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I nt roducti on

Lat 7y Nivcn
"The Warriors" wasn't just the first tale of the kzinti. It was the first
story | ever offered for sale. | was daydreaning in math class, as usual

and | realized that I'd shaped a conplete story. So | wote it down, and
bought some magazines to get the editorial addresses, and started it
circul ating.
It was years before anyone bought it. By then I'd rewitten it countless
times, trying out what | was |learning frommy correspondence witing
course. Fred Pohl (editor of Galaxy and Wrlds of If in those days) saw it
of ten enough that he eventually wote, "I think this can be inproved
but maybe you're tired of reworking it, so I'll buy it as is . It was
probably his title, too.
The kzinti look a little blurred here, don't they? | mean, if you' ve known
t hem el sewhere. Subsequently they changed in several ways.
| learned to answer John W Canpbell's chall enge: "Show ne sonet hing t hat
thinks as well as a man, or better, but not like a man." The kzinti took on
nore detail, gained greater consistency and | ost sone of

I



2 The Man-Kzin Wars

their resenblance to humanity. They were born as one of a thousand catlike
aliens in science fiction. As | |earned how to make an alien from basic
principles, body and m nd and soul, the kzinti becane nore thensel ves.

At the same tinme they were changing in another way, evolving over severa
centuries. The Man-Kzin Wars changed them far nore than they changed
manki nd, because the wars killed off the least intelligent and nost

aggr essi ve.

Thi s book was conceived in a casual encounter

Marilyn and | were driving to a Nebula Awards banquet with Jim Baen in the
back seat. She drove, we tal ked ..

| knew about franchise universes. Jimand | had edited The Magic May Return
and More Magic, tales set in the Magi c Goes Away universe but witten by
friends whomwe had invited in. | had played i n nei ghbors' playgrounds,

too. "A Snowfl ake Falls" used Saberhagen's "Berserkers," by invitation. 1'd
witten a tale set at Lord Dunsany's "edge of the world," and a report on
the year the Necrononicon hit the coll ege canpuses in paperback, and a
study of Superman's fertility problens.

|'ve never been in a war, nor in any of the arned forces. Wars have
happened and nay happen again in nost of my series universes, including
known space, but you'll never see them | |ack the experience. Here are a
coupl e of centuries of known space that are dark to ne.

By the time we parked, Jimand | had agreed to open up the Man-Kzin Wrs
peri od of known space.

Any writer good enough to be invited to play in nmy universe will have
denonstrated that he can make his own. Wuld anyone accept my offer?
worried
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al so that intruders m ght ness up the playground, by violating ny
background assunpti ons.

But | did want to read nore tales of Known Space . . . and | hadn't
witten any in years.
For the Warlock's era | had witten a "bible," a set O assunptions, |ist

of avail abl e characters, backgrounds, a few story ideas. For the Man-Kzin
Wars the "bible" was already witten, by John Hewitt for the Chaosium

rol e-playing game, "Ringworld. " | photocopied the appropriate pages,
with his perm ssion and Chaosiun s.
| did not anticipate what happened.

| had to turn down one story outline and one conpleted story. It didn't
matter. Poul and Dean both turned in 40, 000-word novel | as! And now

they' re tal ki ng about sequels.

It's as if you can't say anything short in the Known Space universe

| guess I'mflattered. And |I surely got nmy wi sh. These stories read |ike
good Poul Anderson, and good Dean Ing, and good Niven; and N ven coul dn't
have witten them
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"I"msure they saw us com ng
"Do you see that ring, sir?"
The silvery inmage of the eneny ship alnost filled the viewer. It showed as
a broad, wide ring encircling a cylindrical axis, |like a mechanical penci
floating inside a platinumbracelet. A finned craft projected fromthe

poi nted end of the axial section. Angular letters ran down the axis,
totally unlike the dots-andcommas of Kzinti script.
"OfF course | see it," said the Captain.

"It was rotating when we first picked themup. It stopped when we got
within two hundred thousand niles, and it hasn't noved since."

"Me Captain flicked his tail back and forth, gently, thoughtfully, like a
pi nk lash. "You worry me," he commented. "If they know we're here, why
haven't they tried to get away? Are they so sure they can beat us?" He
whirled to face the A-T Oficer. "Should we be runni ng?"

"No, sir! | don't know why they're still here, but they can't have anything
to be confident about. That's

the Alien Technol ogies Oficer persisted.

7



8 The Man-Kzin Wars

one of the nost prinmtive spacecraft |1've ever seen." He noved his claw
about on the screen, pointing as he talked.

"The outer shell is an iron alloy. The rotating ring is a nethod of
imtating gravity by using centripetal force. So they don't have the
gravity planer. In fact they're probably using a reaction drive."

The Captain's catlike ears went up. "But we're lightyears fromthe nearest
star!"

"They must have a better reaction drive than we ever devel oped. W had the
gravity planer before we needed one that good."

There was a buzzing sound fromthe big control board. "Enter," said the
Capt ai n.

The Weapons Oficer fell up through the entrance hatch and cane to
attention, "Sir, we have all weapons trained on the eneny."

"Good." The Captain swung around. "A-T, how sure are you that they aren't

a threat to us?"

The A-T Oficer bared sharply pointed teeth. | don't see how they coul d be,
sir."

"Good. Weapons, keep all your guns ready to fire, but don't use them unl ess

| give the order. I'll have the ears of the man who destroys that ship
wi thout orders. | want to take it intact."
"Yes, sir. "

VWere's the Tel epat h?"

He's on his way, sir. He was asleep.”

"He's always asleep. Tell himto get his tail up here.
The Weapons O ficer saluted, turned, and dropped through the exit hole.
Capt ai n?"

The A-T Oficer was standing by the viewer, which now showed the ringed end
of the alien ship. He pointed to the mirror-bright end of the axial

cylin-
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der. "It looks like that end was designed to project light. That woul d
make it a photon drive, sir."
The Captain considered. "Could it be a signal device?"
“Urrrrr ... Yes, Sir."
"Then don't jump to conclusions.”
Li ke a piece of toast, the Tel epath popped up through the entrance hatch
He cane to exaggerated attention. "Reporting as ordered, sir."
"You omitted to buzz for entrance.”
"Sorry, sir." The lighted viewscreen caught the Tel epath's eye and he
padded over for a better |ook, forgetting that he was at attention. The
A-T Oficer winced, wishing he were sonewhere el se.
The Tel epath's eyes were violet around the edges. His pink tail hung
[inp. As usual, he | ooked as if he were dying for lack of sleep. H's fur
was flattened along the side he slept on; he hadn't even bothered to brush
it. The effect was far fromthe ideal of a Conquest Warrior as one can get
and still be a nenmber of the Kzinti species. The wonder was that the
Captain had not yet murdered him
He never woul d, of course. Telepaths were too rare, too val uabl e,
and- under st andabl y-t oo enptional ly unstable. The Captain al ways kept his
temper with the Telepath. At times like this it was the innocent
byst ander who stood to lose his rank or his ears at the clank of a
falling nol ecul e.

" That's an eneny ship we've tracked down," the

Captain was saying. "W'd like to get sone infornma

tion fromthem Wuld you read their mnds fbr us?"
"Yes, sir." The Telepath's voice showed his instant msery, but he knew
better than to protest. He left the screen and sank into a chair. Slowy
his ears folded into tight knots, his pupils contracted, and his ratlike
tail went linp as flannel
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The worl d of the el eventh sense pushed in on him
He caught the Captain's thought: ". . . sloppy civilian get of a sthondat
. " and frantically tuned it out. He hated the Captain's mnd. He
found other ninds aboard ship, isolated and bl anked t hem out one by one.
Now t here were none left. There was only unconsci ousness and chaos.
Chaos was not enpty. Sonething was thinking strange and di st urbi ng
t hought s.
The Tel epath forced hinself to listen

Steve Weaver floated bonel essly near a wall of the radio room He was

bl ond, bl ue-eyed, and big, and he could often be seen as he was now,

rel axed but conmpletely nmotionless, as if there were sone very good reason
why he shouldn't even blink. A streamer of snoke drifted fromhis |eft
hand and crossed the roomto bury itself in the air vent.

"That's that," Ann Harrison said wearily. She flicked four switches in

t he bank of radio controls. At each click a small |ight went out.
"You can't get thenf"
"Right. 1'll bet they don't even have a radio." Ann rel eased her chair

net and stretched out into a fivepointed star. "1've left the receiver
on, with the volune up, in case they try to get us later. Man, that feels
good! " Abruptly she curled into a tight ball. She had been crouched at

t he conmmuni cati ons bank for nore than an hour. Ann m ght have been
Steve's twin; she was alnost as tall as he was, had the same color hair
and eyes, and the flat nuscles of conscientious exercise showed beneath
her blue falling junper as she flexed.

Steve snapped his cigarette butt at the air conditioner, noving only his
fingers. "OCkay. Wat have they got?"
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Ann | ooked startled. "I don't know. "
"Think of it as a puzzle. They don't have a radio. How m ght they talk to
each ot her? How can we check on our guesses? W assune they're trying to
reach us, of course.”
"Yes, of course."
"Thi nk about it, Ann. Get Jimthinking about it, too." Jim Davis was her
husband t hat year, and the ship's doctor full tine. "You're the girl nost
likely to succeed. Have a snobg stick?"
"Pl ease. "
Steve pushed his cigarette ration across the room "Take a few 1've got to
go."
The depl et ed package cane whi zzi ng back. "Thanks," said Ann.
"Let me know if anything happens, will you? O if you think of anything."
I will. And fear not, Steve, something's bound to turn up. They nust be
trying just as hard as we are."
Every conpartnent in the personnel ring opened into the narrow
doughnut - shaped hall which ran around the ring's forward rim Steve pushed
hinself into the hall, jockeyed to contact the floor, and pushed. From
there it was easy going. The floor curved up to neet him and he proceeded
down the hall like a swimming frog. O the twelve nen and wonen on the
Angel's Pencil, Steve was best at this; for Steve was a Belter, and the
others were all flatlanders, Earthborn
Ann probably woul dn't think of anything, he guessed. It wasn't that she
wasn't intelligent. She didn't have the curiosity, the sheer |ove of
sol ving puzzles. Only he and Ji m Davi s-
He was going too fast, and not concentrating. He al nbst crashed into Sue
Bhang as she appeared bel ow the curve of the ceiling.
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They managed to stop thensel ves against the walls. "Hi, jaywal ker," said

Sue.

"Hi, Sue. \Were you headed?"
"Radi o room You?"

| thought I'd check the drive systens again. Not that we're likely to need
the drive, but it can't hurt to be certain."

"You'd go twitchy w thout sonething to do, wouldn't you?" She cocked her
head to one side, as always when she had questions. "Steve, when are you
going to rotate us again? | can't seemto get used to falling."

But she | ooked |ike she'd been born falling, he thought. Her small, slender
formwas neant for flying; gravity should never have touched her. "Wen |I'm
sure we won't need the drive. W might as well stay ready 'til then
Because |' m hopi ng you'll change back to a skirt. "

She | aughed, pleased. "Then you can turn it off. I'mnot changing, and we
won't be moving. Abel says the other ship did two hundred gee when it

mat ched courses with us. How many can the Angel's Pencil do?"

Steve | ooked awed. "Just point zero five. And | was thinking of chasing

them Well, maybe we can be the ones to open conmmunications. | just cane
fromthe radio room by the way. Ann can't get anything. "

Too bad. "

We'll just have to wait."

'Steve, you're always so inpatient. Do Belters always nove at a run? Cone
here." She took a handhold and pulled himover to one of the thick w ndows
which lined the forward side of the corridor. "There they are," she said,

poi nting out.

The star was both duller and larger than those around it. Among points

whi ch gl owed arc-| anmp bl ue-
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white with the Doppler shift, the alien ship showed as a dull red disk.
"I looked at it through the tel escope," said Steve. "There are |unps and
ridges all over it. And there's a circle of green dots and commas pai nted
on one side. Looked like witing."
"How | ong have we been waiting to neet then? Five hundred thousand years?

Wll, there they are. Relax. They won't go away." Sue gazed out the
wi ndow, tier whole attention on the dull red circle, her gleaning jet
hair floating out around her head. "The first aliens. | wonder what

they'Il be like."

"It's anyone's guess. They nust be pretty strong to take puni shnent |ike
that, unless they have sone kind of acceleration shield, but free fal
doesn't bother themeither. That ship isn't designed to spin." He was
staring intently, out at the stars, his big formcharacteristically
noti onl ess, his expression sonber. Abruptly he said, "Sue, |"'mworried."
" About what ?"
"Suppose they're hostil e?"

"Hostil e?" She tasted the unfanmiliar word, decided she didn't like it.
"After all, we know nothing about them Suppose they want to fight?

' d-"

She gasped. Steve flinched before the horror in her face. "Wat-what put
that idea in your head?"
"I"'msorry | shocked you, Sue."
"Ch, don't worry about that, but why? Did-shh."

Jim Davis had come into view The Angel's Pencil had left Earth when he
was twenty-seven; now he was a slightly paunchy thirty-eight, the ol dest
man on board, an am able man with abnormally long, delicate fingers. H's
grandfather, with the same hands, had been a worl d-fanpbus surgeon
Nowadays surgery was nornally done by autodocs, and the arachnodactyls
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were to Davis nerely an affliction. He bounced by, wal king on nmagnetic
sandal s, looking |ike a comedi an as he bobbed about the magnetic plates.
"Hi, group,"” he called as he went by.

"Hello, Jim" Sue's voice was strained. She waited until he was out of

si ght before she spoke again.

Hoar sely she whispered, "Did you fight in the Belt?" She didn't really
believe it; it was nmerely the worst thing she could think of.

Vehenently Steve snapped, "No!" Then, reluctantly, he added, "But it did
happen occasionally." Qickly he tried to explain. "The trouble was that
all the doctors- including the psychists, were at the big bases, like
Ceres. It was the only way they could help the peopl e who needed them be
where the miners could find them But all the danger was out in the
rock~.

"You noticed a habit of mine once. | never make gestures. Al Belters
have that trait. It's because on a small mining ship you could hit
somet hi ng wavi ng your armnms around. Something |like the airlock button."”
"Sonetines it's alnost eerie. You don't nove for mnutes at a tine."
"There's always tension out in the rocks. Sonetinmes a miner would see too
much danger and boredom and frustration, too nuch cranping inside and too
much room out si de, and he wouldn't get to a psychist in time. He'd pick

a fight in a bar. | saw it happen once. The guy was using his hands |ike
mal |l ets. "

Steve had been | ooking far into the past. Now he turned bacl~ to Sue. She
| ooked white and sick, like a novice nurse standing up to her first

really bad case. His ears began to turn red. "Sorry," he said niserably.
She felt like running; she was as enbarrassed as he was. |nstead she
said, and tried to nean it, "It
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doesn't matter. So you think the people in the other ship m ght want to, uh
make war ?"

He nodded.
"Did you have history-of-Earth courses?"

He smiled ruefully. "No, | couldn't qualify. Sometines | wonder how many
peopl e do."

"About one in twelve."
"That's not many."

"People in general have trouble assimlating the facts of |ife about their
ancestors. You probably know that there used to be wars before hmmt hree
hundred years ago, but do you know what war is? Can you visualize one? Can
you see a fusion electric point deliberately built to explode in the mddle
of the city? Do you know what a concentration canmp is? Alinmted action?
You probably think nmurder ended with war. Well, it didn't. The Il ast nurder
occurred in twenty-one sonething, just a hundred and sixty years ago.
"Anyone who says human nature can't be changed is out of his head. To make
it stick, he's got to define human nature-and he can't. Three things gave
us our present peaceful civilization, and each one was a technol ogi ca
change." Sue's voice had taken on a dry, renote lecture-hall tone, like the
voi ce on a teacher tape. "One was the devel opment of psychistry beyond the
al chem st stage. Another was the full devel opnent of land for food
production. The third was the Fertility Restriction Laws and the annua
contraceptive shots. They gave us roomto breathe. Maybe Belt mining and
the stellar colonies had something to do with it, too; they gave us an

i nani mat e eneny. Even the historians argue about that one.

"Here's the delicate point I'mtrying to nail down." Sue rapped on the

wi ndow. "Look at that spacecraft. It has enough power to nove it around
like a mail
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m ssile and enough fuel to nmove it up to our point eight l|ight-right?"
"Right."

11 -with plenty of power left for maneuvering. It's a better ship than
ours. If they've had tine to learn howto build a ship like that, they've
had time to build up their own versions of psychistry, nodern food
production, contraception, econom c theory, everything they need to
aboli sh war. See?"

Steve had to smile at her earnestness. "Sure, Sue, it makes sense. But
that guy in the bar cane fromour culture, and he was hostile enough. If
we can't understand how he thinks, how can we guess about the m nd of
somet hi ng whose very chemi cal makeup we can't guess at yet?"

It's sentient. It builds tools."

Right. "

"And if Jimhears you talking like this, you'll be in psychistry
treatnment. "

"That's the best argument you've given ne," Steve grinned, and stroked
her under the ear with two fingertips. He felt her go suddenly stiff, saw
the pain in her face; and at the same tinme his own pain struck, a rea
tiger of a headache, as if his brain were trying to swell beyond his

skul I'.

"I"ve got them sir," the Telepath said blurrily. "Ask ne anything."

The Captain hurried, knowi ng that the Telepath couldn't stand this for

l ong. "How do they power their ship?"

"It's a light-pressure drive powered by inconplete hydrogen fusion. They
use an el ectromagnetic ranmscoop to get their own hydrogen from space.”
"Clever . . . Can they get away from us?"
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"No. Their drive is on idle, ready to go, but it won't help them It's
pitifully weak."

VWhat ki nd of weapons do-they have?"

The Tel epath remained silent for a long tinme. The others waited patiently
for his answer. There was sound in the control dome, but it was the kind
of sound one |l earns not to hear: the whine of heavy current, the muted
purr of voices frombelow, the strange sound |ike continuously ripping
cloth which came fromthe gravity notors.

"None at all, sir." The Kzin's voice becane clearer; his hypnotic

rel axati on was broken by muscle twitches. He twisted as if in a

ni ght mare. "Not hi ng aboard ship, not even a knife or a club. Wit,

t hey' ve got cooking knives. But that's all they use themfor. They don't
fight."

They don't fight?"

"No, sir. They don't expect us to fight, either. The idea has occurred

to three of them and each has dismissed it fromhis nmnd."

"But why?" the Captain asked, know ng the question was irrel evant, unable
to hold it back.

| don't know, sir. It's a science they use, or areligion. | don't
understand, " the Tel epath whinpered. |I don't understand at all."

VWhi ch nust be tough on him the Captain thought. Conpletely alien

t houghts . "Wat are they doi ng now?"

"Waiting for us to talk to them They tried to talk to us, and they think
we nust be trying just as hard. "

"But why?-never mind, it's not inmportant. Can they be killed by heat?"

"Yes, sir."
"Break contact."
The Tel epath shook his head violently. He | ooked
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like he'd been in a washing machi ne. The Captain touched a sensitized
surface and bel | owed, "Wapons O ficer!"

"Here."

"Use the inductors on the eneny ship."

"But, sid They're so slow Wiat if the alien attacks?"

"Don't argue with ne, you-" Snarling, the Captain delivered an

i mpassi oned nonol ogue on the virtues of unquestioni ng obedi ence. Wen he
switched off, the Alien Technol ogies Oficer was back at the viewer and
the Tel epath had gone to sl eep

The Captain purred happily, wishing that they were all this easy.

When the occupants had been killed by heat he would take the ship. He
could tell everything he needed to know about their planet by exam ning
their life-support systern. He could locate it by traciDg the ship's
trajectory. Probably they hadn't even taken evasive action

If they came froma Kzin-like world it would beconme a Kzin world. And he,
as Conquest Leader, would command one percent of its wealth for the rest
of his life! Truly, the future | ooked rich. No | onger would he be called
by his profession. He woul d bear a nante ..

"Incidental information," said the A-T Oficer. "The ship was generating
one and twelve sixty-fourth gee before it stopped rotating."

"Little heavy," the Captain nused. "M ght be too much air, but it should
be easy to Kzinformit. AT, we find the strangest life forns. Remenber
t he Chunquen?"

Both sexes were sentient. They fought constantly."

"And that funny religion on Altair One. They thought they could travel
intime."
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"Yes, sir. Wien we |landed the infantry they were all gone."

"They must have all commtted suicide with disintegrators. But why? They
knew we only wanted slaves. And I"'mstill trying to figure out how t hey got
rid of the disintegrators afterward."

"Some beings," said the A-T Oficer, 11 will do anything to keep their
beliefs.”

El even years beyond Pluto, eight years from her destination, the fourth
colony ship to W Made It fell between the stars. Before her the stars were
green-white and bl ue-white, blazing points agai nst nascent bl ack. Behind
they were sparse, dying red enbers. To the sides the constellations were
strangely flattened. The universe was shorter than it had been

For awhile Jim Davis was very busy. Everyone, including hinmself, had a

t hr obbi ng bl i ndi ng headache. To each patient, Dr. Davis handed a tiny pink
pill fromthe di spenser slot of the huge autodoc which covered the back
wal |l of the infirmary. They milled outside the door waiting for the pills
to take effect''looking like a full-fledged nob in the narrow corridor; and
t hen someone thought it would be a good idea to go to the |ounge, and
everyone followed him It was an unusually silent npb. Nobody felt |ike

tal king while the pain was with them Even the sound of magnetic sandal s
was lost in the plastic pile rug.

Steve saw Ji m Davis behind him "Hey, Doc," he called softly. "How | ong

bef ore the pain stops?"

"M ne's gone away. You got your pills alittle after | did, right?"
"Ri ght. Thanks, Doc."

They didn't take pain well, these people. They were unused to it.



