmouth. Wbuld you like that?"

I'"d love that, Polly thought. I'd tell all the secrets of your ancestry. Something within
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her was still rational. The sleep, that was what had done it. How | ong had she been here? Not
years, not even days; she woul d have been thirsty. Unless they'd given her water intravenously.
But however long it had been, she'd slept for sone part of the time. Castro didn't know about the
mercy-bullets. He'd come hours early.

Wiere was the voice?

Al was silent. Faintly she could hear her pulse beating in her carotid arteries; but as
she grasped for the sound, it too was gone.

VWere was Castro? Leaving her to rot?

Speak!

Speak to ne!

The Planck was big, but its lifesystemoccupied |less than a third of its volune: three
rings of pressurized conpartments between the cargo hol ds above and the water fuel tanks and
fission-driven | anding notors bel ow. Miuch cargo had been needed to set up a self-sufficient
col ony. Much fuel had been needed to |and the Planck: trying to land on the controll ed hydrogen
bonmb of the fusion drive would have been |like | anding a blowtorch on a featherbed.

So the lifesystemwas not large. But neither was it cranped, since the conpartnents aft of
the corridor had been designed for the confort of just three growing famlies.

That which was now Jesus Pietro's interrogation roomhad once been a living room wth
sofas, a card table, a coffee table, a reader screen connected to the ship's library, a snal
refrigerator. The tables and other things were gone now, cut fromthe outer wall with torches |ong
ago. It had been a big room luxuriously so for a spacecraft, where roomis always at a prem um
It had had to be big. Any normal apartnent-dweller can step outside for a breath of air.

Now, upended, the roomwas nerely tall. Halfway up the walls were the doors which had | ed
to other parts of the apartnment. The door to the corridor had becone a trapdoor, and the door just
under it, a closet to hold spacesuits in case of emergency, could now be reached only fromthe
| adder. In the crescent of floor space at the bottom of the roomwere a | ong, heavy box, two
guards in chairs, an enpty chair, and Jesus Pietro Castro, closing the padded |lip of the speaking
tube at one corner of the box.

"G ve her ten minutes to think it over," he said. He glanced at his watch, noted the tine.

H s handphone buzzed.

“I'min the vivarium" Mjor Jansen reported. "The girl's a colonist, all right, in stolen
crew cl othing. W don't know where she got it yet. |I doubt we'll like the answer. W had to punp
antidotes into her; she was dying froman overdose of nercy-weapons."

"No sign that anyone cane with her?"

"I didn't say that, sir. There are two things. One, the wires were pulled on the chair she
was sitting in. Her helnet was stone dead. She couldn't have done that herself. Mybe that's why
one of the prisoners woke up this afternoon."

"And then he freed the others? | don't believe it. W would have noticed the pulled wires
afterward. "

"I agree, sir. So sonmebody pulled those wires after she was in the chair.”

"Maybe. What's your second point?"

"When the gas went off in the vivarium one of the four police wasn't wearing his nose
pl ug. We haven't been able to find it anywhere; his locker's enpty, and when | called his wife,
she said he took it with him He's awake now, but he has no idea -- "

"I's it worth bothering with? The guards aren't used to gas filters. O gas."

"There was a nmark on the nman's forehead, sir. Like the one we found this afternoon, only
this one is in ballpoint ink."

"Oh. "

"Whi ch neans that there nust be a traitor in Inplenmentation itself, sir.

"What makes you think so, Mjor?"

"The bl eedi ng-heart symnbol does not represent any known revol utionary organi zation
Further, only a guard could have made that mark. Nobody el se has entered the vivariumtonight."

Jesus Pietro swallowed his inpatience. "You may be right, Major. Tonorrow we'll devise
ways to snoke them out."

Maj or Jansen nade several suggestions. Jesus Pietro |istened, made appropriate coments,
and cut himoff as soon as he coul d.

Atraitor in Inplementation? Jesus Pietro hated to think so. It was possible, and not a
thing to be ignored; but the know edge that the Head suspected such a thing could damage
I npl enentation norale nore than any possible traitor

In any case, Jesus Pietro was not interested. No traitorous guard could have noved
invisibly in Jesus Pietro's office. The bl eeding heart was sonething el se entirely.
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Jesus Pietro called the power room "You aren't doing anything right now, are you? Cood.
Wyul d one of you bring us sone coffee.”

Three m nutes nore and he could resune interrogation

Jesus Pietro paced. He wal ked of f bal ance, with one arm bound i nmobil e agai nst his body:
one nore annoyance. The nunbness was wearing off in his mangl ed hand.

Yes, the bl eeding heart was sonething el se again. A gruesone synbol on a vivariumfl oor
Fi ngers that broke wi thout their owner noticing. An ink draw ng appearing from nowhere on a
dossier cover, like a signature. A signature.

Intuition was tricky. Intuition had told Jesus Pietro that somethi ng woul d happen tonight.
And sonet hi ng had; but what? Intuition, or sonething like it, had brought himhere. Surely he'd
had no | ogical reason to keep thinking about Polly Tournquist. Did she really know sonething? O
did his subconscious mnd have other notives for bringing himhere?

Jesus Pietro paced, following the arc of the inner wall.

Presently someone knocked on the door overhead. The guards | oosened their guns and | ooked
up. Fumbling sounds, and then the door dropped open and a man backed sl owy down the | adder. He
bal anced a tray in one hand. He did not try to close the door after him

The sl owboat had never been a convenient place to work. Ladders everywhere. The nman with
the tray had to back a Iong way down the full length of what had been a |arge, confortable |iving
room before he touched bottom

Matt poked his head through the doorway, upside down.

There was the | ab man, backing down the |adder with his coffee tray bal anced on one hand
On the floor were three nore nen, and one was Castro. As Matt's head appeared in the doorway each
pair of eyes glanced up, held Matt's stare for a nonment, then dropped.

Matt started down, |ooking over his shoulder, trying to hold eight eyes at once.

"Dammi t, Hood, help me up."

"Parlette, you can't possibly expect -- "

"Help me over to the phone."

"We'd be conmitting suicide,"” said Harry Kane. "What would your arny of relatives do when
they | earned we were holding you prisoner in your own house?"

“I"'mhere of my own free will. You know that."

"But will they know that?"

"My family will stand behind ne." Parlette set the palns of his hands on the chair arns,
and with trenendous effort, stood up. But once up, he was unable to nove.

"They won't know what's going on," said Harry Kane. "All they'll know for certain is that
you're alone in the house with three escaped vivarium prisoners."

"Kane, they wouldn't understand what's happening if | talked for two hours. But they'l
stand behind ne."

Harry Kane opened his nouth, closed it again, and began to trenble. He had to fold his
hands on the table to keep them from shaking. "Call them" he said.

"No," said Jay Hood.

"Help him Jay."

"No! If he uses that phone to turn us in, he'll go down as the greatest con man in
history. And we'll be finished!"

"“Ch, phut." Lydia Hancock stood up and w apped one of Parlette's arms around her neck. "Be
sensible, Jay. Parlette is the best chance we ever had. W've got to trust him" And she wal ked
hi m over to the phone.

Alnost tine to resune the interrogation. Jesus Pietro waited while the | ab nan deposited
his tray on the "coffin" and started back up

And he realized that his pul se was racing. There was cold perspiration dribbling wetly
down his ribs. Hs hand throbbed |ike a heart. His eyes flicked here, there, all about the room
| ooki ng for sonething that wasn't there

Wthin seconds, and for no reason at all, the interrogation roomhad becone a trap

There was a thunp, and every nuscle in his body junmped. Nothing there, nothing his eyes
could find. But he the nervel ess, el ephantine Castro, was junping at shadows. The roomwas a trap
a trap.

"Back in a nmonent,’
in Charge, and went up.

A guard said, "But, sir! Wat about the prisoner?"

said Jesus Pietro. He strode to the | adder, |ooking every inch the Man
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“I'"I'l be right back," said the Head, without slow ng.

He pull ed hinmself through the doorway, reached down, and closed the door. And there he
st uck.

He'd had no pl anned destination. Sonething had screaned at himto get out, sone intuition
so powerful that he had followed it wi thout questioning right in the mddle of an interrogation

What was he afraid of ? WAs he about to | earn some unpleasant truth fromPolly Tournquist?
O was it guilt? Surely he no longer lusted after the colonist girl. Surely he could control it if
he did.

No | npl enentation man had ever seen himthus: shoul ders slunped, face set in winkles of
fatigue, standing in a hallway because he had no place to go.

In any case, he had to go back. Polly Tournquist was waiting for the sound of his voice.
She m ght or mght not know things he needed to know.

He pull ed hinself together, visibly, and turned to face the door, his eyes sliding
automatically around the bright frosted pane in the wall. Men who worked in the sl owboats
devel oped such habits. As ceiling lights, the panel would have been just bright enough. As wall
lights, they hurt the eyes.

Castro's eyes slid around the pane, caught sonething, and cane back. There was a bl ue
scraw on the frosted pane.

Matt was al nost down the | adder when the man in the | ab coat started up

Matt addressed a subvocal comrent to the M st Denpons, who nade no obvi ous response. Then
because the |l ab nan was about to bunp into him he swung around to the underside of the |adder and
dropped. He landed with a thunp. Every head in the roomjerked around. Matt backed into a corner
steppi ng softly, waiting.