20 The Man-Kzin Wars

In single file they wal ked or floated into the | ounge. Low pitched
conversations started. People took couches, using the sticky plastic
strips on their falling junmpers. Qthers stood or floated near walls. The
| ounge was big enough to hold themall in confort.

Steve wiggled near the ceiling, trying to pull on his sandals.

"I hope they don't try that again," he heard Sue say. "It hurt."

"Try what ?" Soneone Steve didn't recognize, halflistening as he was.

VWat ever they tried. Tel epathy, perhaps.”

"No. | don't believe in telepathy. Could they have set up ultrasonic
vibrations in the walls?"

Steve had his sandals on. He left the magnets turned off.

" a cold beer. Do you realize we'll never taste beer agai n?" Jim
Davi s' voi ce.

| mss waterskiing." Ann Harrison sounded w stful. "The feel of a pusher
unit shoving into the small of your back, the water beating agai nst your
feet, the sun ..

Steve pushed hinself toward them "Taboo subject,” he call ed.

"W're on it anyway," Jimboomed cheerfully. "Unless you'd rather talk
about the alien, which everyone else is doing. I'd rather drop it for the
monent. \What's your greatest regret at |eaving Earth?"
"Only that | didn't stay long enough to really see it.
"Ch, of course." Jimsuddenly remenbered the drinking bulb in his hand.
He drank fromit, hospitality passed it to Steve.

"This waiting makes ne restless,"” said Steve. "Wat are they likely to
try next? Shake the ship in Mrse code?"
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Jimsmled. "Muybe they won't try anything next. They may give up and

| eave. "

"Ch, | hope not!" said Ann.

"Woul d that be so bad?"

Steve had a start. What was Ji mthinki ng?

"Of course!" Ann protested. "We've got to find out what thev're Iike! And

t hi nk of what they can teach us, Jim"

When conversation got controversial it was good manners to change the
subject. "Say," said Steve, | happened to notice the wall was warm when
pushed off. Is that good or bad?"

"That's funny. it should be cold, if anything," said Jim "There's nothing
out there but starlight. Except-" A nost peculiar expression flitted across
his face. He drew his f'eet up and touched the magnetic soles with his
fingertips.
"Eeeee! Jim Jim"

Steve tried to whirl around and got nowhere. That was Sue! He switched on
his shoes, thunmped to the floor, and went to help.

Sue was surrounded by bew | dered people. They split to let JimDavis

t hrough, and he tried to | ead her out of the lounge. lie |ooked frightened.
Sue was mpani ng and thrashing, paying no attention to his effor-ts.

Steve pushed through to her. "All the netal is heating up," Davis shouted.
"W've got to get her hearing aid out."

11 infirmary," Sue shout ed.

Four of themtook Sue down the hall to the infirmary. She was still crying
and struggling feebly when they got her in, but Jimwas there ahead of them
with a spray hypo. He used it and she went to sleep.

The four watched anxiously as Jimwent to work. The autodoc woul d have
taken precious tine for
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di agnosi s. Jimoperated by hand. He was able to do a fast job, for the
tiny instrument was buried just bel ow the skin behind her ear. still, the
scal pel must have burned his fingers before he was done. Steve could feet
the growi ng warnth agai nst the soles of his feet.

Did the aliens know what they were doi ng?

Did it mtter? The ship was being attacked. H s ship.

Steve slipped into the corrider and ran for the control room Running on
magneti c soles, he |l ooked like a terrified penguin, but he noved fast.
He knew he might be nmaking a terrible mstake; the aliens mght be trying
desperately to reach the Angel's Pencil; he would never know. They had
to be stopped before everyone was roasted.

The shoes burned his feet. He whinpered with the pain, but otherw se
ignored it. The air burned in his nouth and throat. Even his teeth were
hot .

He had to wap his shirt around his hands to open the control-room door.
The pain in his feet was unbearable; he tore off his sandals and swamto
the control board. He kept his shirt over his hands to work the controls.
A twist of alarge white knob turned the drive on full, and he slipped
into the pilot seat before the gentle light pressure could build up.

He turned to the rear-view tel escope. It was aimed at the solar system
for the drive could be used for nmessages at this distance. He set it for
short range and began to turn the ship.

The eneny ship glowed in the high infrared.

"it will take longer to heat the crewcarrying section, reported the
Alien Technol ogies Oficer. "They'll have tenperature control there."
"That's all right. Wen you think they should all
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be dead, wake up the Tel epath and have hi m check." The Captain continued
to brush his fur, killing tinme. "You know, if they hadn't been so
conpletely helpless I wouldn't have tried this slow method. |I'd have cut
the ring free of the notor section first. Maybe | shoul d have done t hat
anyway. Safer."

The A-T Oficer wanted all the credit he could get. "Sir, they couldn't
have any bi g weapons. There isn't room Wth a reaction drive, the notor
and the fuel tanks take up nmost of the avail abl e space."

The ot her ship began to turn away fromits tormentor. its drive end

gl owed red.

"They're trying to get away," the Captain said, as the gl ow ng end swung
toward them "Are you sure they can't?"

"Yes, sir. That light drive won't take them anywhere."

The Captain purred thoughtfully. "Wat would happen if the light hit our
shi p?"

"Just a bright light, I think. The lens is flat, so it nust be emtting
a very wi de beam They'd need a parabolic reflector to be dangerous.

Unl ess-" Hi s ears went straight up

"Unl ess what ?" The Captain spoke softly, demandi ngly.

"Alaser. But that's all right, sir. They don't have any weapons.

The Captain sprang at the control board. "Stupidl" he spat. "They don't
know weapons from st hondat bl ood. Wapons O ficer! How could a tel epath
find out what they don't know? WEAPONS OFFI CER! "

"Here, sir."
"Burn--"
An awful light shone in the control done. The Captain burst into flane,

then blew out as the air left through a glowing split in the done.



24 The Man-Kzin Wars

Steve was lying on his back. The ship was spinning again, pressing him
into what felt |ike his own bunk

He opened his eyes.

Jim Davis crossed the room and stood over him "You awake?"
Steve sat bolt upright, his eyes w de.
"Easy." Jinmls gray eyes were concerned.

Steve blinked up at him "Wat happened?" he asked, and di scovered how
hoar se he was.

Jimsat down in one of the chairs. "You tell me. W tried to get to the
control room when the ship started nmoving. Wiy didn't you ring the
strap-down? You turned off the drive just as Ann cane through the door
Then you fainted."

"How about the other ship?" Steve tried to repress the urgency in his
voi ce, and couldn't.

"Some of the others are over there now, exami ning the weckage." Steve
felt his heart stop. "I guess | was afraid fromthe start that alien ship
was dangerous. |'m nore psychist than endee, and | qualified for history
cl ass, so maybe | know nore than is good for ne about human nature. Too
much to think that beings with space travel will automatically be peace-
ful. | tried to think so, but they aren't. They've got things any

sel f-respecting human bei ng woul d be ashaned to have ni ght mares about.
Bonb m ssiles, fusion bonbs, |asers, that induction injector they used
on us. And antim ssiles. You know what that neans? They've got enem es
i ke thensel ves, Steve. Maybe nearby."

"so | killed them" The room seenmed to swoop around him but his voice
cane out mracul ously steady.
"You saved the ship."
"It was an accident. | was trying to get us away."
"No, you weren't." Davis' accusation was as casua
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as if he were describing the chem cal makeup of urea. "That ship was four
hundred nil es away. You woul d have had to sight on it with a telescope to
hit it. You knew what you were doing, too, because you turned off the
drive as soon as you'd burned through the ship."

Steve's back muscles woul d no | onger support him He fl opped back to
hori zontal. "All right, you know," he told the ceiling. "Do the others?"

"I doubt it. Killing in self-defense is too far outside their experience
| think Sue's guessed."
" Qooo. "

"I'f she has, she's taking it well,"” Davis said briskly. "Better than nost
of themw I, when they find out the universe is full of warriors. This
is the end of the world, Steve."
"What ?"

"I"mbeing theatrical. But it is. Three hundred years of the peaceful
life for everyone. They'll call it the Colden Age. No starvation, no war,
no physical sickness other than senescence, no permanent nental sickness
at all, even by our rigid standards. Wen soneone over fourteen tries to

use his fist on soneone el se we say he's sick, and we cure him And now
it's over. Peace isn't a stable condition, not for us. Maybe not for
anything that lives."
"Can | see the ship from here?"
"Yes. it's just behind us."
Steve rolled out of bed, went to the w ndow.

Soneone had steered the ships much closer together. The Kzinti ship was
a huge red sphere with ugly projections scattered at seem ng random over
the hull. The beam had sliced it into two unequal halves, sliced it |ike
an ax through an egg. Steve watched, unable to turn aside, as the big
hal f rotated to show its honeyconbed interior
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"Inalittle while," said Jim "the nen will be com ng back. They'll be

frightened. Soneone will probably insist that we arm oursel ves agai nst the
next attacks, using weapons fromthe other ship. 1'll have to agree with
hi m

"Maybe they' Il think I'msick nyself Maybe | am But it's the kind of
sickness we'll need." Jiml ooked desperately unhappy. "W're going to

become an armed society. And of course we'll have to warn the Earth .
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The kzin screanmed and | eaped.

In any true gravity field, Robert Saxtorph would have been dead half a
mnute later. The body has its wisdom and his had been school ed t hrough
hard years. Before he really knew what a thunderbolt was comng at him he
had sprung asi de-agai nst the asteroid spin. As his weight dropped, he
thrust a foot once nore to drive hinself off the deck, strike a wallfront,
recover control over his mass, and bounce to a crouch

The kzin was clearly not trained for such tricks. He had pounced strai ght
out of a crosslane, parallel to Tiamat's rotation axis. Coriolis force was
too slight to matter. But instead of his prey, he hit the opposite side of
Ranzau Passage. Pastel plastic cracked under the inpact; the netal behind
it boomed. He recovered with the swiftness of his kind, whirled about, and
snar | ed.

For an instant, neither being noved. Ten neters
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fromhim the kzin stood knife-sharp in Saxtorph's awareness. It was as if
he coul d count every redorange hair of the pelt. Round yell ow eyes glared at
hi mout of the catlike face, above the mouthful of fangs. Bat-w ng ears were
fol ded out of sight into the fur, for conbat. The naked tail was angl ed past
a columar thigh, stiffly held. The claws were out, jet-black, on all four
digits of either hand. Except for a phone on his left wist, the kzin was
uncl ad. That seened to make even greater his 250 centinmeters of height, his
barrel thickness.

Bef ore and behind the two, Ranzau Passage curved away. Wndows in the
wal | fronts were enpty, doors closed, signs turned off; workers had gone
hone for the nightwatch. They were always few, anyway. This industrial

di strict had been devoted largely to the production of spaceship equi prment
whi ch the hyperdrive was maki ng as obsol ete as fission power.

There was no tinme to be afraid. "Hey, wait a mnute, friend," Saxtorph
heard hinsel f exclaimautomatically, | never saw you before, never did you
any barm didn't even jostle you-"

O course that was usel ess, whether or not the kzin knew English. Saxtorph
hadn't adopted the stance which indicated peaceful ness. It would have put
hi m of f bal ance. The kzin bounded at him

Saxtorph rel eased the tension in his right knee and swayed aside. Com ng
upspin, his speed suddenly | essening his weight, the kzin-definitely not a
veteran of space went by too fast to change direction at once. As he
passed, al nost brushing the man, the gingery snmell of his excitenent

filling the air, Saxtorph thrust fingers at an eye. That was just about the
only vul nerabl e point when a human was unarnmed. The kzin yow ed; echoes
rang.

Saxt or ph was shouting too, "Help, nurder, help!"
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Sonebody should be in earshot of that. The kzin skidded to a halt and

whi pped about. It woul d have been astoundi ng how quick and agile his bulk

was, if Saxtorph hadn't seen action on the ground during the war.

Agai n saving his breath, the man backed downspin, but slantw se, so that
he added little to his weight. Charging full-out, the kzin handi capped
hi nsel f nmuch nore. The extra drag on his mass meant nothing to his
nmuscl es, but confused his refl exes. Dodgi ng about, Saxtorph concentrated
first on avoiding the sweeps of those claws, second on keeping the

vel ocity paraneters unpredictably variable. Fromtine to tine he yell ed.
One sl ash connected. It ripped his tunic fromcollar to belt, and the
undershirt beneath. Blood well ed al ong shal | ow gashes. As he junped
cl ear, Saxtorph cracked the blade of his hand onto the flat nose before
him It did no real harm but hurt. The kzin's eyes w dened. The pupi
of the undamaged one grew narrower yet. He had seen the scars across his
opponent's chest. This human had encountered at |east one kzin before,
face to face.
But Saxtorph was 15 years younger then, and equi pped with a Gurkha knife.
Now t he wi nd was gusting out of him H's gullet was afire. Sluggishness
crept into his notions. "Ya-a-ah, police, help! Ki-yai!"
A whistle skirled. The kzin halted. He stared past Saxtorph. The nman
dared not turn his head, but he heard cries and footfalls. The kzin
turned and sped in the opposite direction, upspin. He whirled into the
first crosslane he came to and di sappeared.
And that wasn't like his breed, either. Saxtorph sagged back agai nst a
wal | front and sobbed breath into his lungs. Sweat was cold and acrid on
him He felt the beginnings of the shakes and started calling
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cal m down on hinself, as the Zen master who hel ped train himfor war had
taught .
One cop waved off a score or so of people whomthe comotion had drawn
after him and his conpani on. The ot her approached Saxtorph. He was
stocky, cl ean-shaven, unremarkabl e except for the way he cocked his ears
forward-neither aristocrat nor Belter, just a comoner from Winderl and.
"Was ist hier 1os?" he demanded sonmewhat wildly.
Saxt or ph coul d have recalled the Dani sh of his chil dhood, before the
fam |y nmoved to Anerica, and brushed the rust off what German he'd once
studi ed, and nmade a stab at this | anguage. The hell with it. "Y-y-you
speak English?" he panted.
"Ja, sone," the policeman answered. "Vat is t'is? Don't you know not to
push a kzin around?"
"I sure do know, and did nothing of the sort." Steadi ness was returning.
"He bushwhacked me, conpletely unprovoked. And, yes, this sort of thing
isn't supposed to happen with kzinti, and | can't make any nore sense of
it than you. Aren't you going to chase hin®"

"He's gone," said the policeman glumy. "He vill be back in Tigertown and
t'etrail lost before ve can bring a sniffer to follow him How you goi ng
tell vun of t'ose Teufel fromanot'er? You come along to t'e station

sir. Ve vill give you first aid and take your statenment. "

Saxtorph drew a | ong breath, grinned |opsidedly, and replied, "Ckay. Il
want to nmake a couple of phone calls. My wife, and-it'd be smart to ask
Conmi ssi oner Markhamif | can put off my appointnent with him™



| RON 33
2

Tiamat is much | ess known outside its systemthan it deserves to be. Once
hyperdrive transport has becone readily avail able and cheap, it may well
be receiving tourists fromall of human space: for it is a curious
object, with considerable historical significance as well.

Crcling Al pha Centauri A near the middle of those asteroids called the
Serpent Swarm it was originally a chondritic body with a sideritic
conponent giving it nore structural strength than is usual for that kind.
A rough cylinder, about 50 kilometers in length and 20 in dianeter, it
rotated on its long axis in a bit over ten hours; and at the epoch when
humans arrived, that axis happened to be alnobst normal to the orbita

pl ane. Those who settled on Winderland paid it no attention; they had a
habi t abl e pl anet. The Belters who cane later, fromthe asteroids of the
Solar System realized what a treasure was theirs. Little work was needed
to make the cylinder snooth, control precession, and give it a
centrifugal acceleration of one g at the circunference. Wth its axial
orientation, the velocity changes for spacecraft to dock were mninal,
and magnetic anchors easily held themfast until they were ready to
depart. The excavation of roonms and passages in the yielding materi al

went rapidly. Thereafter, spaces just under the surface provided

Eart h-wei ght for such activities as required it, including the bringing
of babies to term farther inward were the |levels of successively |ower
wei ght, where Belters felt confortable and where other undertaki ngs were
possi bl e.

Everywhere around orbited nenbers of the Swarm their mineral wealth held
in negligible gravity wells. Tiamat boomed. It becane an industri al
center, de-
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voted especially to the production of things associated with spacefaring.
When the kzinti invaded, they were quick to realize its inportance. Their
i ntroduction of the gravity pol arizer changed many of the manufacturing
programs, but scarcely -affected Tiamat itself; one sel dom had any reason
to adjust the field in a given section, since one could have whatever

wei ght was desired sinply by going to the appropriate |evel.

Qut of the years that followed have conme countless stories of heroism
cowardi ce, resistance, collaboration, sabotage, sal vage, ingenuity,
intrigue, atrocity, nmercy. Sone are true. Certainly, when the human
hyperdrive arnada entered the Centaurian System Tiamat m ght well have
been destroyed, had not the Belter freedomfighters taken it over from

wi t hin.

So ended its heroic age. The rest is anticlimx. Mre and nore, new

t echnol ogi es and new horizons are making it a relic.

However, it is still populous and interesting. Not |east of its
attractions, though a mxed blessing, are the kzinti. O those who stayed
behind at this sun, or actually sought there, after the war---disgraced
conbat ants, individuals who had formed ties too strong to break, Kdapti st
refugees, eccentrics, and others | ess understandabl e-a goodly proportion
have their colony within Tiamat. Tigertown is well worth visiting, in a
properly briefed tour group with an experienced gui de.

Ti amat al so contains the headquarters of the Interworld Space Commi ssion
which |ikewi se is not as much in the awareness of the general public as
it ought to be. Now that the hyperdrive has abruptly opened a way to far
nore undertakings than there are ships and personnel to carry out,
rivalry for those resources often gets bitter. It can becone political
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pl anet versus planet at a time when faster-than-light travel has made
peace between them as necessary as peace between nations on Earth had
become when humanki nd was starting its outward venture. Until we have
created enough capability to satisfy everyone, we nust allocate. Al pha
Cent auri - Winder | and, parts of the Serpent Swarm al one anong human dwel | i ng
pl aces, suffered kzin occupation, alnost half a century ofit. Al pha
Centaurian nmen and wonen endured, or waged guerrilla warfare fromrenote
and desol ate bases, until the liberation. Who woul d question their

dedi cation to our species as a whol e?

At least, it was an obvious synbolismto nmake themthe host fol k of the
Conmi ssion; and Tiamat, not yet into its postwar decline, was a natura
choice for the seat.

3

"Good evening," replied Dorcas d engarry Saxtorph. The headwaiter had

i Mmediately identified her as being fromthe Sol ar System and greeted her
in English. "I was to neet Professor Tregennis. The reservation nmay be
in the name of Laurinda. Brozik." You didn't just walk into the Star
Well; it was snmall and expensive.

Very briefly, his snoothness failed himand he Il et his gaze linger. Ten
years after the end of the war, when outworlders had becone a substanti al
fraction of the patronage, she was nonetheless a striking sight. A
Belter, 185 centineters in height, slender to the point of |eanness, she
was not in that respect different fromthose who had i nhabited the Swarm
for generations. However, you seldom nmet features so severely classic,
fair-skinned, with large green eyes



36 The Man-Kzin Wars

under arching brows. The nol ding of her head was enphasized by the

Sol -Belter style, scalp depilated except for a crest of mahogany hair that
in her case swept hal fway down her back. A shimrery gray gown fol ded and
refol ded itself around carriage and gestures which, even for a person of
spacer ancestry, were extraordinarily precise.

The headwai ter regai ned professionalism "Ah, yes, of course, madane."
Dorcas didn't show her forty Earthyears much, but nobody woul d take her for
agirl. "This way, please."

The tabl es were arranged around a sunken transparency, ten meters across,
whi ch gave on the surface of Tiamat and thus the sky beyond. Nonrefl ecting,
inthe diminterior light it seened indeed a well of night which the stars
crowmded, slowy stream ng. The table Dorcas reached was on the bottomtier
with a viewdirectly down into infinity. A glowlanp on it cast softness
over cloth, silver, ceramc, and the two peopl e already seated.

Arthur Tregennis rose, courtly as ever. A Plateaunian of Crew descent, the
astrophysicist stood as tall as she did and still nore slim practically
skeletal. He had the flared hook nose and hi gh cheekbones of his Kkindred;
the long nail on his left little finger proclainmed himan aristocrat of his
pl anet, never subject to manual | abor. Dorcas sonetinmes wondered why he
kept that affectation, when he admitted to having synpathized with the
denocrats and their revolution, 33 years ago. Habit, perhaps. O herw se he
was an unassuming old fell ow.

"Wl come, ny lady," he said. Hs English was rather flat. Since the advent
of hyperdrive and hyperwave, he'd been to so many scientific conferences,
or in voice-to-voice contact with coll eagues, that native accent seened to
have worn of f---except,
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maybe, when he was with his own folk on top of Munt Lookitthat. "Ah, is
Robert detai ned?"

"I"'mafraid so," Dorcas let the waiter seat her. She'd reacquired a
little sophistication since the war. "He had a nasty encounter, and the
aftermath is still retro on him He told me to conme al one, give you his
regrets, and bring back whatever word you have for us.

"Ch, dear," Laurinda Brozik whispered. "He's all right, isn't he?"

The English of Tregennis' graduate student was harder for Dorcas to
follow than his. It was from W Mde It.

The young woman was not a typical Crashlander-is there any such thing as
a typi cal anything?-but she could not have been mi staken for a person
from anywhere el se. Likewise tall and finely scul ptured, she seened
attenuat ed, arachnodactylic, sonehow both awkward and eerily graceful

as if about to go into a contortion such as her race was capable of She
bel onged to the large albino mnority on the planet, with snow skin, big
red eyes, white hair conmbed straight down to the shoul ders. In contrast
to Tregennis' quiet tunic and trousers, she wore a gown of gol den-hued
fabric--an expert would have identified it as Terrestrial silk-and an
arrowhead pendant of topaz; but sonehow she wore them shyly.

"Well, he survived, not too upset." dancing at the waiter, Dorcas
ordered a dry martini, "-and | nean dry." She turned to the others. "He
was on his way to talk with Markham " she explained. "Late hour, but the
conmi ssi oner said he was too busy to receive himearlier. In fact, the
nmeeting was to be at an auxiliary office. The equi pnent at the regul ar
place is all tied up with-1"mnot sure what. Well, Bob was passing

t hrough a deserted section when a
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kzin came out of nowhere and attacked him He kept hinself alive, wthout
any serious damage, till the noise drew the police. The kzin fled."

"Ch, dear!" Laurinda repeated. She | ooked appall ed,

Tregenni s had a way of attacking problens from unexpected angles. "Wy
was Robert on foot?" he asked.

"What ?" said Dorcas, surprised. She considered. "The tubeway wasn't
convenient for his destination, and it's not nuch of a walk. Wat of it?"
"There have been anple incidents, | hear. Kzinti with their hair-trigger
tenmpers; and many hunmans bear an unreasoning hatred of them | should

t hi nk Robert would take care." Tregennis chuckled. "He's too seasoned a
warrior to want any trouble."

"He had no reason to expect any, | tell you." Dorcas curbed her
irritation. "Never mnd. It was doubtless just one of those things. He
has a ruined tunic and four superficial cuts, but he gave as good as he
got. The point is, the police are in an uproar. They were nervous enough
now they're afraid of nmore fights. They've kept himat the station, ques-
tioning himover and over, show ng him stereogranms of this or that
kzin-you can imagi ne. Wen | ast he called, he didn't expect to be free
for another couple O hours, and then, on top of having nearly gotten
killed, he'll be wung out. So he told me to neet you on behal f of us
bot h. "

.1 Horrible," Laurinda said. "But at |least he is safe."

"W regret his absence, naturally," Tregennis added, "and tw ce so when
we had invited you two to dinner here in celebration of good news."
Dorcas sniled. "Well, 1'Il be your courier. Wiat is the nessage?"

"It is for you to tell, Laurinda," the astrophysicist said gently.



| RON 39

The girl swallowed, |eaned forward, and blurted, "This nmornwatch | got
the word I'd hoped for. On the hyperwave. My father, he, he'd been away,
and afterward | suppose he needed to think about it, because that is a

| ot of noney, but-but if necessary, he'll give us a grant. W won't have
to depend on the Comm ssion. We can take off on our own!"

Ww- 00", Dorcas breathed

Though it made no sense, for a tunbling few seconds her mind was on

St ef an Brozi k, whom she had never net. He had been anobng those on W Made
It quickest to seize the chance when the Qutsiders came by with their
offer to sell the hyperdrive technology. For a while he was an officer
in one of the fleets that drove the kzin sublight ships back and back
into defeat. Returning, he made his fortune in the production of
hyperdrives for both governnent and private use-, and Laurinda was his
adored only daughter--

"It mll take a tinme," came Tregennis' parched voice. "First the draft
nmust cl ear the banks, then we must order what we need and wait for
delivery. The demand exceeds the supply, after all. However, in due
course we will be able to go."

H's white head lifted. Dorcas renmenbered what he had said to Markham
when the conmi ssioner declared: "Professor, this star of yours does
appear to be an interesting object. | do not doubt an expedition to it
woul d have scientific value. But space is full of urgent work to do

human work to do. Your project can wait another ten or fifteen years."
ron had been in Tregennis' answer: | cannot."

"Wonderful !'" exclai med Dorcas. Her jubilation was noderate merely because
she had expected this outconme. The only question had been how long it
woul d take. Stefan Brozik wouldn't likely deny his little girl
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a chance to go visit the foreign sun which she, peering fromorbit around
Pl at eau, had di scovered, and which could make her reputation in her chosen
field.

Nonet hel ess, Dorcas' gaze left the table and went off down the well of
stars. Al pha Centauri B, dazzling bright, had drifted fromit. She had
a clear viewtoward the Lesser Mgellanic Cloud. In yonder direction |ay
Beta Hydri, and around it swung Silvereyes, the nost renote col ony that
humanki nd had yet planted. Beyond Silvereyes-But glory filled vision
Laurinda's sun was a dimred dwarf, invisible to her. Strange thought,
that such a thing mght be a key to nysteries.

Anger awoke. "Maybe we won't need your father's noney," Dorcas said.
"Maybe the prospect will make that slime-bugger see reason.”

| beg your pardon?" asked Tregennis, shocked.

"Markham " Dorcas grinned. "Sorry. You haven't been toe-to-toe with him
over and over, the way Bob and | have. Never nind. Don't let himor a
guant um beaded kzin spoil our evening. Let's enjoy. W're going!"

4

The office of Uf Reichstein Markham was as austere as the man hinself.
Apart froma couple of chairs, a reference shelf, and a desk with little
upon it except the usual electronics, its |largeness held nostly enpty
space. Personal items anmpbunted to a pair of franed docunents and a pair
of pictures. On the left hung his certificate of appointnment to the
Interworl d Space Conmi ssion and a photograph of his wife with their

ei ght-year-old son. On the right were his citation for extraordi nary

her oi sm duri ng
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the war and a portrait painting of his nmother. Both wonen showed the pure

bl oodl i nes of Winderl and ari stocracy, the older one also in her expression

t he younger | ooked subdued.

Mar kham strove to maintain the same physical appearance. H s father had
been a Belter of means, whomhis nother married after the famly got in
trouble with the kzinti during the occupation and fled to the Swarm At age
50 he stood a slender, swordbl ade-straight 195 centinmeters. Stiff
gray-blond hair grew over a narrow skull, above pal e eyes, |ong nose,
outthrust chin that sported the asymmetric beard, a point on the right

side. Gray and closefitting, his garb suggested a mlitary uniform

| trust you have recovered from your experience, Captain Saxtorph," he said
in his clipped manner

"Yah, |'m okay, aside from puzzl enent. The spaceman settled back in his
chair, crossed shank over thigh. "Mnd if | snoke?" He didn't wait for an
answer before reaching after pipe and tobacco pouch

Markham s lips twitched the least bit in disdain of the uncouthness, but he

replied nerely, "W will doubtless never know what caused the incident. You
should not allowit to prey on your mnd. The resident kzinti are under
enor nous psychol ogical stress, still nore so than humans woul d be in

conpar abl e circumnmst ances. Besi des uprootedness and cul ture shock, they nust
daily live with the fact of defeat. Acceptance runs counter to an instinct
as powerful in themas sexuality is in humans. This individual, whoever he
is, must have lashed out blindly. Let us hope he doesn't repeat. Perhaps
his friends can prevail on him "

Saxt orph scowl ed. | thought that way, too, at first. Afterward | got to
wondering. | hadn't been near any kzinti ny whole tinme here, this trip.
They don't min-
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gle with humans unl ess business requires, and then they handle it by phone
if at all possible. This fellow was way off the reservation. He |urked
till 1 arrived, in that enpty place. He was weari ng a phone. Sonebody
el se, shadowi ng nme, could have called to tell himl was coning and the
coast was clear."
"Frankly, you are being paranoid. Wiy in creation should he, or anyone,
wi sh you harn®? You specifically, | nean. Furthernore, conspiracy |ike
that is not kzin behavior. It would violate the sense of honor that the
nmeanest anong them cherishes. No, this poor creature went wandering
about, trying to wal k off his anger and despair. When you chanced by,
like a game ani mal on the ancestral planet passing a hunter's blind, it
triggered a reflex that he |lost control of "
"How can you be sure? How nuch do we really know about that breed?"
"l know nore than nost humans. "
"Yah," draw ed Saxtorph, "I reckon you do."
Mar kham stiffened. H s gl ance across the desk was like a levelled gun.
For a nmonent there was sil ence.
Saxtorph got his pipe lit, blew a cloud of snoke, and through it peered
back in nore rel axed wise. He could afford to; somatic presence does make
a difference. Barely shorter than the Wnderl ander, he was hugely broader
of shoul ders and thicker of chest. H's face was w de, craggy-nosed,
shaggy- browed, w th downward-sl anted bl ue eyes and reddish hair that, at
age 45, was getting thin. \Watever clothes he put on, they soon | ooked
runpl ed, but this gave the inpression | ess of carel essness than of
activity.
"What are you inplying, Captain?" Markham asked | ow.
Saxt or ph shrugged. "Nothing in particular, Conm s-
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sioner. it's comon know edge that you have quite a lot to do with 'em
"Yes. Certain anong the rabble have called nme 'kzin-lover.' | did not
bel i eve you shared their sewer nmentality. "
"whoa, there." Saxtorph lifted a palm "Easy, please. O course you'd
take a special interest. After all, the kzin enpire, if that's what we
should call it, it's still out yonder, and we still know precious little
about it. Besides handling matters related to kzin com ngs and goi ngs,
you have to think about the future in space. CGetting a better handle on
their psychology is a real service."
Mar kham eased a bit. "Learning some conpassi on does no barmeither," he
sai d unexpectedly.
"Hn? Pardon ne, but | should think that'd be extra bard for you."
Mar kham s history flitted through Saxtorph's mnd. H s nother had
apparently married his comoner father out of necessity. Her husband died
early, and she raised their son in the strictest aristocratic and nmarti al
tradition possible. By age 18 Markhamwas in the resistance forces. As
captain of a conmando ship, he | ed any number of raids and gained a
reputation for kzin-like ruthlessness. He was 30 when the hyperdrive
armada from Sol |iberated Al pha Centauri. Thereafter he was active in
restoring order and building up a Winderl and navy. Finally | eaving the
service, he settled on the planet, on a restored Reichstein estate
granted him and attenpted a political career; but he | acked the needful
affability and willingness to conpromi se. It was runored that his
appoi ntnent to the Space Conmm ssion had been a way of buying himoff-he
bad been an often annoyi ng gadfly-but he was in fact well qualified and
wor ked consci enti ously.
The troubl e was, he had his own views on policy.
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Wth his prestige and connections, he had managed in case after case to wn
agreement froma voting mgjority of his coll eagues.

Saxtorph sniled and added, "Well, Christian charity is all the nore

val uable for being so rare."

Mar kham pricked up his ears. The pal e countenance flushed. "Christian!" he
snapped. "Areligion for slaves. No, | learned to respect the kzinti while
I fought them They were valiant, loyal, disciplinedand in spite of the
propaganda and horror stories, their rule was by no means the worst thing

t hat ever happened to Winderl and."

He cal med, even returned the smile. "But we have drifted rather far off
course, haven't we? | invited you here for still another talk about your

pl ans. Have | no hope of persuading you the mission is wasteful folly?"
"You' ve said the sane about damm near every proposal to do any rea

expl oring," Saxtorph grow ed.

"You exaggerate, Captain. Must we go over the old, tranpled ground agai n?

| amsinply a realist. Ships, equipnent, trained crews are in the shortest
supply. W need themcloser to hone, to build up interstellar comerce and
i ndustry. Once we have that base, that productivity, yes, then of course we
go forward. But we will go cautiously, if |I have anything to say about it.
Was not the kzin invasion a deadly enough surprise? Who knows what dangers,
nortal dangers, a reckless woul d-be gal axytrotter may stir up?"

Saxt orph sighed. "You're right, this has gotten to be boringly famliar
territory. I'Il spare you my argunent about how dangerous ignorance can be.
The point is, | never put in for anything much. For a voyage as |long as we
i ntend, we need adequate supplies, and our insurance carrier insists we
carry



| RON 45

doubl e spares of vital gear. The noney Professor Tregenni s wangl ed out of
his university for the charter won't stretch to it. So we all rendezvoused
here to apply for a governnent donation of stuff sitting in the
war ehouses.
"I't just might buy you a scientific revolution."
He had rehashed this with malice, to repay Markham for the latter's own
repetition. It failed to get the man's goat. Instead, the answer was,
mldly, | sawit as ny duty to persuade the Conmi ssion to deny your
request. Pl ease believe there was no personal motive. | w sh you well."
Saxtorpb grinned, blew a snoke ring, and said, "Thanks. Want to cone wave
goodbye? Because we are going. "
Mar kham t ook hi moff guard with a nod. | know. Stefan Brozik has offered
you a grant."
"Hub?" saxtorpb grabbed his pipe just before it landed in his lap, He
recovered his wits. "Did you have the hyperwave nonitored for nessages
to nmenbers of our party?" H's voice roughened. "Sir, | resent that."
"It was not illegal. I was . . . nore concerned than you think." Mrkham
| eaned forward. "Listen. A man does not necessarily |like doing what duty
conmands. Did you inmagine | don't regret choking off great adventures,
that | do not nyself long for the age of discovery that nmust conme? In ny
heart | feel a certain gratitude toward Brozi k. He has rel eased ne.
"Now, since you are inevitably going, it would be pointless to continue
refusing you what you want. That can only delay, not stop you. Better to
cooperate, w n back your goodwill, and in return have some influence on
your actions. | will contact ny coll eagues. There should be no difficulty
in getting a reversal of our decision.”
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Saxt or ph sagged back in his chair. "Judas ... priest. "
"There are conditions," Markhamtold him "If you are to be spared a |ong
time idle here, prudent men nust be spared nightmares about what grief you
m ght bring, on us all by some blunder. Excuse ny blunt | anguage. You are
amat eurs. "

Every explorer is an amateur. By definition."
You are under manned. "
"I wouldn't say so. Captain; conputerman; two pilots, who're also
experi enced rockjacks and pl anetsiders; quarternaster. Everybody conpetent
in a slew of other specialties. And, this trip, two scientists, the prof
and his student. What woul d anybody el se do?"
"For one thing," Markham said crisply, "he would counsel proper caution and
poi nt out where this was not being exercised. He would keep official policy
in your minds. The condition of your obtaining what you need i medi ately is

this. You shall take along a man who wi Il have officer status-"

"Hey, wait a minute. I'mthe skipper, ny wife's the mate as well as the
conput erman, and the rest have shaken down into a damm good team | don't
aimto shake it back up again."”

"You needn't," Markham assured him "This nman will be basically an observer
and advi sor. He should prove useful in several additional capacities. In
the event of ... disaster to the regular officers, he can take conmand,

bring the ship back, and be an inpartial witness at the inquiry."

"Mmm" Saxtorph frowned, rubbed his chin, pondered. "Maybe. It'Il be a

| ong voyage, you know, about ninety days cooped up together, with God knows
what at the end. Not that we expect anything nmore than interesting
astronom cal objects. Still, you're right, it is unpredictable. W're a

cl ose-knit crew,
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and the scientists seemto fit in well, but what about this stranger?"
"I refer you to nmy record,"” Markhamreplied. Wien Saxtorph drew a sharp
breath, the Winder| ander added, "Yes, | am doubtl ess being selfish.

However, ny abilities in space are proven, and-in spite of everything,
| share the dream”

5

.Ln her youth, before she becane a tranp, Rover was a nhaval transport,
UNS Ghost Dance, She took men and mat6riel fromtheir sources to bases
around the Sol ar System and brought sone back for furlough or repair.

A few tines she went into conbat node. They were only a few The kzint
hurled a sublight fleet out of Al pha Centauri at variable intervals, but
years apart, since one way or another they always |lost heavily in the
sangui nary canpai gns that foll owed. Ghost Dance would rel ease her twn
fighters to escort her on her rounds. Once they cane under attack, and
were the survivors

Rover m ght now be | ess respectabl e, nmaybe even a bit shabby, but was by
no nmeans a slattern. The Saxtorphs had obtained her in a postwar sal e of
surplus and outfitted her as well as their finances pernitted. On the
out si de she remai ned a hundred-neter spheroid, its snoothness broken by
ai rl ocks, hatches, boat bays, instrunent housings, comruni cati ons boom
grappl es, and mcroneteoroid pocks that had given the nmetal a matte
finish. Inboard, nuch nore had changed. Autonmated as she was, she never
needed nore than a handful to man her; on a routine interplanetary flight
she was quite capable of being her own crew. Most personnel space had
therefore been
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converted for cargo stowage. Those people who did travel in her had nore
room and confort than formerly. Instead of warcraft she carried two
Prospector class boats, primarily neant for asteroids and the |ike but well
abl e to maneuver in atnosphere and set down on a fair-sized planet. O her

machi nery was equally for peaceful, if occasionally rough use.
"But how did the Saxtorphs ever acquire a hyperdrive?" asked Laurinda
Brozi k. | thought licensing was strict in the Solar System too, and they

don't seemto be terribly influential."

"They didn't tell you?" replied Kanehaneha Ryan. "Bob |oves to guffaw over
that caper."

Her | ashes fluttered downward. A tinge of pink crossed the al abaster skin.
1, 1 don't like to ... pry-ask personal questions."

He patted her hand. "You' re too sweet and considerate, Laurinda. Unh, okay
to call you that? W are in for a long haul. I'm Kam "

The quartermaster was showi ng her around while Rover moved up the Al pha
Centaurian gravity well until it would be safe to slip free of Einsteinian
space. Her holds being vacant, the acceleration was several g, but the
interior polarizer maintai ned weight at the half Earth normal to which
heal t hy humans from every world can soon adapt. "You want the grand tour
not a hasty | ook-around |ike you got before, and wbo'd be a better guide
than me?" Ryan had said. "I'mthe guy who takes care of inboard operations,
everything fromdusting and polishing, through nmass trimand equi pnent
service, on to cooking, which is the real art."” He was a stocky man of
medi um hei ght, starting to go plunp, round-faced, dark-conplexioned, his
bl ue- bl ack hair streaked with the earliest frost. A gaudy sleeveless shirt
bul ged above canary-yell ow sl acks and t hong sandal s.
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"Well, I-well, thank you, Kam" Laurinda whi spered.

"Thank you, ny dear. Now this door |I'd better not open for you. Behind

it we keep chemi cal explosives for nining-type jobs. But you were asking
about our hyperdrive, weren't you?

"Well, after the war Bob and Dorcas-they met and got married during it,
when he was in the navy and she was hel ping beef up the defenses at | xa,
with a sideline in translation-they worked for Solar M nerals, scouting
the asteroids, and did well enough, commi ssions and bonuses and such

that at last they could make the down paynent on this ship. She was goi ng
pretty cheap because nobody el se wanted her. Wo'd be so crazy as to
conpete with the big Belter conpanies? But you see, nmeanwhile they'd
found the real treasure, a derelict hyperdrive craft. She wasn't UN
property or anything, she was an experinmental job a manufacturer had been
testing. Unmanned; a nonopol e neteoroid passed close by and foul ed up the
el ectronics; she |looped off on an eccentric orbit and was |ost; the
conpany went out of business. She'd becone a | egend of sorts, every
search had failed, on which basis Dorcas figured out where she nost
likely was, and she and Bob went | ooking on their own tine. As soon as
they were ready they announced their discovery, clained salvage rights,
and installed the drive in this hull. Nobody had foreseen anything |ike
that, and besides, they'd hired a smart |awer. The rul es have since been
changed, of course, but we conme under a grandfather clause. So here we've
got the only conpletely independent starship in known space."

It is very venturesone of you."

"Yeah, things often get precarious. Interstellar commerce hasn't yet

devel oped regul ar trade routes,
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except what govern nent-owned |ines nonopolize. W have to take what we
can get, and not all of it has been sinple hauling of stuff fromhere to
there. The last job turned out to be a Ienon, and frankly, this charter
is a godsend. Uh, don't quote me. | talk too nuch. Bob bears with ne, but
a tongue-1lashing from Dorcas can take the skin off your soul."
"You and he are old friends, aren't you?"
"Since our teens. He cane knocking his way around Earth to Hawaii, proved
to be a good guy for a haole, | sort of introduced himto people and
t hi ngs, we had sone grand tines. Then he enlisted, had a real yeager of
a war career, but you must know sonething about that. He | ooked me up
afterward, when he and Dorcas were taking a second honeymoon, and | ater
they offered me this berth."
"You had experience?"
"Yes, |'d gone spaceward, too. Cvilian. Interesting work, great pay,
glanmor to draw the girls, because not many fl atlanders wanted to | eave
Earth when the next kzin attack m ght happen anytine."
"It'seens so ronmantic," Laurinda murnured. "Superficially, at |east, and
to ne. "
"What do you mean, please?" Ryan asked, in the interest of draw ng her
out. Human females |like nen who will listen to them
"Ch, that is-Wat have | done except study? And, well, research. | was
born the year the Qutsiders arrived at W Made It, but of course they
were gone again |long before | could nmeet them In fact, | never saw a
nonhuman in the flesh till | came to Centauri and visited Tigertown, You
and your friends have been out, active, in the universe."
"I don't want to sound self-pitying," Ryan said, unable to quite avoid
soundi ng smug, "but it's been nostly sitting inboard, then working our
fingers off,
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frantic scranbl es, shortages of everything, and nonents of stark terror
A wi se man once cal |l ed adventure 'sonmebody el se having a hell of a tough
time ten light-years away."' "
She | ooked at himfromher slightly greater elevation and touched his
arm "Lonely too. You nust miss your famly."
"I'"'m a bachel or type," Ryan answered, forbearing to nmention the ex-w ves.
"Not that | don't appreciate you |adies, understand-"
At that instant, luck brought them upon Carita Fenger. She energed from
a cold locker with a hundred-liter keg of beer, intended for the sal oon
on her back, held by a strap that her left hand gripped. Hi gh-tech tasks
wer e apportioned anong all five of Rover's people, housekeepi ng chores
arnong the three crewren. This boat pilot was a jinxian. Her width cane
close to matching her short height, with linbs in proportion and bosom
nmore so. Ancestry under Sirius had nmade her skin al nbst ebony, though the
bobbed hair was no | onger sun-bl eached white but straw col or. Broad nose,
cl ose-set brown eyes, big nouth sonehow added up to an attractive face,

per haps because it generally | ooked cheerful. "Well, hi," she hail ed.
"What's going on here?"
Ryan and Laurinda halted. | am showi ng our passenger around the ship,"

he said stiffly.