He'd known it fromthe beginning: He couldn't count on this power of his. At sone point he
woul d have enough of being afraid; the glandul ar caps over his kidneys would stop producing
adrenal i ne. .

The guard turned their eyes back to the ceiling. The | ab man di sappeared through the
doorway and cl osed the door after him Only Castro hinself continued to behave peculiarly; his
eyes kept darting around the roomas if searching for something that wasn't there. Matt began to
breat he nore easily.

The man with the coffee had appeared at just the right tinme. Matt had been about to | eave,
to see if he could find a fusion control room before he got back to Castro. He had, in fact,

di scovered that the frosted glass in the hall Iight would take ink; and he was narking it to show
whi ch door led to Castro, when soneone had rounded the corner, carrying coffee.
Castro was still behaving oddly. During the interviewin Castro's office, Matt had never

ceased to be afraid of him Yet now he seened only a nervous man with a bandaged arm

Danger ous thinking, thought Matt. Be scared!

Suddenly Castro started up the | adder

Matt nibbled his lower |ip. Sone conmic chase this was becom ng! Wiere was the Head going
now? And how could Matt hold six eyes, two above and four below, while clinmbing a | adder? He
started for the | adder anyway.

"But, sir! What about the prisoner?"

“I''"l'l be right back." Mtt backed into the corner again. Prisoner? Coffin. The word was
nearly obsol ete on Munt Lookitthat, where crew and col onist alike cremated their dead. But that
box against the wall was easily big enough to hold a prisoner. He'd have to | ook inside. But
first, the guards..

"It's the Head calling, Mjor."

"Thank you, M ss Lauessen.”

"Jansen, is that you?"

"Yes, sir."

"“I've found anot her bl eeding heart."

“I'n the Pl anck?"

"Yes. Right above the coffin room on a light. Now here's what | want done. | want you to
close the Planck's airlocks, flood the ship with gas, then conme in with a squad. Anyone you can't
identify imrediately, play a sonic over himto keep himquiet. Got it?"

"Yes, sir. Suppose the traitor is someone we know?"

"Use your own judgnent there. | have good reason to assune he's not a policenan, though he
may be in uniform How long will you need?"
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"About twenty minutes. | could use cars instead of elevators, but it would take just as
| ong. "

"Good. Use the cars. Seal off the elevators first. | want as nuch surprise effect as
possi bl e."

"Yes, sir."

"Execute."

The guards were no trouble at all. Matt stepped up behind one of the nen, pulled the gun

fromhis hol ster, and shot them bot h.

He kept the gun in his hand. It felt good. He was sick of having to be afraid. It was a
situation to drive a man right out of his skull. If he stopped being afraid, even for an instant,
he could be killed! But now, at |east for the noment, he could stop listening for footsteps, stop
trying to look in all directions at once. A sonic stunner was a surer bet than a hypotheti cal
undependabl e psi power. It was real, cold and hard in his hand.

The "coffin" was bigger than it had seened fromthe doorway. He found clanps, big and easy
to operate. The lid was heavy. Foam plastic covered the inside, with a sound-deadening surface of
smal | interlocking conical indentations.

I nsi de was somet hing packed very carefully in soft, thick white cloth. Its shape was only
vaguely human, and its head was not human at all. Mtt felt the back hairs stir on his neck
Coffin. And the thing inside didn't nove. If he had found Polly, then Polly was dead."”

He began unwrapping it anyway, starting with what passed for the figure's head. He found
ear cups, and underneath, human ears. They were bl ood-warmto the touch. Matt began to hope.

He unwr apped cloth froma pair of brown eyes. They | ooked up at him and then they
bl i nked.

Hopi ng was over. He had found Polly, and she was alive.

She was nore cocoon than girl. Toward the end she was helping to get the wappings and
paddi ngs and sensory wires off her |egs. She wasn't nuch help. Her fingers wouldn't work. Miscles
jerked rhythmically in her jaw, her arns, her |egs. Wen she tried to step out of the coffin Mitt
had to catch the full weight of her falling body, and they went down in a heap

"Thanks," she said unsteadily. "Thanks for getting ne out of there."

"That's why |'m here."

"I renenber you." She got up, clinging to his armfor support. She had not yet smled.
When Matt had uncovered her nouth and renpved the clanps and paddi ng, she had | ooked like a child
expecting to be slapped. She still did. "You're Matt sonething. Aren't you?"

"Matt Keller. Can you stand by yourself now?"

"Where are we?" She did not let go of his arm

“"In the mddle of the Hospital. But we have a fair chance to get out, if you do just as
say."

"How di d you get in?"

"Jay Hood tells ne | have a kind of psychic invisibility. As long as | can stay scared,
can keep people fromseeing me. That's what we have to count on. Hey, are you all right?"

"Since you ask, no." She smiled for the first time, a ghost grin, a rictus that vani shed
in a split second. She was better off without it.

"You don't look it. Come here, sit down." She was clinging to his upper armw th both

hands, as if afraid of falling. He |l ed her to one of the chairs. She's still in shock, he thought.
"Better yet, lie dowmn. On the floor. Easy...Now put your feet up on the chair. Wat the M st
Denmons were they doing to you?"

"It's a long story." Her brows puckered, |eaving a sudden deep V between her eyes. "I can

tell it fast, though. They were doing nothing to nme. Nothing and not hing and nothing." She |ay on
her back with her feet in the air, the way Matt had placed her, and her eyes | ooked up past the
ceiling, |ooked up at Not hing.

Matt wanted to | ook away. Polly was no |onger pretty. Her hair was a housecl eaners' nest,
and her makeup had gone every which way; but that wasn't it. Sonething had gone out of her, and
sonet hing el se had replaced it. Her pale face nirrored the ultimte horror of what she saw,
| ooki ng up at Not hi ng.

Presently she said, "How did you get here, WMatt?"

"Cane to rescue you."

"You're not a Son of Earth."

" No.

“"You could be a ringer. Harry's house was rai ded the night you cane."

"That's highly ungrateful for a naiden in distress.”
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"I"'msorry." But her eyes were watchful and suspicious. She took her feet off the chair
and rolled to sitting position on the floor. She was wearing an unfaniliar garnment, |like a
pl aysuit, but made of soft, flinsy fabric. Her fingers had found a corner of the cloth and were
playing with it, kneading it, pulling at it, rolling it, crunpling it. "I can't trust anything.
I'"mnot even sure |'mnot dreaming. Maybe I'mstill in the box."

"Easy," he said, and squeezed her shoul der reassuringly. "You'll get over -- "

She snatched at his hand to hold it there, so quickly that he al nost jerked away. Every
move she made was exaggerated. "You don't know what it was |ike! They wapped me up and put mne
away, and fromthen on, it was |ike being dead!" She was squeezing his hand, feeling the fingers
and the nails and the knuckles, as if she'd never touched a human hand before. "I kept trying to
renmenber things, and they were always just out of reach. It was -- " She stuck, her |arynx bobbing
and her lips twitching without sound. Then she junped at him

She knocked himflat on his back and w apped herself around him It was nothing like
af fectionate. She clung to himas if she were drowning and he a floating log. "Hey," said Matt.
"The gun. You knocked the gun away."

She didn't hear. Matt | ooked up at the door. It didn't nove, and there were no oni nous
noi ses.

“It's all right," he said. "It's okay now. You're out." She had her face buried in the
hol | ow of his shoul der, and she was novi ng against him Her arms were tight around his chest with
a grip of desperation. "You're out now " He massaged her neck and shoul der rnuscles, trying to do
what Laney had done ni ght before | ast.

The way she kept touching things, kneading them-- he understood now. She was making sure
they were real. The tinme in the coffin nust have been worse than he coul d i magi ne. She nust have
lost all touch with reality, all her faith in the solidness of things outside that artificial
wonb. And so she ran her hands along his back, traced the Iines of his shoul der bl ades and
vertebrae with her fingertips; and so she noved against himwth a sliding notion, with her toes,

her thighs, her arnms, her body -- as if sensing, sensing with every square inch of skin..
He felt hinself comng alive in response. Trapdoors and curved netal walls, guns and
I npl enentation police, ceased to matter at all. There was only Polly.

"Hel p nme," she said, her voice nmuffled.

Matt rolled over onto her. The soft, flimsy |ooking fabric of her junper tore like tissue.
Fleetingly, Matt wondered why it was there at all. And that didn't matter either

Presently Polly said, "Well. I'mreal after all."

And Matt, drifting peacefully down from sone far peak of N rvana, asked, "Was that what
you neant by hel p?"

"I didn't know what | neant. | needed help." She snmiled slowy, with her eyes as well as
her mouth. "Suppose it wasn't what | nmeant. Then what ?"

"Then |'ve call ously seduced you." He noved his head back a little to |l ook her in the
face. The change was incredible. "I was afraid you' d gone off the beamfor good."

"So was |."

Matt gl anced up at the trapdoor, then stretched to reach for the sonic. Nirvana was over.

"You really cane to rescue nme?"

“Yah." He didn't nention Laney, not yet. No point in spoiling this nonment.

"Thanks. "

"You're wel cone. We've still got to get out of here."

"You don't have any questions to ask ne?"