Carita cocked her head. "Are you, now? That isn't all you'd like to show
her, | can see. Better get back to the galley, lad. You did prom se us

a first-meal feast." To the Crashlander: "He's a master chef when he puts
his mind toit. Good in bed, too."

Laurinda dropped her gaze and col ored, Ryan flushed likew se. "I'm
sorry," he gobbled. "Pilot Fenger's okay, but she does sonetinmes forget
her manners.
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Carita's laugh rang. "lI've not forgotten this nightwatch is your turn
Kam 1'lIl be waiting. O shall | seduce Comni ssioner Markhant--or

Prof essor Tregenni s?" To Laurinda: "Sorry, dear, | shouldn't have said
that. Being coarse goes with the kind of life I've led. I'll try to do

better. Don't be afraid of Kam He's harnless as |ong as you don't
encourage him™"

She trudged off with her burden. To sonebody born to jinx gravity, the
wei ght was trifling. Ryan struggled to find words. Al at once Laurinda
trilled laughter of her own, then said fast, "I apol ogize. Your
arrangenents are your own business. Shall we continue for as long as you
can spare the tine?"

6

The dat abase in Rover contained books as well as nusical and video
performances. Both the Saxtorphs spent a considerabl e amount of their

| ei sure reading, she nore than he. Their tastes differed enough that they
had separate ternminals in their cabin. He wanted his literature, like his
food, plain and hearty; Dorcas ranged wi der. Ever since hyperwave nade
transm ssion easy, she had been putting hundreds of witings by
extrasolar dwellers into the discs, with the quixotic idea of eventually
getting to know nost of them

The ship was a few days into hyperspace when she entered the sal oon and
found Tregennis. A couple of hours'workout in the gym followed by a
shower and change of coverall, left her aglow The Pl ateauni an sat

tal king with Markham That was unusual; the conm ssioner had kept rather
to hinself.

"I ndeed the spectroscope, interferoneter, the entire panoply of
instruments reveals nmuch," Tregennis was saying. "How el se did M ss
Brozi k di scover her
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star and learn of its uniqueness? But there is no substitute for a close
| ook, and who would put a hyperdrive in an unmanned probe?"

"I know," Markhamreplied. "I was sinply inquiring what data you al ready
possess. That was never nade clear to nme. For exanple, does the star have
pl anet s?"

"It's too small and faint for us to establish that, at the distance from
whi ch we observed. Ah, | amsurprised, sir. Were you so little interested

that you didn't ask questions?"
"why shoul d he, when he was vetoing our mssion?" Dorcas interjected. It
brought her to their notice. Tregennis started to rise. "No, please stay

seated." lie looked so fragile. "No offense intended, Landhol der Markham
I"'mafraid | expressed nyself tactlessly, but it seemed obvious. After all
you were

are a busy man with countless clains on your attention
"I understand, Mre. Saxtorph," the Winderl ander said stiffly. "You are
correct. Feeling as | did, | took care to suppress my curiosity."

Tregenni s shook his head in a bermused fashion. He doubtless wasn't very
famliar with the twists and turns the human mnd can take. Dorcas recalled
that he had never been married, except to his science
t hough he did seemto regard Laurinda as a surrogate daughter

The conputerman sat down. "In fact," she said conciliatingly, | stil

wonder why you felt you could be spared fromyour post for as long as we
may be gone. You coul d have sent sonebody el se.™

"Trustworthy persons are hard to find," Markham stated, "especially in the
younger generation."

"I'"ve gathered you don't approve of postwar devel opments on your planet."
Dorcas gl anced at Tregennis.
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"That's apropos the reason | hoped you would be here, Professor. |'m
readi ng The House on Crowsnest-"

"What do you nmean?" Markhaminterrupted. "Crowsnest is an area on top of
Mount Lookitthat. "

Dor cas curbed exasperation. Maybe he couldn't hel p being arrogant.
understand it's considered the greatest novel ever witten on Pl ateau,"
she said.

Tregenni s nodded. "Many think so. | confess the language in it gets too
strong for ny taste."
11 Well, the author is a Colonist, telling how things were before and

during the revolution," Dorcas said in Markham s direction. "Qppression
does not make people nice. The wonder is that Crew rul e was overthrown

al nost bl oodl essly. "

"I'f you please," Tregennis responded , we of the Crew fanmilies were not
nmonsters. Many of us realized reformwas overdue and worked for it. |
sympat hi zed nysel f, you know, although | did not take an active role.

do believe Nairn exaggerates the degree and extent of brutality under the
old order."

"That's one thing | wanted to ask you about. Hi s book's full of people,
pl aces, events, practices that nmust be famliar to you but that nobody
on any other planet ever heard of, Laurinda herself couldn't tell ne what
some passages refer to."

Tregennis smled. "She has only been on Plateau as a student, and was
born into a denmocracy. Wy shoul d she concern herself about ol d, unhappy,
faroff things? Not that she is narrow, she comes froma cultured hone,
but she is young and has a whol e uni verse openi ng before her."

Dorcas nodded. "A |lucky generation, hers."

"Yes, indeed. Landhol der Markham 1 nust disagree with views you have
expressed. Taken as a whole, on every world the young are rising

mar vel -
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ously well to their opportunities-better, | fear, than their elders would
have done."
"I't makes a huge difference, being free," Dorcas said.
Mar kham sat bolt upright. "Free to do what?" he snapped. "To be vul gar,
slovenly, ignorant, selfcentered, materialistic, coomwn? | have seen the
degradati on go on, year by year. You have stayed safe in your ivory
tower, Profelssor. You, Mrme. Saxtorph, operate in situations where a
nmeasure of discipline., sonetimes old-fashioned self-sacrifice, is a
condition of survival. But | have gotten out into the nmuck and tried to
stemthe tide of it."
| heard you'd run for your new parlianment, and I know you don't care for
t he popul ar nodern styles,"” Dorcas answered dryly. She shrugged. | often
don't nyself. But why shoul d peopl e not have what they want, if they can
cone by it honestly? Nobody forces you to join them It seems you' d force
themto do what pleases you. Well, that m ght not be what pleases nel"
Mar kham swal | oned. His ears lay back. | suspect our |ikes are not
extremely dissimlar. You are a person of quality, a natural |eader."
Abruptly his voice quivered. He nust be waging battle to keep his
feelings under control. "In a healthy society, the superior person is
recogni zed for what he or she is, and | esser ones are happy to be gui ded,
because they realize that not only they but generations to cone wll
benefit. The | eader is not interested in power or glory for their own
sake. At nost, they are means to an end, the end to which he gives his
life, the organic evolution of the society toward its destiny, the ful
flowering of its soul. But we are replacing |living Genw nschaft wth
nmechani cal Gesell schaft. The cyborg civilization! It goes as crazy as a
cyborg indi-
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vi dual . The | eading classes also | ose their sense of responsibility. Those
menbers who do not become openly corrupt turn into reckless
nmegal omani acs. "
Dor cas pal ed, which was her body's way of showi ng anger. "I've seen that
ki nd of thinking described in history books," she said. "I thought better
of you, sir. For your information, ny grandfather was a cyborg after an
accident. Belters always believed it was as crimnal to send convicts
into the organ banks as any crime of theirs could be. He was the sanest
man |'ve known. Nor have | noticed | eaders of free fol k doing nuch that
is half as stupid or evil as what the master classes used to order. 1'I1
make ny own m stakes, thank you."
"You certainly will. You al ready have. | must speak plainly. Your
husband' s insistence on this expedition, against every dictate of sound
judgrment, nerely because it suits himto go, is a perfect exanple of a
| eader who has ceased to be a shepherd. O perhaps you yourself are,
since you have aided and abetted him You could have renenbered how ful
of terrible unknowns space is. Belters are born to that understandi ug.
He is a flatlander."
Dorcas whitened entirely. Her crest bristled. She stood up, fists on
hi ps, to | oom over Markham and say word by word: "That will do. W have
endured your presence, that you pushed on us, in hopes you would prove
to be housebroken. W have now |listened to your ridiculous rantings
because we believe in free speech where you do not, and in hopes you
woul d soon finish. Instead, you have delivered an intol erable raci st
insult. You will go to your cabin and remain there for twenty-four hours.
Bread and water will be brought to you."
Mar kham gaped. "Wat? Are you nmad?"
"Furious, yes. As for sanity, | refrain from express-
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i ng an opi nion about who may lack it." Dorcas consulted her watch. "You
can wal k to your cabin in about five mnutes. Therefore, do not be seen
outside it, except for visits to the head, until 1737 hours tonorrow. Co.
He hal f rose hinmsel f, sank back down, and exclained, "This is inpossiblel
Prof essor Tregennis, | call you to witness."
"Yes," Dorcas said. "Please witness that he has received a direct order
fromme, who am second in conmand of the ship. Shall we call Captain
Saxtorph to confirmit? You can be led off in irons, Markham Better you
obey. Co."
The conmi ssioner clanbered to his feet. He breathed hard. The others
could snell his sweat. "Very well," he said tonelessly. "of course | wll
file a conplaint when we return. Meanwhile we shall mnimze further
conversation. Good day." He jerked a bow and marched off.
After a time in which only the multitudi nous | ow nurnurings of the vesse
had utterance, Tregennis breathed, "Dear nme. Was that not a ... slightly
excessive reaction?"
Dorcas sat down again. Her iciness was dissolving in calm "Mybe. Bob
woul d think so, though naturally he'd have backed me up. He's nore good-
natured than I am | do not tol erate such | anguage about him This hasn't
been the only incident."
"There is a certain prejudice against the Eart hborn anpbng the space-born
| understand it is quite wi despread. "
"It is, and it's not altogether w thout f6undation-in a nunber of cases."
Dorcas |l aughed. | ~hared it, at the time Bob and I net. It caused sone
monurrent al quarrels the first couple of years, years when we



58 The Man-Kzin Wars

could al ready have been married. | finally got rid of it and took to
judging individuals on their merits."
"Forgive nme, but are you not a little intolerant of those who have not
had your enlightening experience?"
"Doubt | ess. However, between you and ne, | welconed the chance to show
Mar kham who' s boss here. | worried that if we have an emergency he could
get insubordinate. That would be an invitation to disaster."
"He is a strange man," Tregennis nmused. "Hi s behavior, his talk, his past
career, everything seenms such a welter of contradictions. O am | being
nai ve?"
"Not really, unless I am too, Ch, people aren't self-consistent like the
| aws of nechani cs---even quantum mechanics. But | do think we | ack sone
key fact about Landhol der Markham and will never understand himtill we
have it." Dorcas nmade a gesture of dismissal. "Enough. Now may | do what
| originally intended and qui z you about Pl ateau?"

7

Whi |l e Rover was in hyperspace, all five of her gang stood nmass detector
wat ch, six hours a day for four days, fifth day off. It was unpopul ar
duty, but they would have enjoyed still less letting the ship fly blind,
risking an entry into a gravity well deep enough to throw her to whatever
fate awaited vessels which did not steer clear. The daydream was beconi ng
commonpl ace anong their kind, that soneday sonebody woul d gain sufficient
under st andi ng of the psionics involved that the whol e operation could be
aut omat ed.

It wasn't torture, of course, once you had school ed yourself never to

| ook into the Less Than Void which
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filled the single port necessarily left unshuttered. You |earned how to
keep an eye on the indicator gl obe while you exercised, read, watched a
show, practiced a handicraft. On the infrequent occasions when it

regi stered sonething, matters did get interesting.

"And |'ve decided | don't mind it in the least," said Juan Yoshii after
Kanehameha Ryan had relieved him -

"Real | y?" asked Laurinda Brozi k. She had met himbel ow the flight deck

by agreenent.

He offered her his arm a studied, awkward gesture not used in his native
society. She snmiled and took it. He was a young Sol -Belter. Unlike Dorcas
Saxt orph, or nmost folk of his nation, he eschewed spectacul ar garb

Small, slim wth olive-skinned, alnost girlish features, he did wear his
hair in the crest, but it was cut short.

| have just heard conpl ai nts about the monotony," Laurinda said.

"Monot ony, or peaceful ness?" he countered in his diffident fashion. "I
chafed, too. Then gradually | realized what an opportunity this is to be
al one and think. O conpose.™

"You don't sound like a rockjack , she said need lessly. It was what had
originally attracted her to him

He chuckl ed. "How are rockjacks supposed to sound? W have the rough
tough i mage, yes. Pilot the boat, find the ore, wench it out, bring it
hone, and damm the neteoroids. Or the sun-flare or the fusion generator
failure or anything else. But we are sinply persons naking a |iving.
Quite a few of us ook forward to a day when we can use different
talents."”

"What el se would you like to do?"
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Hs smle was stiff. He stared before him "Prepare yourself to |augh."
"Ch, no." Her tone nmade naught of the eight centinmeters by which she
topped him "How could I |augh at a nan who handl es the forces that |
only measure?"

He flushed and had no answer. They wal ked on. The ship humed around
them Bul kheads were brightly painted, pictures were hung on them and
of ten changed, here and there were pots whose flowers Carita Fenger

mai nt ai ned, but nonetheless this was a barren environnment. The two had
a date in his cabin, where he would provide tea while they screened

d' Auvergne's Fifth Chronophony. An appreciation of her work was one thing
among others that they discovered they had in conmon.
"What is your hope?" Laurinda asked at l|ast, |ow.

He gul ped. "To be a poet."

"Why, how ... how remarkable."

"Not that there's a living in it," he said hastily. "I'll need a
groundsi de position. But | wll anyway when | get too old for this
berth-and amstill fairly young by nost standards."” He drew breath. "In

the centuries of spaceflight, how much true poetry has been witten?
Plenty of verse, but how rmuch that makes your hair rise and you think
yes, this is the real truth? It's as if we've been too busy to find the

words for what we've been busy with. | want to try. | amtrying, but know
quite well | won't have a chance of succeeding with a single line til

I'"ve worked at it for another ten years or nore."

"You're too nodest, Juan. Genius flowers early oftener than not. | would

like to see what you have' done.
"No, 1, 1 don't think it's that good. Maybe ny
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efforts never will be. Not even equal to-well, actually mnor stuff, but
it does have the spirit-"

"Such as what ?"

"Ch, ancient pieces, nostly, pre-space.

" "To foll ow know edge |i ke a sinking star

"Beyond t he utnost bound of human thought.’

Yoshii cackled a laugh. "I"'mreally getting booki sh, am|l not? An easy
trap to fall into. Spacenen have a lot of free tine in between crises."
"You' ve put yours to good use, she said earnestly. "Is that poem you

gquoted fromin the ship's database? I'd like to read it."
"l don't know, but | can recite it verbatim"

"That woul d be nuch better. Romantic-~' Laurinda broke off. She turned
her gl ance away.

He sensed her confusion and blurted in his own, "Please don't

m sunder stand me. | know your custons, your nores-l mean to respect them
Conpletely. "

She achieved a smile, though she could not yet | ook back his way. "Wy,
I"'mnot afraid of you." Unspoken: You're not unbearably frustrated. It's
obvious that Carita is your mstress as well as Kanmlis. "You are a

gentl eman." And what we have coming to life between us is still small and
frail, but already very sweet.
8

Rover re-entered normal space ten astronomical units fromthe destination
star. That was unnecessarily distant for a mass |less than a fourth of
Sol's, but the Saxtorphs were nore cautious than Markham admi tted.

Besi des, the scientists wanted to begin with a |l ong sweep as baseline for
their prelimnary observations, and it was their party now.
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As soon as precise velocity figures were avail able, Dorcas conputed the
vectors. The star was hurtling at well over a thousand kil oneters per
second with respect to galactic center. That meant the ship needed

consi derable delta v to get down to interplanetary speeds and into the
equatori al plane where any attendant bodies were likeliest to be. That
boost phase nust al so serve those initial requirements of the
astrononers. Course and thrust could be adjusted as data canme in and
plans for the future were devel oped.

The star's notion nmeant, too, that it was escaping the gal axy, bound for
the gul fs beyond. Presumably an encounter with one or nore |arger bodies
had cast it fromthe region where it forned. A question the expedition
hoped to get answered, however inconpletely, was where that m ght have
happened- and when.

Except for Dorcas, who worked with Tregennis to process the data that
Laurinda nostly gathered, the crew had little to do but housekeepi ng.
Qccasional |y soneone was asked to |l end a hand with sone task of the
resear ch.

Goi ng off watch, Carita Fenger stopped by the saloon. A large viewscreen
there kept the imge of the sun at the cross-haired center. El se nobody
could have identified it. It was waxing as the ship drove inward but thus
far remained a dimdull-red point, outshone by stars |ight-years away.
The undertone of power through the ship was |ike a whisper of that which
surged within, around, anong them nuclear fires, rage of radiation
mllennial turmoil of matter, births and funeral pyres and ashes and
rebirths, the universe forever in travail. Like nbost spacefarers, Carita
could |l ose herself, hour upon hour, in the contenplation of it.
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She hal ted. Markham sat al one, |ooking. H's face was haggard.
"Well, hi," she said tentatively.

Mar kham gave her a glance. "How do you do, Pilot Fenger." The words cane
flat.

She plunped herself down in the chair beside him "Quite a sight, eh?"
He nodded, his gaze back on the screen

"Atrite thing to say," she persisted. "But | suspect Juan's wong. He

hopes to find words grand enough. | suspect it can't be done."
I was not aware Pilot Yoshii had such interests," said Markham w t hout
unbendi ng.

"Nah, you woul dn't be. You've been about as outgoing as a black hole.
What ' s between you and Dorcas? You seemto be off speaking terms with
her."

"I'f you please, | amnot in the mood for gossip." Markhamstarted to
rise, to |eave

Carita took hold of his arm It was a gentle grip, but he could easier
have broken free of a salvage grapple. "Wait a minute," she said."l've
been hal fway on the alert for a chance to talk with you. Wio does any
nore, except 'Pass the salt' at ness, that sort of thing? How | onesone
you mnust be."

He refrained fromineffectual resistance, continued to stare before him
and clipped, "Thank you for your concern, but | manage. Kindly let go."
"Look," she said, "we're supposed to be shipmates. It's a hell of an
exciting adventure-Cbrist, we're the first, the very first, in all this
wei rd wonderbut it's cold out, too, and doesn't care an atonlis worth
about human beings. | keep thinking how awful it rmust be, cut off from
any friendship the way you are. Not that you' ve exactly encouraged us,
but we could try harder."
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Now he did regard her. "Are you inviting me to your bed?" he asked in the
sane tone as before.

Slightly taken aback, she recovered, smiled, and replied, "No, | wasn't,
but if it'll nake you feel better we can have a go at it."

"Or nmake you feel better? | amnot too isolated to have noticed that
lately Pilot Yoshii has ceased visiting your cabin. |Is Quartermaster Ryan
i nsufficient?"

Carita's face went sul fur black. She dragged her fingers fromhim "M

m st ake," she said. "The rest were right about you. Okay, you can take
off."

with pleasure." He stal ked out.

She nmunbl ed an oath, drew forth a cigar, lit and blew fumes that ran the
ventilators and air renewers up to capacity. Calmreturned after a while.
She | aughed ruefully. Ryan had told her nore than once that she was too
soft-hearted; and he was a man prone to fits of inprovident generosity.
She was about to go when Saxtorph's voice booned fromthe intercom

"Attention, please. Got an announcement here that |I'msure will interest
ever ybody.

"We'll hold a conference in a few days, when nore information is in. Then
you can ask whatever questions you want. Meanwhile, | repeat mny order

do not pester the science team They' re working around the clock and
don't need distractions.

"However, Arthur Tregennis has given nme a quick rundown on what's been

| earned so far, to pass on to you. Here it is, in ny |laynman's |anguage.
Don't blame himfor any garbling.

"They have a full analysis of the sun's conposition, along with other
characteristics. That wasn't too easy. For one thing, it's so cool that
its peak em ssion frequency is in the radi o band. Because the absorption
and re-enmission of the interstellar mediumin
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between isn't properly known, we had to conme here to get decent readings.
"They bear out what the prof and Laurinda thought. This sun isn't just

nmet al -poor, it's netal -i npoverished. No trace of any el enent heavier than
iron, and little of that. Yes, you' ve all heard as how it nust be very
ol d, and has only stayed on the main sequence this |ong because it's such
a feeble dwarf. But now they have a better idea of just howlong 'this'
has been.

"Estimated age, fifteen billion years. Qur star is danm near as old as

t he uni verse.

"It probably got slung out of its parent galaxy early on. In that nany
years you can cover a lot of kiloneters. W're lucky that we neaning the
human species-are alive while it's in our neighborhood.

"And ... in the teeth of expectations, it's got planets. Al ready the
instruments are finding signs of oddities in them no two alike, nothing
we coul d have foreseen. Well, we'll be taking a close |ook. Stand by.
Cver."