What was she doing, testing hin? Didn't she trust himnow? Well, why should she? "No," he
said, "no questions. But there are things |I've got to tell you -- "

She stiffened under him "Matt. Wiere are we?"

"In the Hospital. Deep in the Hospital. But we can get out."

She roll ed away and canme to her feet in one smooth notion. "We're in one of the slowboats!
VWi ch one?"

"The Planck. Does it matter?"

She scooped the other guard's sonic stunner fromhis holster in what | ooked |ike a racing
dive. "W can set off the fusion plant! Blow the Hospital and the crewinto the void nist! Cone
on, Matt, let's get noving. Are there guards in the corridor? How many?"

"Set off -- Are you out of your nind?"
"We'd wi pe out the Hospital and nost of Al pha Pl ateau." She picked up her ripped nock-
pl aysuit and threw it down again. "I'll have to depants one of these police. And that'll be it!

W'd win, Matt! Al in one stroke!"
"What win? W'll be dead!"
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She stood up with her hands on her hips and regarded himw th di sgust. Now she wore a pair
of I nplementation uniformpants too big for her. Matt had never seen anyone nore thoroughly alive.
"1"d forgotten. You aren't a Son of Earth. AL right, Matt, see how far you can get. You may be
able to get out of range of the blast. Personally, | doubt it."

"I've got a personal interest in you. | didn't cone all this way to have you conmit
suicide. You're coming with ne."

Pol Iy donned a guard's shirt, then hurriedly rolled up the pants, which were nuch too
I ong. "You' ve done your duty. |I'mnot ungrateful, Matt, but we just aren't going in the sane
direction. Qur notives aren't the sanme." She kissed himhard, pushed hi mback, and whispered, "I
can't pass up this chance." She started for the | adder

Matt bl ocked her way. "You haven't a prayer of getting anywhere w thout nme. You're com ng
with me, and we're |leaving the Hospital -- if we get that far."

Polly hit him

She hit himwith stiffened fingertips just under the sternum where the ribs make an
inverted V. He doubled up, trying to curl around the pain, not yet trying to breathe, but gaping
like a fish. He felt fingers at his throat and realized that she'd seen the gas filter and was
taking it.

He saw her as a blur at the corner of his eye, clinbing the | adder. He heard the door
open, and a nonent later, close. Slow fire was spreading through his lungs. He tried to draw air
and it hurt.

He' d never learned to fight. "The luck of Matt Keller" had made it unnecessary. Once he'd
struck a guard on the point of the jaw. Where el se would you hit sonebody? And who' d guess that a
slightly built girl could hit so hard?

I nch by inch he uncurled, straightened up. He drew his breath in shallow, painful sips.
When the pain over his heart would |l et himnove again, he started up the | adder

CHAPTER 13

| T ALL HAPPENED AT ONCE

POLLY MOVED at a gliding run. The gas filter was in place over her nose. She held the
soni c straight out ahead of her, pointed around the curve of the inner hull. If an eneny appeared,
that was where he would be, right in the gunsight. Nobody would conme at her from behind. She was
nmovi ng too fast.

As one of the inner core of the Sons of Earth, Polly knew the Planck as well as she knew
her own hone. The flight control roomwas a dianmeter's distance fromairlock. She ticked off the
doors as she passed under them Hydroponics...Library..

Flight Control. The door was cl osed. No | adder

Pol Iy crouched and sprang. She caught the handle at the top of her |eap. The door was not
| ocked; it was closed, because nobody ever used the flight control room Unfortunately the door
opened i nward, upward. She dropped back, frustrated, landing silently on her toes.

If she'd chosen the fusion room..but the fusion roomwas for fine control. There, the
Hospital electricians kept power running to the colonist regions. She'd have run into people, and
t hey mi ght have stopped her

The guard had carried a wallet.

She | eapt again, caught the knob and turned it, pushed the wallet between the door and the
janmb, where the catch of the |ock ought to be. Again she dropped, and again she leapt. This tine
she sl apped the flat of her hand hard against the door. It flipped upward...and over.

Far down the curve of the corridor sonmeone yelled, "Wuat's going on down there?"

Polly's chest heaved, pulling deep lungfuls of air through her nose, under perfect
control. She junped a last tine, caught the janmb, and pulled herself up. Heavy footsteps...Before
sonmeone could come into sight, she had cl osed the door

There was a | adder here, built into what had been the ceiling. Doubtless the Planck's
original crew had used it to clinb down fromthose six control chairs after the First Landing.
Polly used it now.

She squirmed into the second seat on the left and found the control panel and the bypass.
Part of the wall had been pried up, and a sinple iron bar had been wel ded into place between two
pl ates, renoving control fromthe flight control roomand giving it directly to the fusion room
In flight both control points had been necessary: the fusion roomto keep the drive working and
stable, and the flight control roomto keep it pointed. Now the fusion drive was used only for
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maki ng electricity, and Polly's control panel was dead.

She went down the |adder fast. There was a tool closet by the door. If it held a welding
arc --

It did.

And if there was no anesthetic gas around or if it wasn't inflammable..

Not hi ng expl oded as she turned on the wel der. She began wel di ng the door shut.

Al nost i medi ately she attracted attention. She coul d hear excited voices, nuffled by the
door. Then there was the faint nunbness of a sonic beaner. The door didn't conduct subsonics well,
but she couldn't take this |Iong. Nonethel ess she finished the welding job before she went back up
the | adder.

She used the welding arc to cut away the bypass. It was slow work. Inplenmentation would
surely have barged in on her before she finished. Now they could whistle for entrance. She had all
the tinme in the world. In their world.

Matt reached the corridor and began to wal k, |eaving the interrogati on room open behind
him He wal ked bent, with his chest half collapsed and his arns fol ded over the pain. He'd
forgotten to take the renmining sonic.

“I'"'mnot the dom neering type," he nuttered, perversely enjoying the sound of his own
voice. And, "Either that, or I'mtrying to dom nate the wong woman."

A heavy figure cane poundi ng around the curve. Jesus Pietro Castro, wearing a gas filter
and carrying a heavy nercy-sliver gun, looked up in tinme to avoid a collision. He jerked to a
stop, and then his nouth dropped open as he took in blue eyes, brown hair, a bitter and angry
colonist's face, an ear with a snall piece bitten out of it, and bl ood soaked into the collar of a
crewi sh overj acket.

"“You agree?" Matt said brightly.

Castro raised his gun. The "luck" was off.

And all the rage and humiliation in Matt broke |oose. "All right," he yelled, "look at mne!
Damm you, look at ne! |I'm Matthew Keller."

The Head stared. He did not fire. He stared.

"I crashed nmy way into your crummy Hospital singlehanded, twice! | cane through walls and

void m st and sleepy gas and nmercy bullets to rescue that damm woman, and when | got her | oose,
she punched ne in the gut and folded ne up like a flower! So go ahead and | ook!"

Castro | ooked and | ooked.

And finally Matt realized that he should have fired.

Castro swiveled his head fromside to side in a negative notion. But his eyes never |eft
Matt. And slowy, slowy, as if he were knee deep in hardening cenent, he noved one sl ow step
f orward.

Abruptly Matt realized what was happening. "Don't | ook away," he said hastily. "Look at
me." The Head was cl ose enough now, and Matt reached out and pushed the barrel of the nmercy-gun
aside, still striving to hold Castro's eyes. "Keep |ooking."

They stared eye to eye. Above his bulky fal se nose, Castro's eyes were renarkabl e: al
white and black, all whites and huge, expanded pupils, with practically no iris showing. H s jaw
hung | oose under the snowy handl ebar nmoustache. He was nelting; the perspiration ran in slow
streanms into his collar. Like a man in an ecstasy of fear, or awe, or worship...he stared.

Contract the pupils of eyes not your own, and you got psychic invisibility. Expand them
and you got...what? Fascination?

For damm sure, he had the Head's conplete attention. Matt drew back his fist, cocked it --
and couldn't follow through. It would have been |ike attacking a cripple. Castro was a crippl e:
one of his arnms was in a sling.

There was shouting fromdown the corridor, fromthe direction Polly had taken

The Head noved anot her gl uey step forward.

Too many enem es, before and behind. Matt sl apped the gun out of Castro's hand, then
turned and ran.

As he dropped through the door to the coffin room he saw the Head still |ooking after
him still held in the strange spell. Then he pushed the door closed above him

Polly cut the last of the bar away, and the control board came alight. She ran her eyes
qui ckly over the lighted dials, then once nore, slowy.

According to the control board, the fusion drive was as cold as Pluto's caves.

Pol Iy whistled between her teeth. It was no nal function of the board. The several dials
checked each other too well. Sonmeone had deci ded to black out the col ony regions.
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She couldn't start the drive fromhere. And she'd never reach the fusion roonm she'd
| ocked herself in with a vengeance.

If only this had been the Arthur O arke! Castro would never dare cut power to the crew.
The Cark's fusion plant nust be going full blast.

Wel |, now, she thought in growi ng excitenment. She slid out onto the |adder. There might be
a way to reach the d arke.

Jesus Pietro felt a hand shaking his shoul der. He turned and found Mj or Jansen. "Wat is
it?"