Carita sprang to her feet and cheered.
9

Once when they were young bucks, chance-net, beachconbing together in the
I sl ands, Kam Ryan and Bob Saxtorph acquired a beat-up rowboat, catrigged
it after a fashion, stowed sone food and plenty of beer aboard, and set
forth on a shakedown crui se across Kaul akahi Channel. Short runs off

Wai mea had gone reasonably well, but they wanted to be sure of the
seawort hi ness before making it a lure for girls. They figured they could
reach Niihau in 12 or 15 hours, land if possible, rest up in any case,
and
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cone back. They didn't have the price of an outboard, but in a pinch they
could row.
To avoid coping with well-intentioned busybodi es, they started after dark
By that tine sufficient beer had gone down that they forgot about tuning in
a weat her report before leaving their tent-at the verge of kona season
It was a beautiful night, half a noon aloft and so many stars they could
i magi ne they were in space. Wnd lulled, seas whooshed, rigging creaked,
t he boat rocked forward and presently a couple of dol phins appeared,
pl ayi ng al ongsi de for hours, a marvel that nmade even Kamsit silent in
wonder. Then toward dawn, the goal a vague darkness ahead, clouds boiled
out of the west, wi nd sharpened and shrilled, suddenly rain slanted |like a
flight of spears and through murk the mariners heard waves runbl e agai nst
rocks.
It wasn't rmuch of a storm really, but anple to deal with Wahi ne. Seans
opened, letting in water to join that which dashed over the gunwal es. Sai
first reefed, soon struck, stays nonethel ess gave way and the nast went. It
woul d have capsized the hull had Bob not managed to heave it free.
Thereafter he had the oars, keeping bow on to the waves, while Kam bail ed.
A coupl e of years older, and no weakling, the Hawaiian couldn't have rowed
that long at a stretch. Eventually he did his share and a bit at the
rudder, when sonehow he worked the craft through a gap between two reefs
whi ch roared nurder at them They hit coral a while later, but close enough
to shore that they could swim never sure who saved the life of who in the
surf. Coll apsing behind a bush, they slept the weather out.
Afterward they linped off till they found a road and hitched a ride. They'd
been bl own back to Kauai
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Si de by side, they stood on the carpet before a Coast CGuard officer and
endured what they nust.

Next day in their tent, Kam said, unwontedly sol etm-the vast solemity

of youth-"Bob, |isten. You' ve been ny hoa since we net, you became ny
hoal ohal but what we've been through, what you did, makes you a hoapili."
"Aw, wasn't nore'n | had to, and you did just as much," nunbled the

ot her, enmbarrassed. "If you nean what | suppose you do, okay, |'Il cal
you kammw at, and let's get on with whatever we're going to do."

"How about this? I've got folks on the Big Island. Atiny little

settl enent tucked away where nobody ever comes. Beautiful country,
nmount ai ns and woods. People still live in the old kanaka style. How d you
i ke that?"

Unm how old a style?"

Kam was relieved at being enabled to | augh. "You won't eat |ong pig!
Everybody knows English, though they use Hawaiian for choice, and never
fear, you can watch the Chinp Show But it's a great, relaxed, cheerful
life-you' ve got to experience the girls to believe-the famlies don't
tal k about it nuch when they go outside, or invite haolena in, because
tourists would ruin it-but you'll be welcome, | guarantee you. How about
it?"

The nonth that followed lived up to his prom ses, and then sone.
Recol l ections of it flew unbi dden across the years as Ryan worked in the
gal l ey. Everybody else was in the gym where chairs and projection

equi prent had been brought, for the briefing the astronomers woul d give.
Rover boosted on autonmatic; her instruments showed not hi ng ahead that she
couldn't handle by herself for the next mllion kiloneters. The

quarter-
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mast er coul d have joined the group, but he wanted to nake a victory feast
ready. Before long, they'd be too busy to appreciate his art.

He did have a screen above the counter, nonitoring the assenbly.

Tregenni s and Laurinda stood facing their audience. The Pl at eauni an sai d,
with joy alive beneath the dry words:

"It is a matter of semantics whether we call this a first- or a

second- generati on system Hydrogen and heli um are overwhel m ngly abundant,
in proportions consistent with condensation shortly after the Big

Bang- about which, not so incidentally, we may | earn sonmething nore than
hitherto. However, oxygen, nitrogen, carbon, silicon, and neon are present
in significant quantities; magnesiumand iron are not insignificant; other
elements early in the periodic table are detectable. There has naturally
been a concentration of heavier atons in the planets, especially the inner
ones, as gases selectively escaped. They are not mere balls of water ice.
"It seens clear, therefore, that this system formed out of a cloud which
had been enriched by nass |oss fromolder stars in their red giant phase.
A few supernovae may have contributed, too, but any el ements heavier than
i ron which they may have supplied are so scant that we will only find them
by mass spectrography of sanples fromthe solid bodies. They may well be
nonexi stent. Those ol der stars nmust have cone into being as soon after the
Begi nning as was physically possible, in a proto-galaxy not too far then
fromthe matter which was to becone ours, but now surely quite distant from
us."

"As we dared hope," said the Crashlander. Tears glimrered in her eyes like
dew on rose petals.
"Ch, good for you!" called Yoshii.
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"Arelic--hell, finding God's fingerprints," Carita said, and cl apped a
band to her nouth. Ryan grinned, Nobody el se noticed.
How many pl anet s?" asked Saxt orph
Five," Tregennis replied.
"Hm Isn't that kind of few, even for a dwarf? Are you sure?"
"Yes. W woul d have found anything of a size much | ess than what you
woul d call a planet's."
"Especially since the Bode function is small, as you'd expect," Dorcas
added. Having worked with the astrononers, she scarcely needed this
session. "The planets huddl e close in. W haven't found an Cort cloud
either. No comets at all, we think."
"Quter bodies may well have been lost in the collision that sent this
star into exile," Laurinda said. "And in fifteen billion years, any
conets that were left got . . . used up."
"There probably was a sixth planet until some unknown date in the past,"”
Tregennis stated. "W have indications of asteroids extrenely close to
the sun. Gravitational radiation-no, it rmust chiefly have been friction
with the interstellar nmediumthat caused a parent body to spiral in unti
it passed the Roche linmt and was disrupted.”
"Hey, wait," Saxtorpb said. "Dorcas talks of a Bode function. That
implies the surviving planets are about where theory says they ought to
be. How d they avoid orbital decay?"
Tregennis smiled. "That's a good question.”
Saxt or ph | aughed. "Shucks, you sound like |I was back in the Acadeny."
"Well, at this stage any answers are hypothetical, but consider. In the
course of its long journey, quite probably through nore gal axi es than
ours, the system nust sometines have crossed nebul ar regi ons
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where matter was conparatively dense. Gravitation would draw the gas and
dust in, make it thickest close to the sun, until the sun swallowed it
altogether. As a matter of fact, the planetary orbits have very small
eccentricities-fiietion has a circularizing effectand their distances from
the primary conformonly roughly to the theoretical distribution. "
Tregenni s paused. "A further anomaly we cannot explain, though it may be

rel ated. We have found-marginally; we think we have found-nol ecul es of water
and OH radicals anong the asteroids, alnbpst like -a ring around the sun." He
spread his hands. "Well, | won't live to see every riddle we may come upon
sol ved. "

He had fought to get here, Ryan renenbered.

"Let's hear about those planets,"” Carita said inpatiently. Her job would

i ncl ude any | andings. "Uh, have you got nanes for then? One, Two, Three

m ght cause mi xups when we're in a hurry."

"I'"ve suggested using Latin ordinals,"” Laurinda answered. She sounded

al nost apol ogeti c.

"Prima, Secunda, Tertia, Quarta, Quinta," Dorcas supplied. "Top-flight

idea. | hope it beconmes the standard for explorers." Laurinda flushed.

| have agreed," Tregennis said. "The philologists can bestow official names

| ater, or whoever is to be in charge of such things. Let us give you a

pr6cis of what we have learned to date."

He consulted a notator in his hand. "Prima," he recited. " Mean orbital
radi us, approximately 0. 4 A. U Dianeter, approximtely 16,000 kil oneters.
Since it has no satellite, the mass is still uncertain, but irradiation is

such that it cannot be icy. We presune the material is largely silicate,

whi ch-al |l owi ng for sel fconpression-gives a nass on the order of Earth's. No
signs of air.

"Secunda, orbiting at 0.7 A U, resenbles Prina,
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but is slightly Iarger and does have a thin atnmosphere, conparable to
Mars'. It has a noon as well. Remarkably, the moon has a hi gher al bedo

t han expected, a yellow sh hue. The period tells us the mass, of course,
whi ch reinforces our guess about Prina.

"Tertia is alnost exactly one A. U out. It is a superterrestrial, mass
of five Earths, as confirmed by four noons, also yellow sh. A sonmewhat
denser atnosphere than Secunda's; we have confirnmed the presence of
nitrogen and traces of oxygen."

"What ?" broke from Saxtorph. "You nean it m ght have |ife?"

Laurinda shivered a bit. "The water is forever frozen," she told him
"Carbon di oxi de nmust often freeze. W don't know how there can be any
nmeasur abl e anount of free oxygen. But there is."

Tregennis cleared his throat. "Quarta," he said. "A gas giant at 1.5 A
U, mass 230 Earths, as established by ten nobons detected thus far
Surprisingly, no rings. Hydrogen and helium presunably surrounding a
vast ice shell which covers a silicate core with sone iron. It seens to
radi ate weakly in the radio frequencies, indicating a magnetic field,

t hough the radi o background of the sun is such that at this distance we
can't be sure. W plan a flyby on our way in. Quarta will be basic to
under st andi ng the dynam cs ofthe system It is its equival ent of
Jupiter.”

"Qt herwi se we have only detected radio from Secunda,” Laurinda rel ated,
"but it is unm stakable, cannot be of stellar origin. It is really
curiousintermttent, seem ngly nodul ated, unless that is an artifact of
our skinpy data." She smled. "How lovely if intelligent beings are
transmtting."

Mar kham stirred. He had put his chair behind the row of the rest. "Are
you serious?" he nearly shouted.
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Surprised | ooks went his way. "Ch, no," Laurinda said. "Just a daydream
W'l find out what is actually causing it when we get there.”

"Well, Quinta remains," Tregennis continued, "in several respects, the nost
amazi ng object of all. Mass 103 Earths-seven noons found-at 2.8 AU It
does have a wel |l -devel oped ring system Hydrogenhelium atmosphere, but with
cl ear spectra of nethane, amonia, and ... water vapor. Water in huge
guantities. Turbul ence, and a nmeasured tenperature far above expectations.
Sonet hi ng pecul i ar has happened.

"Are there any imedi ate questions? If not, Laurinda and Dorcas have
prepared graphics---charts, diagranms, tables, pictures-which we would Iike
to show Please feel free to inquire, or to propose ideas. Don't be
bashful. You are all intelligent people with a good understandi ng of basic
sci ence. Any of you may get an insight which we specialists have m ssed."
Mar kham rose. "Excuse ne," he said.

"Huh?" asked Saxtorph, am ably enough. "You want to go now when this is
really getting interesting?"

"I do not expect | can nake a contribution."” Markham hesitated. | ama
little indisposed. Best | lie down for a while. Do not worry. | will soon
be well. Carry on." He sketched a bow and depart ed.
"What do you know, he is human," Carita said.

"We ought to be kinder to himthan we have been, poor man,'
mur mur ed.

"He hasn't given us nuch of a chance, has he?" replied Yoshii
"Stow that," Saxtorph ordered. "No backbiting."

"Yes," added Dorcas, "let's proceed with the libretto.
Eager ness nmade Tregennis trenbl e as he obliged.

In his galley, Ryan frowned. Sonething didn't feel

Lauri nda
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quite right. Wiile be followed the session he continued slicing the

mahi mahi he had brought frozen fromEarth, but his mnd was no | onger
entirely on either.

Ti me passed. It becane clear that the Quarta approach was going to be an
intellectual orgy, the nmore so because Qui nta happened to be near
inferior conjunction and thus a lot of information about that planet
woul d be arriving, too. Ryan wi ped hands on apron, left his preparations,
and stunped up toward the flight deck

He met Markham comi ng back. They halted and regarded each other. The
conpani onway thrumed around them "Hello, there," the quartermaster said

slowy. "I thought you were in your cabin.”

Mar kham stiffened. | amon ny way, if it is any of your business."
"Long way 'round."

"It ... occurred to ne to check certain stations. This is an old ship,

refitted. Frankly, Captain Saxtorph relies too much on his machinery."
VWhat sort of thing did you want to check on?"
"Who are you to ask?" Markham flung. "You are the quartermaster.”

"And you are the passenger." Ryan's bulk blocked the stairs. | wouldn't
be inthis crewif | didn't have a pretty fair idea of how all the
equi prent works. |'mresponsible for maintaining a lot of it."

| have conmanded spacecraft.”

Then you know each system keeps its own record.” Ryan's smile
approximated a leer, or a snarl. "Save the skipper a bunch of data
retrievals. Wiere were you and what were you doi ng?"

Mar kham st ood silent while the ship drove onward. At |ength: | should,

| shall report directly to the captain. But to avoid runors, | tell you
first. Listen well and do not distort what | say if you are
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able not to. | beaned a radio signal on a standard band at Secunda. It is
agai nst the possibility-the very renote possibility, Mle. Brozik assured
ust hat sentient beings are present. Natives, Qutsiders, who knows? In the
i nterest of peaceful contact, we must provide evidence that we did not try
to sneak in on them Not that it is likely they exist, but-this is the sort
of contigency | amhere for. Saxtorph and | can dispute it later if he
wi shes. | have presented himwith a fait acconpli. Now let me by."
Ryan stood aside. Markham passed downward. Ryan stared after himtill he
was gone from sight, then went back to his galley.

10

Quarta fell astern as Rover noved on sunward. In the boat called Fido, Juan
Yoshii swung around the giant planet and accel erated to overtake his ship.
Vectors progranmed, he could relax, ook out the ports, seek to sort the
junbled marvels in his mnd. Most had gone directly frominstruments to the
astrononers; he was carrying back certain observations taken farside. A
couple of tines there had been opportunity for Laurinda Brozik to tell him
briefly about the latest interpretation, but he had been too busy on his
flit to think much beyond the piloting.

Stars thronged, the MIky Way torrented, a sky little different fromthe
ski es he renenbered. Less than 30 light-years' travel-a nmte's leap in the
gal axy. Clearly alien was the sun ahead. Tiny but perceptible, its enber of
a disc was slow to dazzle his eyes, yet already cast sufficient light for
himto see things by.
An outer noon drifted across vision. This was his
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| ast cl ose passage, and instruments worked greedily. dicks and whirrs
awoke beneath the susurrus of air through the hull. Yoshii pointed his
personal canera; photography was an ent husi asm of his. The gl obe glimrered
wan red under its sun. It was mainly ice, and snooth; any cracks and
craters had slunped in the course of gigayears. The surface was |ighter
than it mght have been and nottled with yellow spots. Ore deposits? The
same material that tinted nost airl ess bodies here? Tregennis was puzzl ed.
You got dark spots in Solar-type systens. They were due to photol ysis of
frozen methane. O course, this sun was so feeble.
It nonetheless illum nated the planet aft. Quarta's hue was pal e rose,
overlaid with silvery streaks that were ice clouds: crystals of carbon
di oxi de, ammonia, in the upper |levels nmethane. No tw sts, no vortices,
no sign of any jovian stormness marred the serenity. Though the disc was
visibly flattened, it rotated slowy, taking nore than 40 hours. Tida
forces through eons had worn down even the spin of this huge nmass. They
had |i kew se di spersed whatever rings it once had, and surely drawn away
nmoons. The core possessed a magnetic field, slight, noticeable only
because it extended so far into space that it snatched radi o waves out
of incom ng cosm c radiation-remanent magnetism |ocked into iron as that
core froze. For gravitational energy release had |ong since reached its
end point; and long, |ong before then, K-40 and whatever other few
radi onucl ei were once on hand had guttered away beyond measurenent. The
ice sheath went upward in tranquil allotropic layers to a virtually
featurel ess surface and an enormous, quietly circul ating atnosphere of
starlike conmposition. Quarta had reached N rvana.
It fell ever farther behind. Fido closed in on Rover
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The ship swelled until she m ght have been a planet herself Instructions
swept back and forth, electronic, occasionally verbal. A boat bay opened its
canopy. Yoshii maneuvered through and docked. The canopy cl osed, shutting
of f heaven. Air hissed back in fromthe recovery tanks. A bulb flashed
green. Yoshii unharnessed, operated the |ock, craw ed forth, and wal ked
under the steady wei ght granted himby the ship's polarizer, into her
starboard reception room
Lauri nda waited.
Yoshii stopped. She was alone. Wite hair tunbl ed past delicate features to
brush the dress, newto him that hugged her slenderness. She reached out.
Her eyes gl owed. "Wwel come back, Juan," she whi spered.
"Wy, uh, thanks, thank you. You're the ... committee?"
She sm | ed, dropped her glance, becane briefly the color of the world he
had rounded. "Kam net Carita. As for you, Dorcas-Mate Saxtorph suggested-"
He took her hands. They felt reed-thin and sil ksoft. "How nice of her. And
the rest. 1've data discs for you."
"They'l| keep. W& have nore work than we can handl e. Observations of Quinta
were, have been incredibly fruitful." Ardor pulsed in her voice. The
out ernmost planet was a safe subject. "W think we can guess its nature, but
of course there's no end of details we don't understand, and we coul d be
entirely wong-"
"Good for you, " he said, delighted by her delight. "I mssed out on that,
of course." Transmissions to him including hers, had dealt with the
Quartan system exclusively; any bit of information about it m ght perhaps
save his life. "Tell me."
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"Ch, it's violent, multi-colored, with spots Iike Jupiter's--one bigger
than the Red-and-the surface is liquid water. It's Arctic-like; we

i magi ne continent-sized ice floes clashing together."
"But warner than Quarta! Wy?"

"W suppose a large satellite crashed, a fraction of a mllion years ago.
Debris fornmed the rings. The main mass rel eased enough heat to nelt the
upper part of the planetary shell, and, and we'll need years, science
will, to | earn what el se has happened."

He stood for an instant in awe, |ess of the event than of the tine-scale.
That nmoon nust have been close to start with, but still it had taken the
casual orbital erosion of . . . alnbst a universe's lifespan so far-how

many passages through nebul ae, gal axies, the near-ultimte vacuum of

i ntergal actic space?-to bring it down. What is man, that thou art m ndful
of him?

VWhat is man, that he should waste the little span which is his?
"That's wonderful ", he said, "but-we

| mpul sively, he enbraced her. Astoundi ngly, she responded.

Bet ween | aughter and tears she said in his ear, "Cone, let's go, Kanis
spread a feast for the two of us in ny cabin."

Set beside that, the cosnps was trivial

Saxt orph's voice crackled fromthe intercom "Now hear this. Now hear
this. W've just received a nessage fromwhat clainms to be a kzin

war shi p. They're demandi ng we nmake rendezvous with them Keep cal m but
think hard. We'll nmeet in the gymin an hour, 1530, and consider this
t oget her."
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Standi ng with back to bul khead, the captain |et
silence stretch, beneath the pul sebeat and whi spers
of the ship, while he sea - nned the faces of those
seated before him Dorcas, her Athene countenance
frozen into expressionl essness; Kam Ryan's full Iips
qui rked a bit upward, defiantly chee"; Carita Fenger
a-scow ; Juan Yoshii and Laurinda Brozik unable to
keep from gl ancing at each other, hand gri pping
hand; Arthur Tregennis, who seemed al nost as con
cerned about the girl; Uf Markham well apart from
the rest, masked in haughtiness-Uf Reichstein Mark

ham if you please.... The air renewal cycle was at
its daily point of ozone injection. That tang smnelled
l'i ke fear.

VWhi ch nust not be let out of its cage. Saxtorph cleared his throat.
"COkay, let's get straight to business,” he said. "You

must' ve noticed a quiver in the interior g-field and

change in engine sound. You're right, we altered

accel eration. Rover will nmeet the foreign vessel, with

velocities matched, in about 35 hours. it could be

sooner, but Dorcas told themwe weren't sure our

hull could take that nuch * stress. Wat we wanted,

naturally, was as nuch time beforehand as possible.”

"Why dOD't we cut and run?" Carita asked.

Saxt or ph shrugged. "Whether or not we can outrun them we for sure can't
escape the stuff they can throw, now that they've |ocked onto us. If they
really are kzinti navy, they' |l never let us get out where we can go
hyperspatial. They may be |lying, but Dorcas and | don't propose to take
t he chance."

"I presurne evasion tactics are unfeasible,"” said Tregennis in his npst
academ c voi ce

"Correct. We could stop the engine, switch off the



| RON 79

generator, and orbit free, with batteries supplying the |ife support
systens, but they'd have no trouble conputing our path. As soon as they
cane hal fway close, they'd catch us with a radar sweep

"From what data we have on them | believe they were searching for sone
time before they acquired us, probably with anplified optics. That's
assum ng they were in orbit around Secunda when they first |earned of our
arrival. The assunption is consistent with what would be a reasonabl e
search curve for themand with the fact that there are nodul ated radio
bursts out of that planet-transm ssions to and fromtheir base."

Nobody before had seen Yoshii snarl. "And how did they |earn about us?"
he denanded.

Looks went to Markham He gave them back. "Yes, undoubtedly through ne,"
he said. Strength rang in the words. "You all know | took it upon nyself
to beam a signal at Secunda-in ny capacity as this expedition's officer
of the government. The result has surprised ne, too, but | acknow edge
no need to apol ogize. If we, approaching a kzin base unbeknownst, had
suddenly becorme manifest to their detectors, they would nost |ikely have
bl own us out of existence."

Ryan nodded. "W thout stopping to ask questions,"” he supplied. "Yeah
that'd be kzin style. If they are. How re you so sure?"

I think we can take it for granted,"” Dorcas said. "Wwo el se would have
reason to call thensel ves kzinti?"
"Who el se would want to?" Carita grow ed

"Save the cuss words for later," Saxtorpb counselled. "We're in too nmuch
of a pickle for luxuries. | mght add that although the voca

transm ssion was through a translator, the phrasing, the responses to
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us, everything was pure kzin. They are here--on the far side of human space
fromtheir own. You realize what this neans, don't you, fol ks? The kzinti
have gotten the hyperdrive."

That concl usi on had i ndeed become clear to everyone, but Laurinda asked,
"How coul d they?" as if in pain.