"We've flooded the Planck with gas, sir. Everyone who wasn't warned shoul d be unconsci ous,
unl ess he's behind doors. | wish there weren't so many filters floating around, though. Woever
we're after has had too good a chance to pick one up."

"CGood," said Jesus Pietro. He couldn't concentrate. He wanted to be alone, to think...no,
he didn't want to be alone..."Carry on,” he said. "Try the coffin room He may be in there.”

"He isn't. O if heis, there's nore than one traitor. Sonebody's in the flight contro
room welded in. It's a good thing the fusion plant is off."

"CGet himout. But try the coffin room too."

Maj or Jansen noved off in the direction of all the commotion. Jesus Pietro wondered what
he'd find when he finally looked in the coffin room Had Keller's ghost really gone in there, or
had he faded out while running up the corridor? Jesus Pietro wasn't sure.

But he was sure of the ghost.

He woul d never in his Iife forget those eyes. Those binding, blinding, paralyzing eyes.
They woul d haunt himthe rest of his life -- however nany mnutes that might be. For surely the
ghost didn't intend to let himgo now.

H s handphone rang. Jesus Pietro picked it off his belt and said, "The Head."

"Sir, we're getting some very strange reports,” said the voice of Mss Lauessen. "A | arge
nunber of cars are converging on the Hospital. Soneone claimng to represent the Council is
accusi ng you of treason."

"Me? OF treason?"

"Yes, sir." Mss Lauessen sounded strange. And she kept calling himSir.
"What grounds?"
"Shall | find out, sir?"

"Yes. And order themto |and outside the defense perineter. If they don't, set patrol cars
on them It's obviously the Sons of Earth." He clicked off and inmediately thought, But where did
they all come fron? And where did they get the cars?

And he thought, Keller?

H s handphone buzzed.

M ss Lauessen's voice had turned plaintive -- alnpost querulous. "Sir, the fleet of cars is
led by MIlard Parlette. He accuses you of nalfeasance and treason, and he orders you to give
yoursel f up for trial."

"He's gone insane." Jesus Pietro tried to think. It was all coming at once. WAs this why
Kell er had appeared to him shown hinmself at |ast? No nmysterious synbols, this time; no invisible
breaking of fingers. Keller's eyes..."Try to land the old man without hurting him The other cars
too. Oder themto set their cars on autopilot. Tell themthey won't be hurt. G ve them one
m nute; then knock themout with sonics."

"I hesitate to renmind you, sir, but MIlard Parlette is your superior officer. WIIl you
gi ve yoursel f up?"

Then Jesus Pietro renenbered that M ss Lauessen was al nbst pure crew. Did her veins carry
Parlette blood? It was reputedly easy to come by. He said the only thing he coul d.

"No. "

The phone cut off, cut himoff fromthe Hospital swi tchboard and fromthe world outside.

He' d gone off hal f-cocked, and be knew it. Somehow Polly's blow in the belly had made him
want to die. He'd stunmbled out into the corridor to be captured.

Not this time. He scooped up the remaining sonic and started for the ladder. This tine
he'd know just what he was doi ng when he went through that door

But why go through it at all? The thought stopped himat the foot of the ladder. If Polly
was going to blow the drive --

No, she'd never get that far. And she'd had all the rescuing she was entitled to. It was
time to think about escape. He | ooked up at the exit -- and shivered.

Some escape hatch. The nonent he poked his head out there, sonebody woul d shoot at it. He
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had to see his eneny to use the "luck," and he couldn't see in all directions at once.

Yet, this roomwas no place to stand off a siege. Al anyone would have to do would be to
fire mercy-needl es down toward the floor. If he | ooked before he fired, the "luck” would get him
but that statement applied to an ordinary sonic stunner. And so he wouldn't | ook

He had to get out.

But Castro's nose piece. It nmeant |nplenmentati on was using gas. The corridor nust be
already full of it.

Too many things to think about! Matt cursed and began going through a guard's pockets. The
guard stirred and tried to strangle Matt with linp fingers. Matt played the sonic over them both,
then finished his search. Neither guard had a gas filter

Matt | ooked up at the door. He could chance it, of course, but if there was gas in the
corridor, only that airtight door was protecting himnow It had to be airtight, of course.

Get to another roonf? There were the doors |eading to what must be bedrooms. But they were
hal fway up the walls and too far fromthe | adder.

And there, just under the exit, was a small door placed where any good apartnent woul d
have a coat closet. He mght be able to reach it.

It wasn't a coat closet, of course. It held two spacesuits.

And it wasn't easy to reach. Matt had to lean far out fromthe |adder to turn the knob
I et the door fall open, and then junp for the opening. Leaving the cubbyhole would be just as bad
when the time cane.

Spacesuits. They had hung on hooks; now they sprawl ed on the floor |ike enpty nmen. Thick
rubbery fabric, with a heavy netal neck-ring set with clanps to hold the separate hel net. Meta
struts in the fabric braced the rocket backpack and the control unit under the chin

Wuld the air converter still work? Ridiculous, after three hundred years. But there m ght
still be air in the tank. Matt found a knob in the control panel of one suit, twisted it, and got
a hiss.

So there was still stored air. The suit would protect him against gas. And the big

fishbowl of a helnet would not interefere with his vision, nor his "luck."

He snatched up the gun when the door to the corridor dropped open. A long nonent later two
| egs cane into sight of the |adder. Matt played the sonic over them A nman grunted in surprise and
toppled into view, and down.

A voice of infinite authority spoke. "You! Cone out of there!"

Matt grinned to hinself. Quietly he put the gun aside and reached for the suit. A wave of
di zzi ness made the world go dreany. He'd been right about the gas.

He turned the air knob on full and put his head through the neck ring. He took severa
deep breaths, then held his breath while he slid feet first into the suit.

"You haven't got a chance! Cone on out or we'll conme in after you!"

Do that. Matt pulled the hel met over, his head and resumed breathing. The dizziness was
passi ng, but he had to nove carefully. Especially since the suit was a size too small for him

The door dropped open suddenly, and there was a spattering of nmercy-slivers. A snarling
face and a hand came into view, the hand firing a nercy-gun. Matt shot at the face. The nan
sl unped, head down, but he didn't fall; soneone pulled himup out of sight by his ankles.

The air in the suit had a netallic snmell thick enough to cut. Matt winkled his nose.
Anyone el se woul d have been satisfied with one escape fromthe Hospital. Wo but Lucky Matt Keller
woul d have --

There was a roar |like a distant, continuous expl osion. Wat, Matt wondered, are they
trying now? He raised the gun

The ship shook, and shook again. Matt found hinsel f bouncing about like a toy in a box.
Sonehow he managed to brace his feet and shoul ders against walls. | thought the son of a bitch was
bl uf fing! He snatched at the stunner as it threatened to slide out into space.

The ship junped, slapping hard agai nst his cheekbone, as one whole wall of the ship ripped
away. The roar was suddenly | ouder, much | ouder.

"We're too close,"” said Parlette.

Hood, in the driver's seat, said, "W have to be cl ose enough to give orders."

"Nonsense. You're afraid someone will call you a coward. Hang back, | tell you. Let ny men
do the fighting; they know what they're doing. W've practiced enough."

Hood shrugged and eased back on the 3-4 throttle. Already theirs was the last car in a
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swarm of nore than forty, an armada of floating red taillights against the starry night. Each car
carried two of Parlette's line, a driver and a gunnan.
Parl ette, hovering like a vulture over the car's phone, suddenly crowed, "I've got Deirdre

Lauessen! Al of you, be quiet. Listen, Deirdre, this is an energency..."
And the others, Harry Kane and Lydi a Hancock and Jay Hood, |istened while Parlette talked.
It took himseveral ninutes, but at |ast he | eaned back, smiling with carnivorous white

teeth. "lI've done it. She'll put our accusation on the intercom Now we'll have |Inplementation
fighting each other."

"You'll have a tough tine justifying that accusation,” Harry Kane warned him

"Not at all. By the tinme | finished, | could convince Castro hinself that he was guilty of
treason, nual feasance of duty, and augnented incest. Provided -- " He paused for effect. "Provided
we can take the Hospital. If | control the Hospital, they' |l believe ne. Because |'|l|l be the only

one tal ki ng.

"The main point is this. Inlawl amthe man in charge of the Hospital, and have been
since Castro was the size of Hood. If it weren't nme, it would be some other crew of course. In
practice, it's Castro's Hospital, and | have to take it away fromhim W have to have contro
bef ore we can begi n changi ng the governnent of Mount Lookitthat. But once |'ve got control, | can
keep it."

"Look ahead."

"Police cars. Not many."

"Tight formation. | wonder if that's good? None of us ever had any training in dogfights."

"Why didn't you fight each other?”

"W expected to fight," said Parlette. "W never expected to fight the Hospital. So we --

"What the M st Denons is that?"

Parlette was |l eaning far forward in his seat, his m smatched hands braci ng hi magai nst the
dashboard. He didn't answer.

Harry shook his shoulder. "What is it? It looks Iike fire all around one end of the
Hospital ." Parlette seemed rigid with shock

And then one whol e end of the Hospital detached itself fromthe nain structure and noved
sedately away. Orange, flane bl ooned all around its base.

"That," said MIllard Parlette, "is the Planck taking off on its landing notors."