Yoshii grimaced. "Once you know sonet hi ng can be done, you're halfway to
doing it yourself, "-he told her

"I know," she answered. "But | had the, the inpression they aren't quite as
cl ever at engineering as humans, even if they did invent the gravity polar-
izer. And, and woul dn't we have known?"

"Collecting intelligence in kzin space isn't exactly easy," Saxtorph
expl ai ned. "Anyhow, they may have done the R and D on some planet we aren't

aware of I'Il grant you, |'msurprised nyself that they' ve been this quick
Vell, they were." His grin was | opsided. "Once | heard about an epitaph on
an ol d New Engl and tonmbstone. '| expected this, but not so soon

"Why have they established thensel ves here?" Tregennis wondered. "As you
observed, it is a long journey for them especially if they went around
human space in order to avoid any chance that their possession of the
hyperdrive woul d be discovered. True, this systemis uniquely interesting,
but | didn't think kzin civilization gave scientific research as high a
val ue as ours does."

That's a good question," Saxtorph said.

Hi s gall ows hunmor drew a chuckl e fromnone but Ryan. Dorcas uttered the
t hought in every nmind: "They won't let us go honme to tell about themif
they can help it."

"Which is why we are being nice and neeting
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them as they request," Saxtorph added. "It gives theman alternative to
putting a nuke on our track."
Mar kham fol ded his arns and stated, "I hope you people have the wit to
be glad, at last, that | came along. They will understand that | am
aut horized to negotiate with them They will |ikew se understand that ny
di sappearance woul d i n due course cause a second expedition to conme, with
arnmed escort, as the loss of an entirely private group m ght not."

"Coul d be, Saxtorph said. "However, | can think of several ways to fake
a natural disaster for us."

"Such as?"

"Well, for instance, giving us a lethal dose of radiation, then sending

the corpses back with the ship gimmcked to seemthis was an acci dent.
The kzi D pilot could return on an acconpanyi ng vessel after ours |eft
hyper space. "

"What would the [ og show?"

"What the 'last survivor' was tortured into entering.”
"Nonsense. You have been watching too many spy dranas.
"I disagree. Besides, that was just one of the notions that occurred to
Dorcas and nme. The kzinti mght be nore inventive yet."

"W have decided not to rely exclusively on their sweet nature,’
decl ared. "Listen carefully.

"We can |l aunch the boats without themdetecting it, if we act soon
They' Il float free while Rover proceeds to rendezvous. Wen she's a

sui tabl e di stance of f, nobody | ooking for any action in this vol une of
space, they'll scranble.”

Carita smacked fist in palm "Hey, terrific!" she cried.

Mar kham sounded appal | ed: "Have you gone crazy? How will you survive, |et
alone return, intw little interplanetary flitters?"

the mate



82 The Man-Kzin Wars
"They're nore than that," Saxtorph renm nded. "They're rugged and
maneuverabl e and full to the scuppers with delta v. In either of "ern I'd
undertake to outrace or dodge a tracking missile, and make it tough or

i npossible to hold a | aser beam on her |ong enough to do much danage. Air
and water recycler are in full working order and rations for one manyear
are stowed aboard."

1, 1 ate sone,"” Yoshii stamrered. "Carita nust have, too.
|'"ve already replaced it," Ryan informed them

"Good thinking!" Saxtorph exclaimed. "Did you expect this tactic?"

' Ch, general principles. Take care of your belly and your belly will take
care of you."

"Stop that school boy chatter," Markham snapped. "What in the cosnmpbs can you
hope to do but antagonize the kzinti?"

"How do you tell an antagoni zed kzin from an unantagoni zed one?" Saxtorph

retorted. | am dead serious. Nobody has to foll ow me who doesn't want to.
"I certainly do not. Soneone has to stay and ... try to repair the harm
your lunacy will have done."

"I figured you would. But | supposed you, of all people, would have a
better hold on kzin psychol ogy than you' re showi ng. You ought to know they
don't resent an opponent giving thema proper fight. Fighting' s their
nature. \Whoever surrenders becomes no nore than a captured animal in their
eyes. Dorcas and | aimto put some high cards in your hand before you sit
down at their poker table. A spacecraft on the |oose is a weapon. The
drive, or the sheer kinetic energy, can weck things quite as thoroughly as
t he average nuke. Cone worst to worst, we might smash a boat into their
base at several thousand
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k.p.h. The other boat might take out their ship and | eave them stranded;
I'"ve a hunch they've kept just a single hyperdrive vessel, as scarce as
those nust still be anong them Yah, going out |ike that would be a sight
better than going into the stewpot. Kzinti like |long pig."

Yoshii brightened. He and Laurinda exchanged a wonder-smitten | ook. Carita
whooped. Tregennis smiled faintly. Ryan went oddly, abruptly thoughtful

Mar kham gnawed his Iip a nonment, then straightened in his chair and rapped,

"Very well. | do not approve, and | ask the crewto refrain fromthis
fool i shness of yours, but | cannot stop you. Therefore | nust factor your
action into ny calculations. Wat ternms shall | try to get for us?"

"Freedomto | eave, of course," Dorcas responded. "Let Rover retreat to
hyper spaci ng di stance and wait, while the kzinti withdraw too far to
i ntercept our boats. W can verify that on instruments before we cone near

W' || convey any nessage they want, or even a del egate.”

"There could be a del egation on board, waiting," Ryan warned.
Tregennis stirred. | will remain behind," he said.

Tears sprang into Laurinda's eyes. "Ch, no!" she pl eaded.

He smiled again, at her. | amtoo old to go blatting around space |ike
that. | would nerely be a burden, and quite likely die on your hands. Not
only will | be nore confortable here, | will be an extra witness to the

bona fides of the kzinti. Landhol der Markham al one coul d not keep track of
everything they mght stealthily do."

"It will show themthere are two reasonabl e human beings in this outfit,"
t he Winder | ander sai d.
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"That m ght be nmarginally hel pful to ne. Anyone el se?"
"Speaki ng," Ryan answer ed.
"Huh?" broke from Saxtorph. "Hey, Kam no. Watever for?"
"For this," the quarternmaster said calmy. "Haven't you thought of it
yoursel f? The boats will be on the nove, or holed up sonmepl ace unknown to
the kzinti. They can only be reached by broadcast. Pl anar broadcast, maybe,
but still the signal's bound to be down in the mlliwatts or mcrowatts
when it reaches your receivers-with the sun's radi o background to buck
Not hi ng but voice transmission will carry worth diddly. Gven a little tine
to record how the humans tal k who were |eft behind, the kzinti can wite a
conputer programto fake it. 'Sure, come on back, fellows, all is forgiven
and they've left a case of chanpagne for us to celebrate with.' How re you
going to know that's for real ?"

Dorcas frowned. "W did consider it," she told him "W'Il|l use a secret
password. "

"Which a telepath of theirs can fish right out of a human skull, maybe
given a spot of torture to unsettle the brain first. Nope, | know a trick
worth two of that. How well do you renenber your Hawaiian, Bob? You picked
up a fair amount while we were in the village. " Ryan |aughed. "That worked
on the girls Iike butter on a toboggan slope. 11

Saxtorph was a long while silent before he answered: "I think, if I
practiced for a few days, | think ... enough of it ... would conme back to
ne. "

Ryan nodded. "The kzinti have programs for the inportant human | anguages in
their translators, but | doubt Hawaiian is included. O Danish."

Yoshii swallowed. "You'd certify everything is kosher?" he rnunbl ed. "But
what if-well-"
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"I'f the kzinti aren't stupid, they won't try threatening or torturing ne
into feeding you a lie," Ryan responded. "How d they savvy what | was

saying? | assure you, it wouldn't be
A tel epath woul d know. "

conplimentary to them'

Ryan shrugged. "He'd know | was not going to be their Judas goat, no

matter what they did. Therefore they

won't do it."

Saxtorph's right hand half reached out. "Kam old son-" he croaked. The

hand dropped.
Dorcas rose and confronted the rest,

side by side with her husband. "I'm

sorry, but time is rationed for us and you nust decide at once," she
said. "If you think you'd better stay, then do. W won't consider you a

coward or anything. You may be right.

We can't be sure at this stage. Al

we are certain of is that we don't have tinme for debate. Wo's going?"
Hands went up, Carita's, Yoshii's, and after an instant Laurinda's.

"Ckay," Dorcas continued. "Now we're

not about to put our bets on a

singl e nunber. The boats will go separate ways. Which ways, we'll decide
by tight beam once we're alone in space. You understand, Kam Arthur
Landhol der Markham What you don't know, a telepath or a torturer can't
get out of you. Bob and | have already considered the distribution
Carita and Juan will take Fido. W thought Kamwould ride with them but
evidently not. Laurinda, you'll be with Bob and ne in Shep."

"Wait a minute!" Yoshii protested. The girl brought fingertips to open

nout h.

"Sorry, my dears," Dorcas said. "It's a matter of practicality, as nearly

as we could estimate on short notice.
pl ay Ronmeo and Juliet to the neglect
Carita are our professional pilots,

Not that we imagi ne you two woul d
of your duties. However, Juan and



86 The Man-Kzin Wars

rockj acks, planetside prospectors. Together they make our strongest
possi bl e team They can pull stunts Bob and | never could. W need that
potential, don't we? Bob and | are no slouches, but we do our best work
in tandem To supply some of what we | ack as conpared to Juan and Carita,
Lauri nda has know edge, includi ng know edge of how to use instrunents we
plan to pack along, Don't forget, nore is involved than us. The whol e
human race needs to know what the kzinti are up to. W nust maxim ze our
chances of getting the news home. Agreed?"

Yoshii clenched his free hand into a fist, stared at it, raised his head,
and answered, "Aye. And you can take better care of her."

The Crashl ander flushed. "I'm no piece of porcelain!" inmmediately
contrite, she stroked the Belter's cheek while she asked unevenly, "How
soon do we | eave?"

Dorcas sniled and nade a gesture of blessing. "Let's say an hour. W'l
need that nuch to stow gear. You two can have npbst of it to yourselves."

12

The kzin warship was conparatively small, Prow ing Hunter class,.but not
the less terrifying a sight. Wapon pods, boat bays, sensor boons,

control donmes studded a spheroid whose red hue, in the light of this sun
becane |like that of clotted blood. Qut of it and across the kiloneters
between darted small fierce gleans that swelled into space-conbat arnor
encl osing creatures |arger than men. They nunbered a dozen, and each bore
at least two firearns.

ohedient to orders, Ryan operated the main personnel airlock and cycl ed
four of themthrough. The
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first grabbed himand sl anmed hi m agai nst the bul khead so hard that it
rang. Stunned, he would have slunped to the deck were it not for the
bruising grip on his shoulders. The next two crouched w th weapons ready.
The [ ast one took over the controls and adnmitted the renmaining eight.

At once, ten went off in pairs to ransack the ship. It was incredible how
fast they carried the mass of netal upon them Their footfalls cast

boom ng echoes down the passageways.

Mar kham and Tregennis, waiting in the saloon, were frisked and put under
guard. Presently Ryan was brought to them "M maiden aunt has better
manners than they do," he nuttered, and lurched toward the bar. The kzin
used his rifle butt to push himinto a chair and gestured for silence.

Ti me passed.

Wthin an hour, which felt longer to the humans, the boarding party was
satisfied that there were no traps. Sonebody radi oed a report fromthe
airlock; the rest shed their arnor and stood at ease outside the sal oon
Its air grew full of their wild odor

A new huge and ruddy-gold formentered. The guard sal uted, sweeping cl aws
before his face. Markham junped up. "For God's sake, stand," he whis-
pered. "That's the captain.”

Tregenni s and, painfully, Ryan rose. The kzin's gaze flickered over them
and canme back to dwell on Markham recognizing | eadership. The
Winder | ander opened his mouth. Noises as of a tiger fight poured forth.
Did the captain register surprise that a man knew his | anguage? He heard
it out and spat a reply. Markhamtried to continue. The captain

i nterrupted, and Markham went nute. The captain told hi msonething.
Mar kham turned to his conpani ons. "He forbids
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me to mangl e the Hero's Tongue any nore," he related wyly. "He grants ny
request for a private talk-in the comunications shack, where our translator
is, since | explained that we do have one and it includes the right program
Meanwhi |l e you may talk with each other and nove freely about this cabin. If
you must relieve yourselves, you may use the sink behind the bar."

"How graci ous of him" Ryan snorted.

Mar kham r ai sed brows. "Consider yourselves fortunate. He is being

i ndul gent. Don't risk provoking him H gh-ranking kzinti are even nore
sensitive about their honor than the average, and he has earned a parti al
nanme, Hraou-Captain."
"W will be careful,’
for us."

The conmmander went majestically out. Markhamtrailed. Ryan gusted a sigh
sought the bar, tapped a liter of beer, and drained it in a few gul ps. The
guard wat ched enviously but then also left. Discipline had prevented him
from shovi ng the human asi de and hel ping hinmself He and a couple of his
fellows remained in the passage. They conversed a bit, runbling and

hi ssi ng.

"We'|| be here a while," Ryan sighed. "Care for a round of gin?"

"it would be unwise of us to drink," Tregennis cautioned. "Best you be
content with that nugful you had."

| mean gin rummy."

What is that, if not a, ah, cocktail ?"

"A card gane. They don't play it on Plateau? | can teach you."

"No, thank you. Perhaps | amtoo narrowin nmy interests, but cards bore
me." Tregennis brightened. "However, do you play chess?"

Tregennis promised. | amsure you will do your best
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Ryan threw up his hands. "You expect ne to concentrate on woodpushi ng
now? Hell, let's screen a show Sonething light and trashy, with plenty
of girlsinit. O would vou rather seize the chance to at |ast read \Var
and Peace?"

Tregennis smled. "Believe it or not, Kanehaneha, | have ny nenories. By
all nmeans, girls."

The conedy was not quite finished when a kzin appeared and jerked an

unm st akabl e gesture. The nen followed him He didn't bother with a
conpani on or with ever glancing rearward. At the flight deck he proceeded
to Saxtorph's operations cabin, waved themthrough, and cl osed the door
on them

Mar kham sat behi nd the desk. He was very pale and reeked of the sweat
that stained his tunic, but his visage was set in hard |ines.

Hr aou- Captai n | oonmed beside him too big to use a human's chair,

doubtl ess tired of being cranped in the conshack and maybe choosing to

i ncrease his dom nance by sheer height. Another kzin squatted in a far
corner of the room a wetched-|ooking specinen, fur dull and unkenpt,
shoul ders sl unped, eyes turned downward.

"Attention," rasped Markham "I wish | did not have to tell you this-I
hoped to avoid it-but the commander says | nust. He ... feels deception
is pointless and . . . besmirches his honor. H s superior on Secunda
agrees; we have been in radio contact. "
The newconers braced thensel ves.

Nonet hel ess it was staggering to hear: "For the past five years | have
been an agent of the kzinti. Later I will justify nyself to you, if your
m nds are not totally closed. It is not hatred for ny species that drove
me to this, but |ove and concern for it, hatred for the decadence that
is destroying us. Later, | say. W dare not waste Hraou-Captain's tine
with argunents.”
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Regardi ng the faces before him Markham nade his tone dry. "The kzinti

never trusted me with specific information, but after | began sending them
i nformati on about hyperdrive technol ogy, they gave nme a general directive.

| was to use ny position as conmi ssioner to forestall, whenever possible,
any exploration beyond the space containing the humanoccupi ed worl ds. That
naturally gave me an inkling of the reason--40 prevent disclosure of their
activitiesand it becane clear to me that some of the npbst inportant nust be
in regions distant from kzin space. Wen hope was | ost of keeping you from

this expedition, | decided ny duty was to join it and stand by in case of
need. Not that | anticipated the need, understand. The star |ooked so
usel ess. But when you did get those radio indications, | knew better than

you what they could nmean, and was glad | had provi ded agai nst the
contingency, and beaned a notice of our arrival. "
"Your parents were brothers," Ryan said.

Mar kham | ai d back his ears. "Spare the abuse. Renenber, by forewarning the
kzinti | saved your lives. If you had sinply blundered into detector range
"They may be inmpul sive," Tregennis said, "but they are not idiotic. I do
not accept your assertion that they would reflexively have annihilated us."
Mar kham trenbl ed. "Silence. Bear in mind that | amall that stands between
you and-It has been a long time since the kzinti in this project tasted
fresh neat."
"What are they doi ng?" Ryan asked.

"Constructing a naval base. They chose the system precisely because it
seened insignificant-the dimest star in the whole region, devoid of heavy
el ements and i npoverished in the light-though it does
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happen to have a ready source of iron and certain other crucial materials,
together with a strategic |ocation. They never expected humans to seek it
out. They underestimated the curiosity of our species. They are .

cats, not nonkeys."

"Ub- huh. Not noi sy, sloppy, free-sw nging nonkeys |ike you despi se.

Kzinti respect rank. Once they've overrun us, they' |l put the niggers
back in their proper place. Fromhere they can grab off Beta Hydri, drive
a salient way into our space How many nore prongs will there be to the

attack? When is the next war schedul ed for?"
"Silence!" Markham shouted. "Hold your nouth! One word fromne, and-"
"And what? You need us, Art and me, you need us, else we wouldn't be

having this interview Kill us, and your boss just gets a few neals."
"Killing can be in due course. | inagine he would enjoy your testicles
for tonorrow s breakfast."”

Ryan rocked on his feet. Tregennis' |ips squeezed together till they were
whi t e.

Mar kham s voi ce softened. "I amwarning, not threatening," he said in a
rush. "I"ll save you if | can, unharmed, but if you don't help me | can
prom se nothing. "

He | eaned forward. "Listen, will you? Qoviously you can't be released to
spread the news-not yetbut some years of detention are better than
death." He could not quite hold back the sneer. "In your m nds,

suppose. You're lucky, lucky that | was aboard. Once ny status has been
verified, the high commandant can let nme bring home a convincing tale of
di saster. Else he would probably have had to kill us and rmake our bodies
stage props, as Saxtorph suggested. | think he will spare you if | ask;

it will cost himlittle, and kzinti reward faithful service.
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They al so keep their prom ses. But you nust earn your lives."
"The boats,"” Tregenni s whi spered.
Ryan ndded. "You've got a telepath on hand, | see," he said flat-voiced.
"He could make sure that ny call in Hawaiian tells how everything is hearts
and flowers. Except if he reads my mind, he'll see that | ain't gonna do
it, no mtter what. O, okay, maybe they can break ne, but Bob will hear
that in his old pal's voice."
"I"ve explained this to Hraou-Captain," Markham said, cooler now "It is
necessary to neutralize those boats, but they don't pose any urgent threat,
so we will start with nethods |ess tinme-consunming than ... interrogation
and persuasion. later, though, when we are on Secunda-that's where we are
goi ng-l ater your cooperation in working up a plausible disaster for me to

return with, that is what will buy you your lives. If you refuse, you'l
di e for nothing, because we can al ways devi se sonme deception which wll
keep humans away from here. You'll die for nothing."

"What the hell can we do about the boats? W don't know where they've
gone. "

Mar kham s manner becane entirely inpersonal. | have explained this to
Hraou-Captain. | went on to explain that their actions will not be random
What Capt ai n Saxt or ph deci des-has decided to do is a multivariable function
of the logic of the situation and of his personality. You and he are good
ffiends, Ryan. You can make shrewd guesses as to his behavior. They won't
be certain, O course, but they will elininate some possibilities and
assign rough probabilities to others. Your input may have sonme val ue, too,
Prof essor. And even mine-in the course of establishing that | have been
telling the truth.
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"Sit down on the deck. This will not be pleasant, you know. "

Hr aou- Capt ai n, who had stood like a pillar, turned his enornous body and
grow ed a command. The telepath raised his head. Eyes gl azed by the drug
that called forth his total abilities cane to a focus.

In their different ways, the three humans readi ed for what was about to
happen. They'd have sunderi ng headaches for hours afterward, too.

13

Smal|l though it was, at its distance fromPrim the sun showed nore than
hal f again the disc which Sol presents to Earth. Bl otches of darkness
pocked its sullen red. Corona shimrered around the linb, not quite
drowned out of naked-eye vision.

Yoshii ignored it. His attention was on the planet which Fido circled in
hi gh orbit. Radar, spectroscope, optical anplifier, and a conpact array
of other instrunents fed data to a conputer which spun forth
interpretations on screen and printout. Cick and whirr passed | ow
through the rustling ventilation, the sonmeti nes uneven human breath
within the control cabin. Body warmh and a hint of sweat tinged the air.
Yoshii's gaze kept drifting fromthe equi pment, out a port of the gl obe
itself. "Unbelievable," he murnured.

Airless, it stood sharp-edged athwart the stars, but the illum nated side
was nearly a blank, even at first and | ast quarter when shadows were
long. Then a few traces of hill and dale m ght appear, like timeworn

Chi nese brush strokes. Qtherw se there was yell owi sh-white snoot hness,
with ill-defined areas of
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faint gray, brown, or blue. The whole world could al nbost have been, a | atex
ball, crudely made for a child of the giants.

"What now?" Carita asked. She floated, harnessed in her seat, her back to
him They had turned off the gravity polarizer and were wei ghtless, to
elimnate that source of detectability. Her attention was clanped to the

| ong-range radar with which she swept the sky, to and fro as the boat swung
ar ound.

'"Ch, everything," said the Belter

"Any ideas? You've had nore chance to think, these past hours, than I

have. "

"Well, a few things | ook obvious, but I wouldn't make book on their being
what they seem”

"Why don't you give ne a rundown?" proposed the Jinxian. "Never mind if you
repeat what |'ve already heard. W should try putting things in context. "
Yoshii plunged into talk. It was an escape of sorts fromtheir troubles,
fromnot knowi ng what the fate of Shep and those aboard her m ght be.