Polly was in the upper-left-hand seat. She mani pul ated the controls in front of her with
extreme delicacy, but still the knobs turned in short junps. Mnute flakes of rust nmust be com ng
| oose sonewhere in the chain of conmand that led fromthis control chair to the fission piles.

Finally the piles were hot.

And Polly tried the water val ves.

It seened to her that |ong ago soneone had deci ded to keep the slowboats ready for a fast
takeoff. It nust have been during the first years of the col ony, when nobody -- crew or colonist --
had been sure that an interstellar colony was possible. Then, others had forgotten, and the only
changes made since then had been the necessary ones.

Until the slowboats thensel ves were part of the structure of the Hospital, and the
interiors of the |ifesystens were a maze of |adders and jury-rigs. Until the organ banks were
nmoved entirely out of the ships, and the suspended ani mati on roons were closed off for good. Unti
the ships were nothing nore than electrical generating plants -- if one turned a blind eye to the
i nterrogation room and perhaps to other secrets.

And still the tool closets were undisturbed. And still there were spacesuits in the
upended roons, behind doors which hadn't been opened for centuries.

And still there was water in the |landing fuel tanks and uraniumin the |andi ng notors.
Nobody had bothered to renove them The water had not evaporated, not fromtanks nade to hold
water for thirty years against interstellar vacuum The uranium..

Polly valved water into the hot nmotors, and the ship roared. She yipped in triunph. The
shi p shuddered and shook al ong her whol e | ength. From beneath the wel ded door there were nuffled
screarns.

There was nmore than one way to tell a joke! The Planck's fusion drive was dead, but the
Arthur O arke's drive nust be running hot. And when Polly dived the Planck on it fromthe edge of
at nosphere, the explosion would tear the top from Al pha Pl at eau!

"Cone | oose," she whispered.

The Planck pulled | oose fromthe rock around it, rose several feet, and settled, nushily.
The huge ship seened to be bounci ng, ponderously, on something soft. Polly twisted the water fue

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20A%20Gift%20From%20Earth.txt (91 of 101) [1/19/03 5:31:30 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20A %20Gift%20From%20Earth.txt

valve to no effect. Water and pile were running at peak

Polly snarled lowin her throat. The pile nmust be nearly dead; it couldn't even manage to
lift the ship against Mount Lookitthat's point eight gee. If it weren't for the Ianding skirt
guiding the blast for a ground effect, they wouldn't be noving at all!

Polly reached far across to the seat on her right. A bar noved under her hand, and at the
aft end of the Planck, two fins noved in response. The ship listed to the side and drifted back to
nudge the Hospital, alnmost gently -- once, tw ce.

Live flane roared through the Hospital. It was water vapor heated beyond i ncandescence, to
the point where oxygen dissociated itself fromhydrogen, and it cut where it hit. Like death's
hurricane it roared through the corridors, cutting its way through walls where there were no
corridors. It killed nmen before they knew what was killing them for the first touch of the
super heat ed st eam nade them bl i nd.

The drive flanme spread its fiery death through a third of the ground fl oor

To men inside and outside the Hospital, to nmen who had never nmet and never would, this was
the ni ght everything happened at once. Sane nen | ocked their doors and found something to hide
under while they waited for things to stop happening.

"Laney. It nust be Laney," said Jay Hood. "She got through."

"El ai ne Mattson?"

"Right. And she got to the Planck. Can you imagi ne?"

"She nmust have a wonderful sense of timng. Do you know what will happen when she bl ows
the drive?"

"Ch, ny God. What'I|l we do?"

"Keep flying," said Parlette. "W'd never get out of range now. W mght just as well bul
through with this and hope M ss Mattson realizes the colonists are w nning."

"More police cars," said Harry Kane. "Left and right, both."

Pol Iy touched the bar again. The ship tilted to the other side and began to drift
ponderously away fromthe Hospital

She dared tilt the ship no farther. How nmuch cl earance did she have under the | anding
skirt? A foot? A yard? Ten? If the skirt touched the ground, the ship would go over on its side.

That was not part of Polly's plan.

Behi nd her the door had turned red hot. Polly glanced back with bared teeth. She noved her
hands over the board, but in the end left the settings just the way they were. She'd have to
circle all the way around the Hospital, but then she'd have a gliding run at the Arthur C arke.

And she'd hit it again and again until one ship failed.

She never noticed when the red spot on the door turned white and burned through

The ship junmped three feet upward, and Matt's head snapped down agai nst the cl oset floor.
When he | ooked up, the outer hull side of the roomwas tearing away |ike tissue paper, except for
t he agoni zed scream of old nmetal dying. And Matt was | ooking straight into Castro's office.

He couldn't think; he couldn't nove. The scene had a quality of nightmare; it was beyond
the rational. Mgic! he thought, and, Not agai n!

The Hospital was drifting away, dreamike. H's ears had gone dead, so that it all took
place in an eerie silence. The ship was taking off...

And there was no air in his helnet. The tank had hel d only one | ast wheeze. He was
suffocating. He pulled the clanps up with fingers gone linp and tingly, tossed the hel net away,
and gul ped air. Then he renenbered the gas.

But it was clean hot air, air fromoutside, howing through the gaping hole in the outer
hull. He sucked at it, pulling it to him There were spots before his eyes.

The ship was going up and down in a seasick nmanner. Wavering in the drive, Mtt thought,
and tried to ignore it. But one thing he couldn't ignore:

Polly had reached the controls. Apparently she was taking the ship up. No telling how high
they were already; the lights of the Hospital had dw ndled to the point where everything outside
was uniformy black against the Iighted room They were going up, and the room was w de open to
naked space, and Matt had no hel net.

The room seened steadier. He junped for the |ladder. The suit was awkward, but he caught
the | adder and nmade his way down, fighting the inbal ance caused by his backpack. It wasn't unti
he touched bottomthat the backpack caught his conscious attention

After all, if the Planck's landing nmotors still worked, why not a spacesuit's backpack?
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He peered down at a control panel neant to be read by fingertips. Wth the hel net on, he
couldn't have done it. The backpack was studded with small rocket notors; he wanted the ones on
the bottom of course.

How hi gh was he now?

He tried the two buttons on the bottom and sonething exploded on his back. It felt about
right, as if it were trying to lift him There was only one throttle knob. Doubtless it controlled
all the jets at once, or all that were turned on at a given tine.

Vel l, what else did he need to know? How hi gh was he?

He took one | ast deep breath and went out the hole in the wall. He saw bl ackness around
him and he twisted the throttle hard over. It didn't nove. It was already on full. Matt had
sonmething |i ke one second to realize that the backpack was for use in space, that it probably
woul dn't have lifted its own weight against gravity.

He hit.

Movi ng carefully, so as not to interfere with the men using welding torches, Mjor Jansen
peered up into the hole in the flight-control-room door

They had pushed a platforminto position under the door, so that two men could work at
once. The platformrose and settled, rose and settled, so that the major had to brace hinself with
his hands flat on the ceiling. He could see raven hair over the top of a control chair, and one
sl ender brown arm hangi ng down.

Jesus Pietro, standing below called, "How |ong?"

"A few seconds," said one of the men with cutting torches. "Unl ess she wel ded the hinge
side too."

"Do you know where we're going?" called the Head. "I do."

Maj or Jansen | ooked down, surprised. The Head sounded so odd! And he | ooked like an old
man i n poor health. He seened unable to concentrate on what was going on. He's ready for
retirenment, Major Jansen thought with conpassion. If we live through this..

"I do," Jesus Pietro repeated, and nodded to hinself.

Maj or Jansen turned away. He had no tine to feel synpathy for the Head, not while this was
goi ng on.

"She wel ded the hinge side," said one of the cutters.

"How | ong?"

"Three minutes if we work fromboth ends."

The ship continued to nmove, drifting along on its cushion of fire.

Fire swept along the edge of the trapped forest, leaving a line of licking red and orange
flame, ignored by the enbattled aircars above. Presently there were expl osions anpong the trees,
and then the whol e tongue of forest was afl ane.

Now t he Planck had | eft the defense perineter and noved into a place of shops and houses.
The crew who lived in those houses were awake, of course; nobody coul d have slept through that
continuous roar. Some stayed where they were; sone nade for the street and tried to run for it.
The ones who reached their basements were the ones who lived. A block-w de path of expl oded,
bur ni ng houses was the wake of the Planck

But now t he houses were enpty, and they didn't burn. They were of architectural coral, and
t hey had been deserted, nost of them for upwards of thirty years.

"We're through, sir." The words were hardly necessary. The cutters were pushing the door
aside, their hands protected by thick gloves. Mijor Jansen shoved through and went up the | adder
with panic at his back.

Polly's control board bewi | dered him Knowi ng that he knew as nmuch about flying spacecraft
as anyone behind him he continued to search for the dial or wheel or |ever that would change the
Pl anck's direction. Finally, puzzled, he |ooked up; and that was his undoi ng.

The flight control roomwas long. It projected through the cargo section to where the
outer and inner hulls net, and nost of it was transparent. Mjor Jansen | ooked out through the
outer hull, and he saw what was happeni ng out si de.

He saw the gl ow of the drive flanmes near the bottomof his view. To the right, a cora
house expl oding: the |ast house. Not far ahead, the black Iine of the void edge, com ng cl oser

And he froze.

"We're going over,'
surprise nor fear

said Jesus Pietro, standing under himon the | adder. He showed neither
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Maj or Jansen screanmed and buried his face in his arnmns.

Jesus Pietro squeezed past himand into the left-hand seat. H s decision was based on
|l ogic alone. If Major Jansen had not found the right control, then he was | ooking at the wong
panel ; and this was the only other control panel the colonist girl could reach fromwhere she was
sitting. He found the fin controls and tried them

The ship tilted back and began to sl ow

Still slowing, it drifted over the edge

Jesus Pietro | eaned back in his seat and watched. The Pl anck was no | onger supported by
the ground effect. Jesus Pietro felt a sensation like an elevator starting down. He watched the
cliff go by, faster and faster, a black shadow. Presently it was half the sky, and the other half
was stars.

Presently the stars went out.

The ship began to grow hot. It was hot and dark outside, and the ancient walls of the
Pl anck creaked and groaned as the pressure rose. Jesus Pietro watched, waiting

Waiting for Matthew Keller

CHAPTER 14

BALANCE OF PO/NER

HE STRUGGLED hal f awake, desperate to escape the terror of sleep. Wiat a wild nightnare
t hat was!

Then he felt fingers probing him

Agony! He braced and tried to draw away, putting his whole body into it. H's whol e body
barely tw tched, but he heard hinself whinper. A cool hand touched his forehead, and a voice --
Laney's? -- said, "Lie back, Matt."

He renenbered it later, the next tinme he woke. He woke slowy this tine, with the i mages
of his nenory formng around him Again he thought, Wat a nightrmare. But the inages cane clearer
too clear for a dream and:

H's right leg and nost of his right side were as nunb as frozen pork. Parts of himwere
not numb; they ached and stung and throbbed. Again he tried to withdraw fromthe pain, but this
time he was tied down. He opened his eyes to find hinmself surrounded.

Harry Kane, Ms. Hancock, Laney, and several others he didn't recognize all crowded around
his strange bed. One was a big woman with red hands and somewhat crew sh features, wearing a white
smock. Matt disliked her at once. He'd seen such snocks in the organ banks.

"He's awake." The wonan in white spoke with a throaty lilt. "Don't try to nmove, Keller
You're all splinted up. These people want to talk to you. If you get tired, tell ne right away and
I"lIl get themout of here.”

"Who are you?"

Harry Kane stepped forward. "She's your doctor, Keller. How do you feel ?"

How did he feel ? A nonent ago he'd realized, too late, that his backpack wouldn't [Iift

him But he couldn't renmenber the nile-long fall. "Am | going to die?"

"No, you'll live," said the woman doctor. "You won't even be crippled. The suit nust have
braced you against the fall. You broke a leg and sone ribs, but they'Il heal if you follow
orders. "

"Al'l right," said Matt. Nothing seened to matter nuch. Was he doped? He saw that he was on
his back, with one leg in the air and sonething bulky around his rib cage, interfering with his
breathing. "Did they put transplants in nme?"

"Never mind that now, Keller. You just rest and get well."

"How s Pol | y?"

"We couldn't find her."

"She was on the Planck. She nust have reached the drive controls."

"Ch!" Laney exclained. She started to say sonething, then changed her m nd

Harry said, "The Planck went over the edge."

"I see."
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"You got her | oose?"

"I got her |oose once," Matt said. The faces were growi ng hazy. "She was a fanatic. Al of
you, fanatics. She had all the rescuing I could give her."

The roomdrifted away, dreanlike, and he knew the Planck was taking off. Froma distance a
wonman's authoritarian crew lilt ordered "CQut, now, all of you."

The doctor escorted themto the door, and Harry Kane put a hand on her el bow and took her
with theminto the corridor. There he asked, "How I ong before he's well?"

"Let go, of me, M. Kane."

Harry did. "How | ong?"

"Don't worry, he'll be noinvalid. In a week we'll put himin a walking cast. In a nonth
we'll see."

"How | ong before he's back at work?"

“"Two nonths, with luck. Wy so eager, M. Kane?"

"Top secret."

The wonman scow ed. "Whatever you're planning for him you can bear in mnd that he's ny

patient. He won't be ready for anything else until | tell you so."
"Al'l right. | suggest you don't tell himabout the transplants. He wouldn't |ike that."
"They're in his records. | can't do anything about that. I won't tell him anything."
When she had left them Laney asked, "Wy so eager?"
"I have an idea about Matt. I'Il tell you about it later."
“"Don't you think we've used hi menough?"
"No," said Harry Kane. "1'd like to, but no."

Mllard Parlette was near exhaustion. He'd noved into Jesus Pietro Castro's office on
Sunday ni ght, even before the outer wall was replaced, and he'd lived there ever since. H's neals
were sent in, and he used Castro's cot when he slept, which was rarely. Sonetines it seenmed to
him that he was at the end of his life, that he'd waited just |ong enough to neet this -- the
crisis he'd foreseen a hundred years ago.

The Pl anck had done terrible danmage to the Hospital, but the work of rebuilding was well
in progress. Parlette had hired a construction firm hinself, paying themout of his persona
fortune. Eventually he would push a bill through the Council to reinburse him Now workmen were
painting the outer wall of his office, which on Sunday ni ght had been yawni ng space.

H s i nmedi ate problem was that half of Inplenentation wanted to quit.

The events of the previous week had had a disastrous effect on Inplenmentation norale.
Havi ng the Head accused of treason and deposed by force was only part of it. Elaine Mattson and
Matt hew Kel | er had done their part, castrating the Hospital with bonbs and stealth. The vivarium
prisoners had been freed to nmake slaughter in the Hospital corridors. The destruction of the
Pl anck had affected not just Hospital personnel but all of Al pha Plateau, for the Planck was half
of history.

Now | npl ementati on was faced with a dreadful confusion. Al raids on the col ony plateaus
had been cancel ed. Known rebels noved freely through the Hospital, and no one could touch them
Their attitude toward the police was rude and contenptuous. Runor had it that MIllard Parlette was
drafting newlaws to further restrict police power. It didn't help that the runors were true.

Parlette did what he could. He spoke to every man who wanted to resign. Sone he persuaded
to stay. As the ranks dwi ndl ed, he found new ways to use the nmen he had left.

At the sane tine he was dealing with the Plateau's four power blocs.

The Council of the Crew had followed Parlette in the past. Wth luck and skill and work he
woul d make them fol |l ow hi m agai n.

The crew as a whole would nornmally follow the Council. But a colonist revolt, in these
days of a weakened, disheartened |Inplenentation, night send theminto a full panic; and then the
Counci | woul d nmean not hi ng.

The Sons of Earth would foll ow Harry Kane. But Kane was beyond Parlette's control, and he
didn't trust Mllard Parlette at all

The nonrebellious majority of colonists would remain nonrebellious if Kane |eft them
al one. But the Sons of Earth, with their privileged know edge of the ranrobot gifts, could stir
themto killing wath at any tine. Would Harry Kane wait for the New Law?

Four power bl ocs, and I nplenentation too. Being Head nmeant an endl ess nmaze of details,

m nor conplaints, delivery of reprinmands, paperwork, petty internal politics -- he could get |ost
in such a maze and never know it until a scream ng colonist arnmy came to stormthe Hospital

It was a wonder he ever got around to Matt Keller
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Matt lived on his back, with his right side encased in concrete and his right |eg dangling
in space. He was given pills that reduced the pains to permanent, aggravating aches.

The wonman in the organ-bank snmock examined himfromtine to tine. Matt suspected she saw
himas potential organ-bank material, of dubious value. On Wdnesday he overheard someone calling
her Dr. Bennet. He had never thought of asking her name, as she had never thought of giving it.

In the early norning hours, when the sleeping pills were wearing off, or during afternoon
naps, he was pl agued by nightmares. Again his el bow snmashed a nose across a man's face, and again
there was the awful shock of terror and triunmph. Again he asked the way to the vivarium turned,
and raised his armto see the skin beaded with bright bl ood. Again he stood in the organ banks,
unable to run, and he woke drenched in perspiration. O, with a stolen sonic he dropped uniforned
men until the renenbered sonic backlash turned his armto wood. He woke, and his right arm had
gone to sleep under him

He thought of his famly with nostal gia. He saw Jeanni e and her husband every few nonths;
they lived not twenty mles fromGmma's major mning area. But he hadn't seen his nother and
father in years. How good it would be to see them agai n!

Even the nmenory of nmining worms filled himwi th nostal gia. They were unpredictable, yes,
but conpared to Hood or Polly or Laney...at |east he could understand m ni ng wormns.

His curiosity had been as dead as his right leg. On Wednesday evening it returned with a
rush.

Wiy was the Hospital treating hin? If he had been captured, why hadn't he been taken apart
al ready? How had Laney and Kane been allowed to visit hinf

He was frantic with inpatience. Dr. Bennet didn't appear until noon Thursday. Sonewhat to
his surprise, she was not at all reluctant to talKk.

"I don't understand it nyself,"” she told Matt. "I do know that all the live rebels have
been turned | oose, and we aren't getting any nore organ-bank naterial. A d Parlette's the Head
now, and a lot of his relatives are working here too. Pure crew, working in the Hospital."