"The planet's about the mass of Earth but only about half as dense. Mist be
largely silicate, sonme alum num not enough iron to forma core. \Watever
at nosphere and hydrosphere it once outgassed, it |ost-weak gravity, and
tenmperatures around 400 K at the hottest part of the day. That day equals
131 of Earth's; two-thirds rotational |ock, like Mercury. No nore gas cones
out, because vul eanism tectonics, all geology ended | ong ago. Unl ess you
want to count neteoroid erosion wearing down the surface; and |'d guess
hardly any objects are left that mght fall on these pl anets.

"Then what is that stuff mantling the surface? The conputer can't figure it
out. Shadows of what relief there is indicate it's thin, a few centineters
deep,
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with local variations. Reflection spectra suggest carbon conpounds but

that's not certain. It just lies there, you see, doesn't do anything. Try
anal yzing a lunmp of some solid plastic across a distance. Is that what we
have here, a natural polymer? | w sh | knew nore organic chem stry."
"Can't help you, Juan," Carita said. "All | remenber fromny class init,
aside fromthe stinks in the lab, is that the human sex hornones are nuch
the sane, except that the fenmale is ketonic and the nale is alcoholic."
"We' || have time to |l ook and think further, of course." Yoshii sighed.
"Time and tine and tinme. | never stopped to inagi ne how what fugitives
nostly do is sit. Hiding, huddling, while " He broke off and struggled
for self-conmand

"And we don't dare let down our guard |long enough to take a little
recreation,"” Carita grunbled

Yoshii reddened. "Uh, if we could, 1-well-"

She chuckl ed and said ruefully, | know The fair Laurinda. Don't worry,
your virtue will be safe with ne till you realize it can't nake any
possi bl e di ffHol d!'" she roared.

He tensed where he floated. "What?"

"Quiet. No, secure things and get harnessed."

For hummi ng minutes she studied the screen and nmeters before her. Yoshi
readi ed hinself. Seated at her side he could see the grimmess grow. Pale
hair waved around sabl e skin when at |ast she nodded. "Yes," she said,
"sonmebody's bound this way. Fromthe direction of the sun. About ten
mllion klicks off. He barely registered at first, but it's getting
stronger by the minute. He's boostingfast, W'd tear our hull apart if
we tried to match him supposing we had that kind of power. Definitely
maki ng for Prinma."

"What . . . is it?"
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"What but a kzin ship with a nonster engine? |I'mafraid they' ve caught on
to our strategy." Carita's tone grewwntry. "I'd rather not hear just how
they did. "

G guesswor k?" Yoshii faltered.

"Maybe | don't know kzin psych. How close to us can they make thensel ves

t hi nk?" She turned her head to clanmp her vision on him "Well, maybe the
skipper's plan failed and it's actually drawn the bandits to us. Or naybe
it's the one thing that can save us.

(Saxtorph's words drawl ed through nenory: "W don't know how nuch search
capability the kzin have, but a naval vessel neans auxiliaries, plus what-
ever civilian craft they can press into service. A boat out in the mddle
of the far yonder, drifting free, would be near-as-damm inpossible to find.
But as soon as she accel erates back toward where her crew m ght do

somet hing real, she screans the announcenent to any alert, properly

organi zed watchersoptical track, neutrino em ssion, the whole works till
she's in effective radar range. After that she's sold to the licorice man,
as they say in Denmark. On the other hand, if she can get down onto a

pl anetary surface, she can probably rmake herself al nbst as invisible as out
in the deep. A worldful of topography, which the kzinti cannot have had
time or personnel to map in anything but the sketchiest way. So how about
one of ours goes to Prinma, the other to Tertia, and lies lowin orbit?

| mredi ately when we get wind of trouble, we drop down into the best

hi dey-hol e the planet has got, and wait things out."

(I't had been the nost reasonable idea that was broached.)

"You' ve been doing our |atest studies," Carita went on. "Found any
prospective burrows? The kzinti may
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or may not have acquired us by now. Maybe not. That vessel may not be as
wel | equi pped to scan as this prospector, and she's probably a good dea

bigger. But they're closing in fast, | tell you."
Yoshii made a shushing gesture, swi veled his seat, and evoked pictures,
profiles, data tabul ations. Shortly he nodded. "I think we have a pretty

respectabl e chance." Pointing: "See here. Prima isn't all an unbroken
plain. This range, its small valleys-and on the night side, too. "
Carita whistled. "Hey, boy, we live right!"

1.1111 set up for a detailed scan and drop into low orbit to make it. W
should find sone cleft we can back strai ght down into. The kzinti would
have to arc inmedi ately above and be on the | ookout for that exact spot
to see us." Yoshii said nothing about what a feat of piloting he had in
mnd. He was a Belter. She had al nost conparabl e experi ence, together
with jinxian reflexes.

14

"Yah, | do think our best bet is to land and snuggle in." Saxtorph's |ook
ranged through the port and across the planet, follow ng an onward sweep
of daylight as Shep orbited around to the side of the sun

That disc was |less than half the size of Sol's at Earth, its coal -gl ow
light little nore than one onehundredth. Neverthel ess Tertia shone so
brightly as to dazzle surrounding stars out of sight. Edges softened by
at nosphere, it was bestrewn with glaciers, |ong streaks and broad pl ai ns
and frozen seas bluishly aglimrer frompole to pole. Bared rock reached
dar kl i ng on nount ai nsides or reared in tablelands. Five Terrestrial
masses had been convul sed enough
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as they settled toward equilibriumthat the |ast of the heights they thrust
upward had not worn away entirely during the post-tectonic eons.
The glaciers were water, with some frozen carbon di oxi de overlying themin
the antarctic zone where wi nter now reigned. The air, about tw ce as dense
as Earth's, was alnost entirely nitrogen, the oxygen in it insufficient to
sustain fire or life. It was utterly clear save where sl ow w nds raised
swirls of glitter, dust storns whose dust was fine ice.
A small noon, innost of four, hove in view it sheened reddish-yellow Iike
anber. The | argest, Luna-size, was visible, too, patched with the same hue,
ashen where hi ghl ands were uncovered. It had no craters,- spalling and
cosmi ¢ sand had | ong since done away with them
"But, but on the surface we'll see only half the sky at best," Laurinda
ventured. "And atnospherics will

hi nder the seeing."
Saxt or ph nodded. "True. Ordinarily I'd opt for staying in space in hopes of
early warning. That does have its own drawbacks, though. A kzin search
vessel could likelier than not detect us the nonent we commenced boost.
Since we mght not be able to skedaddle flat-out fromthem we'd probably
drop pl anetside. That's the whol e i dea of being where we are, renmenber? If
we did it right, the ratcats wouldn't know where we'd squatted, but they'd
know we were sonepl ace yonder for sure, and that woul d be a bigger help to
them than they deserve."
Treacherous terrain for |anding," Dorcas warned.
Saxt or ph nodded again. "lIndeed. Wich nmeans we'll be smart to take our tine
while we've still got it, come down cautiously and settle in thoroughly. As
for knowi ng when a spacecraft is in the nei ghborhood, at a mninumthere's
our neutrino detector.
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t's not what you'd call precise, but it will pick up an operating fusion

generator within a couple nmillion klicks, clear through the body of the
pl anet . "

He paused before adding, "I realize this isn't quite what we intended
when we said goodbye. But we didn't know what Tertia is like. Doctrine
exists to be nodified as circunmstances dictate. |1'd guess the sensible
thing for Juan and Carita to do is quite different."

Laurinda's fingers tw sted together. She turned her face fromthe other
t wo.

"I vote with you," Dorcas declared. They had been considering tactics for
hours, while they gai ned know edge of the world they had reached. "Wat
are the specs of a landing site? Safe ground; conceal nent from anyt hi ng
except an unlikely observation fromdirectly overhead, unless we can
avoid that too; but we don't want to be in a radi o shadow, because we
hope for-we expect-a broadcast nmessage in the fairly near future."

Don't forget defensibility," Saxtorph rem nded.

"What ?" asked Laurinda, startled. "How can we possibly-"

The man grinned. "I didn't tell you, honey, because it's not a thing to
bl ab about, but Dorcas and | always travel with a few weapons. | took

t hem al ong packed anong ny personal effects. Managed to slip Carita a
rifle and some ammo when nobody el se was | ooking. That |eaves us wth
another rifle, a Pournelle rapid-fire automatic, choice of solid or

expl osive shells; a .38-caliber machine pistol with detachable stock; and
a 9-mm nulekiller. "

"Plus a certain amount of blasting sticks," Dorcas informed him
Saxt or ph goggl ed. "Huh?" He guffawed. "That's nmy nice little wifey. The
standard m ni ng equi prent aboard includes knives, geol ogi sts' hamrers,
Crow



100 The Man-Kzin Wars

bars, and such, useful for mayhem" He sobered. "Not that we want a fight.
CGod, no! But if we're able to give a good account of ourselves-it m ght
make a difference. "

"A single small warhead will make a nuch bigger difference, unless we
have di spersal and conceal nent capability," Dorcas observed. "All right,
let's take a close | ook at what topographical data we've collected. "
The choi ce was wi de, but decision was quick. Shep dropped out of orbit
and nmade for a point about 30 degrees north latitude. It was at

m daft ernoon, which was a factor. Lengtheni ng shadows woul d bring out
details, while daylight would remain-in a rotation period of 40 hours,
37-plus mnutes-for prelimnary exploration of the vicinity.

A mesa | oonmed stark, thinly powdered with ice crystals, above a gl acier
that had fl owed under its own weight, down fromthe heights, until a
junble of hills beneath had brought it to a halt. As it descended, the
gl aci er had gouged a deep, al nbost sheerwal | ed coul ee t hrough sl opes and
steeps. The bottomwas talus, under a dusting of sand, but solid; with
gravity a third higher than on Earth, and epochs of time, shards and
particles had settled into gridlock.

O so the hunmans reasoned. The | ast few m nutes of maneuver were very
intent, very quiet except for an occasional |ow word of business.
Saxt or ph, manni ng the console, was prepared to cram on energency boost
at the first quiver of awyness. But Dorcas tal ked hi mdown and Shep
grounded firmy. For a while, nobody spoke or nmoved. Then husband and
wi f e unharnessed and kissed. After a nonment, Laurinda. nmade it a threeway
enbr ace.

Saxt or ph peered out. The canyon walls laid gl oomover stone. "You | adies
unlinber this and stow that
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while | go take a gander," he said. "Yes, dear, | won't be gone |ong and
will be careful."”
H s added wei ght dragged at him but not too badly. It wasn't nore than
physi ol ogy coul d take, even a Belter's or a Crashlander's, and distributed
over the whol e body. The wormen would get used to it, sort of, and in fact
it ought to be valuable, continuous exercise in the cranped quarters of the
boat. The spacesuit did feel pretty heavy.
He cycl ed through and stood for a few mnutes | earning to see the
| andscape. Every cue was alien, subtly or utterly, light, shadow, shapes.
The cobbl es underfoot were snpboth as those on a beach. They and the rubble
along the sides and the cliffs above were tawny-gray, sparked with bits of
what m ght be nica but was |ikelier sonething strange--di anond dust?
Several crags survived, eroded to | aciness. The | ower end of the gorge, not
far off, was bl ocked by a wall of glacier. Above reached purple sky. An
i cedevil whirled on the heights. Wnd whittered.
Saxt or ph decided his party had better plant an antenna and rel ay
i nconspi cuously up there. Any messages ought to be on a nunber of
si mul t aneous bands, at |east one of which could bl anket a Tertian
hem sphere, but the signal would be tenuous and these depths m ght screen
it out altogether. He wal ked carefully fromthe arrowhead of the boat to
the righthand side and started downsl ope, |ooking for safe routes to the
top. Lateral ravines appeared to offer them
Abruptly he halted. What the flapping hellfire?
He stooped and stared. Could it be ? No, some freak of nature. He wasn't
qualified to identify a fossil.
He went on. By the tine he had tentatively found the path he wanted, he was
so near the gl acier that
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he continued. It lifted high, not griny like its counterparts on
terrestroid planets but clear, polished glassy-snmooth, a cold and

nmysteri ous blue. Whatever mneral grains once lay on it had sunken to the
bottom and-

And-

Saxt or ph stood novel ess. The tine was |ong before he breathed, "Ch. M.
God. "

Fromwithin the ice, the top half of a skull stared at him It could only
be that, unhuman though it was. And other bones were scattered behind,
and shaped stones, and pieces of what was nost surely earthenware-

Chill possessed himfromw thin. How old were those remants?
Big Tertia must in its youth have had a still denser atnosphere than now,
greenhouse effect, heat froma contracting interior, and ... those

nol ecul es that are the kernel fromwhich |life grows, perhaps evol ved not
here but in interstellar space, organics which the wan sun did not
destroy as they drifted inward.... Life arose. It |iberated oxygen. it
gave birth to beings that nade tools and dreans. But neanwhile the

pl anetary core congeal ed and chilled, the oceans began to freeze, plants
di ed, nothing replaced the oxygen that surface rocks bound fast...

Wt hout copper, tin, gold, iron, any netal they could know for what it
was, the dwellers had never gone beyond their |ate stone age, never had
a chance to devel op the science that night have saved themor at |east
have | et them understand what was happening. ..

Saxt or ph shuddered. He turned and hastened back to the boat.
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Unsure what kind of surface awaited them Carita and Yoshii descended on
the pol arizer and nmade a feather-soft |anding. They were poised to spring
instantly back upward. Al they felt was a slight resilience, nore on their
instruments than in their bones. It danmped out and Fido rested quiet.

El astic?" Yoshii wondered. "O viscous, or what?"

"Never mind, we'll investigate |later, right now we're down safe," Carita.
replied. She wi ped her brow. "Hoo, but | need a stiff drink and a hot
shower!"

Yoshii let-red at her. "In the opposite order, please." She cuffed him
lightly. The horseplay turned into nutual unharnessing and a hug.

"Hey-y," she purred, "you really do want to celebrate, don't you? Later
we'll share that shower."

Hi s arms dropped. She released himin her turn and he made a stunbling
backward step. 1, I"'msorry, | didn't intend-Wll, we should take a good
| ook outside, shouldn't we?"

The jinxian was briefly silent before she smled wyly and shrugged. "COkay.
"Il forgive you this tinme if you'll fix dinner. Your yakitori tacos are
al ways consoling. You're right, anyway."

They turned off the fluoros and peered forth. As their eyes adapted, they
saw wel | enough through airl essness, by the thronging stars and the cold
rush of the MI1ky Way. Bow -shaped, the dell in which they were parked
curved sone 50 neters wide to heights twice as far above the bottom Fido
sat close to one side; direct sunlight would only touch her for a small
part of the day, weeks hence. Every edge and | unmp was rounded off by the
covering of the planet. In this illumnation it appeared pale gray.

"What is the stuff?" Carita nuttered.
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"I"ve hit on an idea," Yoshii said. | do not warrant that it is right. It
may not even make sense."

Her teeth flashed white in the darkness. "The universe is not under
obligation to make sense. Speak your piece." She switched cabin

illum nation back on. Radi ance nmade the ports bl ank

"I think it nust be organic--carbon-based," Yoshii said. "It doesn't
renotely match any mneral |'ve ever seen or heard of or imagined, whereas
it does resenbl e any nunber of plastics."

"Hin, yeah, | had the same thought, but discarded it. Were would the
chem stry cone fron? Life can't have started in the short time Prinma hung
onto its atnosphere, can it? \Watever carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen
are left nmust be locked up in solidstate materials. At nost we mght find
hydrates or sonething. "

This could have conme from space.™

"What ?" She gaped at him "If that's a joke, it's too deep for ne.
"There is matter in space, in the nebulae and even in the enptiest
stretches between. It includes organic conpounds, sone of themfairly

conpl ex. "
"Not quite concentrated enough for soup.”
"Sure, the densest nebula is still a pretty hard vacuum by Terrestri al

standards. However, this systemhas had tinme to pass through many. Between
them too-yes, between gal axies-gravity has found atoms and nol ecules to
draw i n. During any single year, hardly a neasurable anmount. But it's been
fifteen billion years, Carita."

"Um h," she uttered, alnost as if punched in the stomach.

"The sun doesn't give off any ultraviolet to speak O," Yoshii pursued.
"Its wind is puny. Carbon-based nmol ecules land intact. The sun does

mai ntai n a day-
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time tenmperature at which they can react with each other. | daresay cosnic
radi ati on energi zes the chenmistry, too. Fine grains of sand and
dust--crunbl ed off rocks, together with meteoroid powder-provide colloida
surfaces where the stuff can cluster till there's a fairly high
concentration and conplicated exchanges becone possible. Unsaturated bonds
grab the free atons of carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, anything included in the
downdrift except noble gases, and incorporate them WMaybe, here and there,
some such growi ng patch 'learns' how to take stuff fromsurfilce rocks. It's
a slow, slow process---or set of processes--but it's had time. Eventually
pat ches neet as they expand. \Wat happens then depends on just what their
conpositions happen to be. |1'd expect some weird interactions while they
join. Those could be going on yet. That woul d explain why we saw dfferently
colored areas. But it's only the terminal reactions."

Yoshii's words had cone faster and faster. He was devel oping his idea as he
described it. Excitenent turned into awe and he whi spered, "A polyner. A
single multiplex nolecule, the size of this planet."

Carita was rmute for a whole m nute before she murmured, "Whew But why

isn't the same stuff on every airless body? ... No wait. Stupid of ne to
ask. This is the only one where conditions have been right."
Yoshii nodded. "l suspect that what yellows the rest is a carbon conpound,

too, but sonmething forned in space. You get sone fairly conplicated ones
there, you know. If that particular one can't react with the organics |I was
tal ki ng about--too cold-then they are a mnor part of the downdrift
conpared to it. We haven't noticed the sanme thing in other planetary
systens because they are all too young, and maybe
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because none of them have made repeated passages through nebul ae. ™
"You m ssed your calling," Carita said tenderly. "Should ve been a
scientist. Is it too late? W can go out, take sanples, put 'emthrough

our analyzers. \Wen we get hone, you can wite a paper that'll have
schol arshi ps piled around you up to your bellybutton. Though | hope
you'll keep on with the poetry. | |ike what you-"

A qui ver went through the boat. "Wat the Finagle!" she exclai ned.

A quake?" Yoshii asked.

"The prof's told us these planets are as far beyond quakes as a nmunmmy is
beyond hopscotch,” Carita snapped.

Anot her trenor made slight noi ses throughout the hull. Yoshii reached for
the searchlight switch. Carita caught his arm "Hold that," she said.
"The kzintiNo, unless they beef up that already wild boost they are
under, they won't arrive for a couple nore hours." Neverthel ess he

refrained.

The pair studied their instrument panel. "W've been tilted a bit,"
Yoshii pointed out. "Should we reset the |anding jacks?"

"Let's wait and see,"” Carita said. "I'd guess the rock beneath has

settled under our weight, or one |layer has slid over another, or
something like that. if it's reached a new equilibrium we don't want to
upset it by shifting nass around. No sense in noving yet, when we can't
tell what the ground is |ike anywhere el se.™

, "Right. I'mafraid, though, we can't relax as we had hoped."

"How much rel axing could we do anyway, with kzinti sniffing after us?"
"And Laurinda-" Yoshii whispered. Harshly: "Do
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you want to take the controls, stand by to junmp out of here, in case? I'l

snug things down and, yes, throw a neal together."
Li ghtfoot under the low gravity, he descended aft to the engine
conpartnent. Delicate work needed doing. The idling fusion generator nust
be shut down entirely, lest its neutrino snmoke betray the boat-not that
the kzinti could home in on it, but they would know with certainty the
humans were on Prima, and in which quadrant. Batteries, isotopic and
crystalline as well as chenical, held energy for weeks of |ife support
and ordinary operations. Yet it had to be possible to restart the
generator instantly, full power within a second, should there be a sudden
need to scranble. That meant di sconnecting the safety interlocks. Yoshi
fetched tools and got busy. The task was demandi ng, but not too ruch for
his spirit to wing el sewhere in space, elsewhen in tine-the Belt, Pla-
teau, W& Made It, Rover's folk on triunphal progress after their return

Carita's voice canme over the intercom "This is dull duty. | think I wll
turn on the searchlight while it's still safe to do so. Mght get a clue
to what caused those jolts.™

"Good idea," lie agreed absent-m ndedly, and continued his task.

The netal around himthrobbed. Small objects rattled on the deck

"Juan!" Carita shouted. "The, the material-it's rippling, crawing-" The
hul | rocked. "lI'mgetting us out of herel"

"Yes, do," he called back, and grabbed for the nearest handhol d.

Wthin its radiation shield, the generator humred. Needl es sprang across
di al s, displays onto screens. Yoshii felt the upward thrust of the deck
agai nst his
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feet. It was s, light. Carita was a careful pilot, applying
barely sufficient boost to rise off the ground before
she comitted to a | eap
The boat screaned. Things tilted. Yoshii clung. Loose things hailed around
him A couple of themdrew bl ood. The boat canted over, toppled, struck
| engt hwi se, tolled so that he was half deaf ened.
Stillness crashed down, except for a shrill whistle that he knew too well.
Air was escaping fromone or nore rents nearby. He haul ed hinmself erect and
out of his daze. The energency val ve had al ready shut, sealing off this
section. He had to get through the lock built into it before the pressure
di fferential nade operation fatally sl ow.
Sonehow | i e passed forth, and on al ong the conpani onway that was now a
corridor, toward the control cabin. Lights were still shining, ventilators
still whirring, and few articles lay strewn around. This was a good, sturdy
craft, kept shipshape. How had she fail ed?
Carita net: himin the entrance. "Hey, you sure got battered, didn't you?
| was secured. Here, let nme help you." She practically carried himto his
chair, which she had adjusted for the new orientation. Meanwhile she tal ked

on: "The trouble's with the landing gear, | think. Is that damm stuff a
gl ue? No, how could it be? Take over. I'mgoing to suit up and go out for
a | ook."