“I't nust be strange to you."

"I't's weird. Ad Parlette is the only one who knows what's really going on -- if he does.
Does he?"

Does he? Matt groped at the question. "Wat nakes you think I know?"

"He's given orders that you're to be treated with an excess of tender |oving care. He mnust
have sone reason, Keller."

"l suppose he nust."

When it was obvious that that was all he had to say, she said, "If you've got any nore
questions, you can ask your friends. They'll be here Saturday. There's another weird thing -- all
the col oni sts wandering through the Hospital, and we've got orders not to touch them | hear sone

of them are proven rebels.”

“I'"'mone nyself."

"I thought you m ght be."

"After ny leg heals, will | be turned | oose?"

"l suppose so, fromthe way you' re being treated. It's up to Parlette." Her treatnent of
hi m had becone curiously anbivalent. By turns he was her inferior, confidant, and patient. "Wy
don't you ask your friends on Saturday?"

That ni ght they hooked up a sl eepnaker at the head of his bed. "Wiy didn't they do that
bef ore?" he asked one of the workmen. "It nust be safer than pills."

"You're looking at it wong," the man told him "Mst of the patients here are crew. You
don't think a crew woul d use a vivarium sl eepnaker, do you?"

"Too proud, huh?"

"I told you. They're crew. "

There was a |istening bug in the headset.

To Parlette, Matt was part of the paperwork. Hi s was one of the dossiers |lying on Jesus
Pietro's desk. Its cover was scorched, like the others; but the Head's office, on the second
fl oor, had escaped nost of the damage fromthe Planck's wildfire drive.

Parl ette went through all those dossiers and many nore. By now he knew that the worst
threat to his "New Law' was defection by the Sons of Earth. Only they, with their presuned contro
over the colonists, could make it work; and only they were beyond his control

Matt hew Kel l er's dossier was unusual in its skinpiness. There wasn't even a record of his
joining the rebel organization. Yet he nust belong. Castro's notes inplied that Keller had freed
the vivariumprisoners. He had been badly hurt invading the Hospital a second tine. He nust be
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partly responsible for the Planck disaster. He seenmed to be connected with the nystery of the
bl eedi ng- heart symnbol. A very active rebel, Mtthew Keller

Then there was Harry Kane's disproportionate interest in him

Parlette's first evanescent inpulse was to have himdie of his injuries. He'd caused too
much destruction already. Probably the Planck's library could never be replaced. But getting Harry
Kane's trust was far nore inportant.

On Thursday Dr. Bennet sent himword that Keller would be receiving visitors. Installing a
listening bug was an obvious precaution. MIllard Parlette made a note of the coming interview --
at Saturday noon -- then forgot it until then

When Hood had finished talking, Matt smiled and said, "I told you they were little hearts
and livers."

It didn't go over. The four of them | ooked solemly back at him like a jury circling his
hospi tal bed.

When they'd first cone in, he'd wondered if they were all slated for the organ banks.
They' d been so deadly serious, and they noved with coordination, as if they'd rehearsed this.

Hood had tal ked for al nost half an hour, w th occasional interruptions fromHarry Kane and

no conments at all from Laney and Ms. Hancock. It still seened rehearsed. You do all the talKking,
Jay, someone nust have said. Break it to himgently. Then...But what they'd told himwas all good.
"You' ve still got that bad-news |ook," he said. "Why so solem? Al is roses. W' re al

going to live forever. No nore Inplenentation raids. No nore being hauled off to the organ banks
without a trial. W can even build wooden houses if we're crazy enough to want them The
nm |l enniumhas cone at last."

Harry Kane spoke. "And what's to keep Parlette from breaking all his rash proni ses?"

Matt still couldn't see why it should involve him "You think he m ght?"

"Look at it logically, Keller. Parlette has Castro's job now He's the Head. He runs
| mpl enent ati on. "

"That's what you wanted, isn't it?"

"Yes," said Kane. "I want himto have all the power he can grab, because he's the only nman
who can put the New Law across -- if he chooses. But let's just back off a little and | ook at how
much power he does have

"He runs Inplenmentation.” Kane ticked it off on a finger. "He's trained his own clan to
use hunting guns. That gives himnopbst of the weapons on Mouunt Lookitthat. He can twi st the Counci
around his little finger. Parlette is well on his way to being the world's first emperor!"

"But you could stop him You said yourself that you can raise the col ony agai nst hi many
time you like."

Kane waved it off. "W can't do that. Sure, it's a good threat, especially after what
we' ve already done to Inplenmentation. But we don't want a bl oodbath any nore than Parlette does,
or says he does. No, we need sonething else to hold over him"

Four solemm faces waited for his reply. Wiat the M st Denons was this all about? Matt
said, "All right, you thought up the problen now think up an answer."

"We need an invisible assassin.”

Matt raised hinself on one shoul der and peered at Harry Kane around the white pillar of
his traction-bound | eg. No, Kane wasn't joking. The effort was exhausting, and he dropped back

Laney put a hand on his arm "It's the only answer, Matt. And it's perfect. No matter how

powerful MIlard Parlette becones politically, he'll never have a defense agai nst you."

"It's you or civil war," Kane put in.

Matt found his voice. "I don't doubt you're serious," he said wonderingly. "What | doubt
is your sanity. Do | look |like an assassin? |'ve never killed anyone. | never intend to."

"You did pretty well |ast weekend."

"What -- | used a stun gun! | hit sonme people with ny fist! Wiy does that nake ne a pro
killer?"

"You realize," said Hood, "that we never intend to use you as such. You're a threat, Matt,
not hing nore. You'll be one leg in the bal ance of power between the Sons of Earth and Ml ard
Parlette."

"I"'ma mner." Mtt gestured with his left hand the one that didn't pull cracked ribs. "A
mner. | use trained worns to dig for nmetal. My boss sells the netal, and buys worms and worm
food, and with luck he nakes enough to pay ny salary. Wait a mnute. Have you told Parlette about
this idea?"

"No, of course not. He'll never know about it unless you agree, and then we'll wait until
you're out of the Hospital."
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"M st Denpns, | should hope so. If Parlette gets the idea |I'm dangerous to him-- and ne
on nmy back like this -- | want to be on Delta before you tell Parlette. Hell | want to be on Earth
before -- "

"Then you agree?"

"No, Kane! No, | do not agree to anything! Don't you realize |I've got a fam|ly? Wat if
Parlette takes hostages?"

"Two parents and a sister," Hood anplified. "Parents on lota."

"Don't worry," Laney said soothingly. "We'Il protect them WMatt. They'll be safe.”

Kane nodded. "If anyone so nuch as harns a hair on your head, or threatens any nenber of
your famly. 1'll declare total war. 1'Il have to tell Parlette that; and to make himbelieve it,
I"1l have to nean it. And | do."

Matt thought very seriously about shouting for Dr. Bennet. It wouldn't work. Even if she
threw them out, they'd only conme back |ater

And Matt Keller was a man on his back. He could nove three inches to the side if he was
willing to endure the pain. Four inches, no. A captive audi ence.

"You' ve really thought it out, haven't you? Wiy did you wait so long to tell ne?"

Jay Hood answered. "I wanted to be here. This is ny day off."

"“You' re back teaching school, Jay?"

"It seens appropriate to teach history while we're naking it." In the dry voice there was
a barely conceal ed jubilation. Hood was in his elenent. Strange that he'd never suspected the size
of Hood's ego.

"You got ne into this,"” said Matt.

"Sorry. My apol ogies. Believe me, Matt, | only picked you as a probable recruit.” Wen
Matt didn't answer, Hood continued, "But we do need you. Let ne show you how much. You were dying,
Matt -- "

"Stop, Jay.!

"He has a right to know, Laney. Matt, those ribs you broke tore up your lung and your
di aphragm Harry had to talk Parlette into -- "

"Jay, shut up."

“"All right, Laney." He sounded hurt.

“Matt, we weren't going to tell you. Really we weren't."

Dead man's flesh was a part of him forever. Living under his rib cage: a strange, partia
resurrection.

Matt said, "All right, Laney. How do you stand on this?"

Laney | ooked down, then up to neet his eyes. "It's your choice, Matt. But if we don't have
you, we don't have anyone." She seened to stop, then hurried on. "Listen, Matt, you're neking a
big thing out of this. W're not asking you to rush right out and nurder sonmeone. W'd be
perfectly happy to see you go back to your mning worns. For all we care, you can stay there the

rest of your life, with a small extra inconme" -- "Thanks" -- "For being on standby alert. Maybe
Parlette's honest. Maybe he really does want to nake the Pl ateau a paradi se. Maybe all is roses.
But just in case -- " She leaned forward in the unconfortabl e hospital chair, gripping his wist
with one hand, |ooking deep into his eyes. Her nails cut the skin -- "just in case Parlette is
anbitious, then we'll need you to stop him Nobody else will be able to do it."

"W nust let himhave his power now. Sonmebody has to take power, or there'll be civil war
But if he needs to be stopped, and you don't stop him you'll be a coward."

Matt tried to pull his armaway. Torn nuscles reacted; it was as if he'd been kicked in
the side with a |l ead boot. "You're fanatics! Al four of you!" And he was trapped, trapped..

Laney let go. Slowy she sat back, her eyes soft and dreany, w th pinpoint pupils.

Matt rel axed. The others were | ooking at nothing. Jay Hood was humi ng under his breath.
Ms. Hancock scow ed at sone unpl easant thought.

"The luck of Matt Keller" had given hima breathing space.

"The luck of Matt Keller." A joke, a shaggy-dog story. If he hadn't used the power to
"rescue” Polly, she mght be alive now If he hadn't come running to Jay Hood for explanations,
he'd be back tending his mining worns. No wonder this formof "luck" had never appeared before.
Perhaps it never would again.

It was a detrinental nmutation. It had kept himvirgin until he was twenty-one. It had
killed Polly and caused Laney to see himas a tool instead of a man. It had sent himinto the
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Pl anck; he'd never have tried that wi thout his psychological invisibility. Into the Plank to die;
out, by blind luck, with a dead man's | ung.

A man shoul d have the sense to hide his differences.

Too late. They would forget him again and again, as often as he desired. But always they
woul d come back.

Matt Keller, tool, captive assassin.

Not i kel y!

"You," he said. "Ms. Hancock."

The others stirred, turned to face him returned to the world in which Matt Keller was a
factor to be considered.

"Ms. Hancock. Do you have anything to say to ne?"

"I don't think so," said the m ddl e-aged rebel who shoul d have been a shrew sh housewi fe.

“You didn't say a word while the others were browbeating ne. Wiy did you conme?"

She shrugged. "Just to see what woul d happen. Keller, did you ever |ose someone you
| oved?"

"Sure."

"To the organ banks?"

"My Uncle Matt."

"I did ny damdest to stop you fromgetting a transplant, Keller. Dr. Bennet says you'd
have lived without it, but of course you' d have been a cripple."

"I"d have been just as glad," said Matt, though he wasn't sure it was true.

"I wanted to smash the organ banks the first chance we got. Nobody el se seens to feel that
way. Maybe nobody el se had a husband cut up for the organ banks."

"Make your point."

She shrugged again. "I don't know if you're as inportant as Harry says. It seens to ne
nobody coul d be that inportant. You got us out of the Hospital, right. Parlette would never have
found us otherwise, right. We're grateful, right. But did we have to cut a man up to show how
grateful we are? You didn't do himany good.

"Well, he's dead, and we can't break up the organ banks yet. But we're trying to change
the aws so | ess people go into the organ banks and then only the ones that deserve it nost. |f
you were any kind of man, you'd be wild to help us. | say it's all you can do for that dead nan."

"For sweet charity."

M's. Hancock's nmouth closed like a trap

"I"'mgoing to join you," said Matt. "But not for sweet charity. And now I'I|l give you ny
reasons. "

"Go on," said Harry Kane. He was the only one who didn't show surprise.

"l can't go back to ny mining worns. That's absolute. But I'mno hired killer, and that's
for sure too. |'ve never coonmitted nmurder. | haven't wanted to, not often. If | ever kill a man
I"1'l want to know just why I'mdoing it.

"There's only one way | can be sure | wll."

"From now on, the five of us are going to be the |eaders of the Sons of Earth." That he
saw, jolted even Harry Kane. "I'Il want a hand in all decisions. I'll want all the information
avai l abl e to any of you. Wiat do you say, Harry?"

"Keep tal king."

Matt's mouth was dry. Harry Kane didn't like this, and Harry Kane was a bad eneny. "The
Sons of Earth can't commit nurder without my consent, and | won't give it unless | decide nurder
is necessary. To nmake that decision, I'd have to know everything, always. One nore thing. If |
ever decide one of you is trying to cheat nme, I'll kill you because cheating nme of information
will be murder."

"What makes you think you can handl e that nuch power, Keller?" Harry's voice was
di spassionate, ne[?] interested

"I have to try," Matt pointed out. "It's nmy power."
"Fair enough.” Harry stood up. "One of us will be here tonorrow, with copies of Parlette's
New Law, in full. If we decide to make changes later, we'll let you know. "

"Let me know before you nake the changes." Kane hesitated, then nodded. They went.

MIllard Parlette sighed and turned off the receiver. Invisible assassin? An odd phrase to
come froma practical man |ike Harry Kane. Wat could he have neant?
Kane would tell himeventually, of course.
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Even then it wouldn't nmatter. Kane could be trusted now, and that did matter. Now Kane had
a hold on MIlard Parlette. Be it real or imaginary, he would use that hold before he started a
civil war.

And MIlard Parlette could concentrate on the man waiting outside. |nplenentation had
sel ected one of their nunber to present a set of grievances. The nan nmust be getting angrier and
angrier as he waited for the Head' s attention

Parlette used the intercom "Send himin, Mss Lauessen."”

" CGood. "

"Wait. What's his nanme agai n?"

"Hal | ey Fox. Corporal."

"Thank you. Wuld you please send to Ganma and Delta and lota plateaus for records on
Matt hew Kel | er. "

"Done, m ne ancestor."

M st Dernons! How had Castro put up with the woman? Parlette smiled. Wiy not? Let himtake
care of Inplenentation and the Council, and Harry Kane would take care of the rest. An invisible
assassin had just lifted half the load fromhis back.

“I't"ll be one strange bal ance of power," said Harry Kane. "Parlette's got every weapon on
the planet except for what we've built in our basenents. He's got all the electrical and nedica
facilities, and nost of the wealth. And what have we got? Matt Keller."

"And lucky to get him" said Laney. Ared-haired girl in an iridescent dress passed them
wal ki ng qui ckly down the corridor. A crewgirl, probably visiting a relative. They stopped talking
until she had passed. Harry Kane grinned after her, grinned at her startled expression and at the
way she'd quickened her step to | eave them behind. They'd all have to get used to this soneday --
to the sight of colonists in the hallowed corridors of the Hospital

Jay Hood said, "Well, we've got him O has he got us?" He slapped the wall, making
gunshot echoes. "Can you imagi ne what the historians will say? They nay never figure it out."

Matt lay on his back and contenplated the ceiling.

He'd nade the right decision. He was sure of it. If he had a power, then soneone had to
have a use for it.

He hinself had none.

A detrinmental nutation is one that prevents the organismfrom surviving | ong enough to
breed. Matt's only hope of beconming a father lay in suppressing the "luck" entirely, at least in
his private life. An invisible man goes nowhere in a civilized society.

Soneone entered. Matt's eyes jerked hard over, caught by the iridescent blue of her dress.

"I beg your pardon," she said, and turned to | eave. She was tall and sl ender, and young,
with dark red hair curved into inmpossible contours. Her dress was of a type never seen on Delta
Pl ateau, | oose and clinging, and it glowed. A face lovely in its strangeness, with flared nostrils
and pronounced cheekbones, marked her as pure crew.

"Just a minute," Matt call ed.

She turned in surprise, not at what he'd said, but at his colonist accent. Then her back
strai ghtened and her chin lifted and her nouth became a hard, angry line. Matt flushed.

And before her eyes could coldly |eave him he thought, Look at ne.

Her eyes didn't turn. Her chin cane down and her face went soft and dreany.

Keep your eyes on mine, he thought at her. | fascinate you, right? Right. Keep | ooking.

She took a slow step toward him

Matt dropped the control. She took another step forward, and then she | ooked horrified.
She turned and ran fromthe room followd by Matt's pealing | aughter

Detrinental rmutation?

Maybe not .

The Qutsider ship was a Christnmas decoration, a hall of tinsel ribbons |ooping over and
under and around one another, never touching. It was the dianeter of New York with about the sane
popul ation, in beings |ike black cat-o'-nine-tails with thickened handl es.

M|l es ahead at the end of its tethering cables, the fusion drive spread dimlight over the
shi p. The baski ng-ranps cast vacuum sharp shadows across each other, and in the borderl ands
between |Iight and shade lay the crew. They lay with their heads in sunlight and their branched
tails in shadow, soaking up energy through thernoelectric currents. Fusion radiation sleeted
through their bodies, unnoticed. It was a peaceful, lazy tine.
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Bet ween stars there was little to do.

Until actinic blue flanme flashed across their course, throw ng hi gh-energy particles and
el ectromagnetic fields about with carefree abandon

In noments the object was out of sight, even to an Qutsider's sensitive eye. But not to
the ship's instrunents. In an hour the Qutsiders had it nailed: position, velocity, nass, design
thrust. It was netal, nmechanical, pushed by fusion, and fueled by interstellar hydrogen. Not a
primtive device, but...

Built by potential custoners.

In every, armof the gal axy were Qutsiders, using everything from photon sails to
reactionless, inertialess drives to push their ships; but always they travel ed through Ei nsteinian
space. Hyperdrive was -- vulgar. The Qutsiders never used hyperdrive.

O her species were different. They preferred not to dawdl e in space, enjoying the trip,
sightseeing, taking their time. Usually they preferred the speedy conveni ence of the hyperdrive
Blind Spot. Hundreds of times over, alien races had bought the secret of the hyperdrive from
passi ng Qutsi ders.

The trade ship, swing easily toward Procyon and the hunman col ony on W Made It, follow ng
Interstellar Ranscoop Robot #144. No chance of catching up, not at the custonmary .0l gee. No
hurry. Plenty of tinme...

In two sparks of fusion light, an industrial revolution nmoved on W Made It.
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