"Don't," he protested. "You m ght get stuck there, too. 11

"I'"ll be careful. Keep watch. If | don't make it back-" She stooped,
brushed Iips across his, and hurried aft.

Hi s ears rang and pained him his head ached, he was becomi ng consci ous of
brui ses, but his eyes worked. The searchlight nmade clear the notion in
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the mantle. It was slight in anplitude, as thin as the | ayer was, and sl ow,
but intricate, |like wave patterns spreading fromcountless centers to form
an everchangi ng nmoi r6. Those nodes were darker than the rippl e-shadows and
seened to pass the darknesses on fromone to the next, so that a shifting
stipple went outward fromthe boat, across the dell floor and, as he

wat ched, up the side. The hull rocked a little, off and on, in irregular

W se.

"Do you read me?" he heard after a while. "I'min the Number Two | ock
outer valve open, |ooking over the lip."

"I read you," he answered unevenly. At |east the radi o system remained

i ntact. "Wat do you see?"

"The sane turbulence in the ... stuff. Nothing clear aft, where the main
damage is. The searchbeam doesn't diffuse, and-I1'"moff to inspect.”
"Better not. If you lost your footing and fell down int(y--:'

She barked scorn. "If you think I could, then I'mfor sure the right person
for this job." He clenched his fists but nust needs admt that induction
boots gave plenty of grip on the nmetal for a rockjack-a rockjill, she often
called herself. "I"'mcrawing out. . . . Standing. . . . On ny way." The
hul | pitched. "Hey! That damm near threw ne." Starkly: "I think Fido just
settled nore at the after end.”

But into what?" he cried. "Solid rock?"

"No, | guess not. | do know what we are deep down into.... kay,
proceedi ng. Landi ng gear in sight now, spraddl ed against the sky. It's
dark, | can't see nmuch except stars. Let me unlinber nmy flashlight....

A-a-ah!" she nearly screaned
He half rose in his seat. "Wat happened? Carita, dear, are you there?"
"Yes. A nasty shock, that sight. Listen, the Num
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ber Three leg is off the ground. The bottom end sticks up-ragged, holes in
it-like a badly corroded thing that got so weak it tore apart when it cane
under stress.... But Juan, this is nmelded steel and titanium alloy. What
coul d' ve eaten it?"

"We can guess," Yoshii said between his teeth. "Cone back
"No, | need to see the rest. Don't worry, I'll creep down the curve like a
cat burglar. . . . I'mat the socket of Nunber Two. |I'm shining ny Iight
along it. Yes. Nothing left of the foot. Seens to be sort of-absorbed into
t he ground. Nunber One-nobre yet is missing, and, yes, that's the unit which
pull ed partly |l oose fromits nounting and nade the hole in the engi ne
conpartnent. | can see the skin ripped and buckl ed-"

The boat swayed. Her nose twi sted about and |lifted a few degrees as her

tail sank. Groans went through the hull.

"I'"'mokay, mate. Well anchored. But holy Finagle! The stuff is going wild
underneath. Has it cone to a boil ?"

Yoshii could not see that where he was, but he did spy the quickening and

t hi ckeni ng of the wave fronts farther off. Understandi ng blasted him
"Douse your flash!" he yelled. "Get back inside!" He grabbed for the
searchlight switch as for the throat of a foenman.

Hey, what is this?" Carita called

"Douse your flash, | said. Can't you see, bright light is what causes the
troubl e? Find your way by the stars." He clutched his shoul ders and
shivered in the dark. The boat shivered with him dim nuendo.

| read you," Carita said faintly.

Yoshii darkened the cabin as well. "Let's nmeet in nmy stateroom" he
proposed. The sarcastically named cubbyhole did not give on the outside. He
groped till
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he found it. Wen again he dared grant hinself vision, he bent above the
| ocker where a bottle was, shook his head, straightened, and stood | ooking
at a phot ograph of Laurinda on the bul khead.

Carita entered. Her coverall was wet and pungent. Sweat glistened on the
dark face. "Haven't you poured ne a drink?" she asked hoarsely.

deci ded that would be unwi se."

"Maybe for you, sonny boy. Not for me." The jinxian hel ped herself,
tossed of f two mouthfuls, and sighed. "That's better. Thank you very
much. "
Yoshii gestured at his bunk. It was roughly horizontal, that being how
the polarizer field was ordinarily set in flight. They sat down on it,
side by side. Her bravado dwi ndled. "So you know what's happened to us?"
she murnured.

| have a guess,"” Yoshii replied with care. "It depends on ny idea of the
super nol ecul e being correct. "

Say on."

"Well, you see, it grew O rather, | think, different ones grewtil

they met and l|inked up. There nust have been all possible conbinations,
permut ati ons of radicals and bases and-every kind of chemcal unit.
Cosmic radiation drives that kind of change. So does quantum nechani cs,
random effects; that was probably dom nant in intergalactic space. So the
chem stry ... nutated. \Watever structure was better at assimlating
fresh material would be favored. It would grow at the expense of the
rest.”

Carita whistled. "Natural selection, evolution? You nean the stuffs
alive?"

"No, not like you and me or bacteria or even viruses. But it would
devel op conponents which could grab onto new atons, and other conponents
that are catalytic, and-and | think ways of passing
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an atomon fromring to ring until it's gone as far as there are receptors
for it. That would | eave roomfor taking up nore at the near end. Because
think finally the nol ecul e evol ved beyond the point of dependi ng on what ever
fell its way fromthe skies. | think it began extracting matter fromthe

pl anet, whenever it spread to where there was a suitabl e substance. Breaking
down carbonates and silicates and-and incorporating netallic atons too.
Clathrate formati on would pronmote growth, as well as chem cal conbination
But of course metal is ultra-scarce here, so the nol ecul e becane highly
efficient at stealing it. 11

"At eating things."
for me."

"The normal environment is |owenergy,"” Yoshii said. "Things nust go faster
during the day. Not that there is nuch action then, either; nothing much to
act on, any nore. But we set down on our netal |anding gear, and punped out
l'ight-frequency quanta."
"And it ... woke. "

Yoshii grimaced but stayed clear of semantic argunent. "It nust be strongly
bound to the underlying rock. It was quick to knit the feet of our |anding
jacks into that structure. "
"And gnaw its way upward, till I-"

He caught her hand. "You couldn't have known. | didn't.
The deck swayed underfoot. The liquor sloshed in Carita's glass. "But we're
bl acked out now," she protested, as if to the devourer

"We're radiating infrared," Yoshii answered. "The boat's warner on the
out si de than her surroundi ngs. Energy supply. The chenistry goes on, though
slower. W can't stop it, not unless we want to freeze to death. "

Carita stared before her. "That's cl ose enough to life
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"How | ong have we got?" she whi spered.

He bit his Iip. "I don't know. If we last till sunrise we'll dissolve
entirely soon after, like spooks in an ancient folk tale."
"That's nmore than a nmonth away."

"I"d estimate that well before then, the hull will be eaten open. No nore
air."

"Qur suits recycle. W can jury-rig other things to keep us alive."

"But the hull will weaken and collapse. Do you want to be tossed down
into ... that?" Yoshii sat straight. Resolution stiffened his tone. "I'm

afraid we have no choice except to throw ourselves on the nercy of the
kzinti. They nust have arrived."
Carita ripped forth a string of oaths and obscenities, knocked back her

drink, and rose. "Shep is still on the |oose," she said.
Yoshii wi nced. "Man the control cabin. 1'mgoing to suit up and get back
into the engi ne conpartnent."

"What for?"

"Isn't it obvious? The energy boxes are stored there. "
"Ch. Yes. You're thinking we'll have to take orbit under our own power
and let the kzinti pick us up? I'mnot keen on that."
"Nor 1. But | don't imagine they'll be keen on |anding here."

He rejoined her an hour later. By starlight she saw how he trenbl ed.

was too |late," dragged fromhim "Muybe if | hadn't had to operate the

ai rl ock hydraulics manual |l y~What | found was a seething mass of -of - The
entire | ocker where the boxes were is gone.™

"That fast?" she wondered, stunned, though they had been in comunication
until he passed through into the after section. And then, slowy: "Wll

t he
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capacitors in those boxes are-were fully charged. Energy concentrated |ike
the stuff s never known before. Too bad so much didn't poison it. Instead,
it got a kick in the chenmistry making it able to eat everything in three
gul ps. W're lucky the |ife-support batteries weren't there, too."
"Let's hope the kzinti want us enough to come down for us."
Shielding a flashlight with a clipboard, they activated the radio,
st andar d- band broadcast. Yoshii spoke. "SOS. SOS. Two humans aboard a boat,
mar ooned ,
he said dully. "W are sinking into a-solvent-the macronol ecul e- You
doubt| ess know about it. Rescue requested
"We can't |ift by ourselves. The drive units in our spacesuits have only
partial charge, insufficient to reach orbital speed in this field. W can't
recharge. That equipnment is gone. So are all the reserve energy boxes. W
can flit a goodly distance around the planet or rise to a goodly height,
but we can't escape.
"Pl ease take us off. Please inform W wll keep our receiver open on this
band, and continue transm ssion so you can |ocate us."
Havi ng recorded his words, he set themto repeat directly on the carrier
wave and | eaned back. "Not the nost el oquent speech ever made," he
admtted. "But they won't care."
She took his hand. Heaven stood gl eanful above them Tine passed.
Qccasionally the vessel noved a bit.
A spaceship flew low, from horizon to horizon. They had only the barest
gl i npse. Perhaps cameras took note of theirs.
Carita cboked. "Alien."
"Kzin," Yoshii said. "Got to be."
"But | never heard of anything like
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"Nor 1. What did you see?"

"Big. Sphere with fins or flanges or-whatever they are-all around.
Mrror-bright. Doesn't |look like she's intended for planetfall."

Yoshii nodded. "Me too. | wanted to nake sure of ny inpression, as fast
as she went by. just the same, | think we have a while to wait." He stood
up. "Suppose | go fix us sone sandw ches and also bring that bottle. W
may as well take it easy. W' ve played our hand out."

"But won't they--Ch, yes, | see. That's no patrol craft. She was called
of f her regular service to cone check Prima. W being found, she'll cal
Secunda for further orders, and relay our nessage to a translator there.
"About a five-minute transmission |ag either way, at the present
positions. A longer chain-of-command lag, |'ll bet. Leave the intercom
on for ne, please, but just for the sake of ny curiosity. You can talk
to themas well as | can.”

There isn't a lot to say," Carita agreed.

Yoshii was in the galley when he heard the conputer-generated voi ce:
"Werlith-Cormandant addressing you directly. ldentify yourselves."

"Carita Fenger, Juan Yoshii, of the ship Rover, stuck on Prima-on Pl anet
One. Your crew has seen us. | suppose they realize our plight. W're
being ... swall owed. Please take us off. If your vessel here can't do it,

pl ease dispatch one that can. Over."
Sil ence hunmed and rustled. Yoshii kept busy.
He was returning when the voice struck again: "W |lost two boats with a
total of eight heroes aboard before we established the nature of the
peril. | will not waste tinme explaining it to you. Most certainly | wll
not hazard another craft and nore lives. On the basis of observations
made by the crew of Sun Defter
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if you keep energy output mnimal you have approxi mtely five hundred
hours left to spend as you see fit. "
A click signalled the cutoff.
Vérlith- Commandant had been quite kindly by his lights, Yoshi
acknow edged.
He entered the control cabin. "I'msorry, Carita," he said.
She rose and went to neet him Starlight guided her through shadows and
glinted off her hair and a fewtears. "I'msorry too, Juan," she gul ped.
"Now | et's both of us stop apol ogi zi ng. The thing has happened, that's
all. Look, we can try a broadcast that naybe they' Il pick up in Shep, so
they' Il know. They won't dare reply, | suppose, but it's nice to think
they m ght know. First let's eat, though, and have a couple of drinks,
and tal k, and, and go to bed. The sane bed."

He lowered his tray to the chart shelf "I'm exhausted," he nunbl ed.
She threw her arms around himand drew his head down to her opul ent
bosom "So'm I, chum And if you want to spend the rest of what tine

we' ve got being faithful, okay. But let's stay together. It's cold out
there. Even in a narrow bunk, let's be together while we can."”

16

The sun in the screen showed about half the Soldisc at Earth. Its |ight
equal ed nmore than 10,000 full Lunas, red rather than off-white but stil
anpl e to make Secunda shine. The planetary crescent was nostly

yel | owi sh-brown, little softened by a tenuous atnosphere of nethane wth
traces of carbon dioxide
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and amoni a. A polar cap brightened its %\rintered northern hemi sphere, a
shrunken one the southern. The latter was all water ice, the former enlarged
by carbon di oxi de and ammoni a that had frozen out. These two gases did it
everywhere at night, nost tines, evaporating again by day in sumer and the
tropics, so that sunrises and sunsets were apt to be violent. Al ong the
termnator glittered a stormof fine silicate dust mngled with ice
crystals.
The surface bore scant relief, but the slowrotation, 57 hours, was
bringing into view a gigantic crater and a nunber of |esser nei ghbors.
Probably a nmoon had crashed within the past billion years; the scars
remai ned, though any orbiting fragnents had dissipated. A sister noon
survived, three-fourths Lunar dianeter, dark yellow sh |ike so nany bodies
in this system
Thus did Tregennis interpret what he and Ryan saw as they sat in Rover's
sal oon wat chi ng the approach. Data taken from afar, before the capture,
hel ped himfill in details. Talking about them was an anodyne for both men.
Mar kham entered. Silence rushed through like a w nd.
| have an announcenent," he said after a nonent.
Nei t her prisoner stirred.
"W are debarking in half an hour," he went on. | have arranged for your
cl ot hi ng and hygi eni ¢ equi prment to be brought along. Including your nedica-
tion, Professor. "

"Thank you," Tregennis said flatly.
"Why shoul dn't he?" Ryan sneered. "Keep the aninals alive till the master
race can think of a need for them | wonder if he'll share in the feast."

Mar kham s stiffhess becane rigidity. "Have a care," he warned. | have been

very patient with you."
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During the 50-odd hours of 3-g flight--during which Hraou-Captain allowed
the polarizer to |ighten wei ght-he had received no word fromeither, nor
eye contact. To be sure, he had been cultivating the acquai ntance of such
kzinti anmong the prize crew as deigned to talk with him "Don't provoke
nme."
"Al'l right," Ryan answered. Unable to resist: "Not but what | couldn't
put up with a lot of provocation nmyself, if | were getting paid what they
nmust be payi ng you."
Mar kham s cheekbones reddened. "For your information, | have never had
one mark of reconpense, nor ever been prom sed any. Not one."
Tregennis regarded himin mld amazenent. "Then why have you turned
traitor?" he asked
| have not. On the contrary-" Markham stood for several seconds before
he plunged. "See here, if you will listen, if you will treat me like a
human bei ng, you can |earn sone things you will be well advised to know "
Ryan scow ed at his beer glass, shrugged, nodded, and grumbl ed, "M ght
as well."
"Can you talk freely?" Tregennis inquired.
Mar kham sat down. | have not been forbidden to. O course, what | have
been told so far is quite limted. However, certain kzinti, including
HraouCapt ai n, have been reasonably forthcom ng. They have been bored by
their uneventful duty, are intrigued by nme, and see no i medi ate threat
to security.
I can understand that," said Tregennis dryly.
Mar kham | eaned forward. Hi s assurance had shrunk enough to notice. He
tugged his half-beard. His tone becane earnest:
"Remenber, for a dozen Earth-years | fought the kzinti. | was raised to
it. They had driven my nother
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into exile. The notto of the House of Reichstein was 'Ehre-' well, in
English, 'Honor Through Service.' She changed it to 'No Surrender.' Mbst
peopl e had | ong since given up, you know. They accepted the kzin order of
t hi ngs. Many had been born into it, or had only dimchil dhood nenories of
anyt hi ng before. Revolt woul d have brought massacre. Aristocrats who
stayed on Winderl and-the nmajority-saw no alternative to cooperating with
t he occupation forces, at least to the extent of preserving order anong
humans and keeping industries in operation. They were, apt to | ook on us
who fought as dangerous extrem sts. It was a seductive belief. As the
years wore on, with no end in sight, nore and nore nenbers of the

resi stance despaired. Through the aristocrats at hone they negoti ated
terms permitting themto come back and pick up the pieces of their lives.
My mot her was anong those who had the greatness of spirit to refuse the
temptation. 'No Surrender.' "

Ryan still gl owered, but Tregennis said with a dawn of sympathy, "Then

t he hyperdrive arnada arrived and she was vindi cated. Were you not gl ad?"
"Of course," Markham said. "W jubilated, ny conrades and 1, after we
were through weeping for the joy and glory of it. That was a short-1lived
happi ness. W had work to do. At first it was clean. The fighting had
caused destruction. The navy from Sol could spare few units; it must go
on to subdue the kzinti el sewhere. On the nmen of the resistance fell the
tasks of rescue and relief.

"Then as we returned to our homes on Winderl andl and many others for the
first time in our lives-we found that the world for whose |iberation we
had fought, the world of our vision and hope, was gone, |ong gone.
Everywhere was turnoil. Mbs stornmed nanor after manor of the

"col l aborationist' aristocrats,
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| ynched, raped, looted, burned-as if those sane proles had not grovel ed
before the kzinti and kept war production going for them Lunatic
political factions rioted against each other or did actual arned conbat.
Chaos brought breakdown, want, m sery, death.

"My nother took a lead in calling for a restoration of law W did it
we soldiers fromspace. What we did was often harsh, but necessary. A
car et aker government was established. W thought that we could finally
get on with our private lives-though 1, for one, busied nmyself in the
effort to build up Centaurian defense forces, so that never again could
ny peopl e be overrun

"In the years that ny back was turned, they, nmy people, were betrayed."
Mar kham choked on his bitterness.

"Do you mean the new constitution, the denocratic noverment in general ?"
Tregenni s pronpt ed.

Mar kham recover ed and nodded. "No one denied that reform reorganization

was desirable. | will concede, if only because our time to talk nowis
l[imted, nost of the reformers nmeant well. They did not foresee the
consequences of what they enacted. | admit | did not nyself. But | was

busy, often away for long periods of time. My nother, on our estates, saw
what was happeni ng, and piece by piece made it clear to ne."

"Your estates. You kept them then. | gather nost noble famlies kept a
substantial part of their former hol dings; and Winderl and' s House of
Patricians is the upper chanber of its parlianent. Surely you don't think

you have cone under a . . . mpobocracy. "
"But | do! At least, that is the way it is tending. That is the way it
will go, to conpletion, to destruction, if it is not stopped. A politica

G eshani s Law
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prevails; the bad drives out the good. Look at ne, for exanple. | have one
vote, by hereditary right, in the Patricians, and it is linmted to federa
matters. To take a neaningful role in restoring a proper societythrough
enactment of proper laws-a role which it is ny hereditary duty to take-I
nmust begin by being elected a consul of ny state, Braefell. That woul d
give me a voice in choosing who goes to the House of Del egates- No matter
details. | went into politics."
"Hol di ng your well-bred nose," Ryan murnured.

Mar kham fl ushed again. "I amfor the people. The honest, decent,

har d- wor ki ng, sensi ble common peo ple, who know in their hearts that

society is tradition and order and reverence, not a series of cheap bar-

gai ns between selfish interests. One still finds themin the countryside.
It isinthe cities that the maggots are, the nobs, the crimnals, the
parasites, the . . . politicians.”

For the first tinme, Ryan smled a little. "Can't say | admre the
political process either. But | will say the cure is not to donesticate

the [ ower class. How about letting everybody see to his own business,
with a few cops and courts to keep things fromgetting too hairy?"

| heard that argument often enough. It is stupid. It assunes the obvious
fal sehood that an individual can function in isolation |like an atom Oh,
| did ny share of toadying. | shook the clamry hands and said the clamy
words, but it was hypocritical ritual, a sugar coating over the cynicism
and corruption-"
"I'n short, you lost."

| learned better than to try."

Ryan started to respond but checked hinmself. Markhamsmniled like a
death's head. "Thereupon | decided to call back the kzinti, is that what
you wi sh to say?" he gibed. Seriously: "No, it was not that sinple
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at all. | had had dealings with themthroughout ny war career
negoti ati ons, exchanges, interrogation and care of prisoners, the sort of
rel ati onshi ps one always has with an opponent. They canme to fascinate ne
and | learned everything about themthat | could. The nore | knew, the
nore effective a freedomfighter I would be, not so?

"After the . . . liberation, my know edge and ny reputation caused ne to
have still nmore to do with them There were nmutual repatriations to
arrange. There were kzinti who had good cause to stay behind. Some had
been born in the Centaurian System the second and later fleets carried
femal es. Gthers came to join such kinfolk, or on their own, as fugitives,
because their society too was in upheaval and many of them actually

adm red us, now that we had fought successfully. Remenber, nost of those
newconers arrived on human hyperdrive ships. This was official policy,

in the hope of earning goodwill, of |earning nore about kzinti in
general , and of frankl y~havi ng possi bl e host ages. Even so, they were often
subject to cruel discrimnation or outright persecution. What could | do
but intervene in their behalf? They, or their brothers, had been brave
and honorable enemes. It was tine to become friends."

"That was certainly a worthy feeling," Tregennis admtted.

Mar kham made a choppi ng gesture. "Meanwhile | not only grew nore and nore
aware of the rot in Winderland, | discovered how nuch | had been lied to.
The kzinti were never nonsters, as propaganda had cl ai med. They were
relentless at first and strict afterward, yes. They inposed their will.
But it was a dynamic will serving a splendid vision. They were not
wantonly cruel, nor extortionate, nor even pettily thievish. Humans who
obeyed kzin | aw enjoyed
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its protection, its order, and its justice. Their lives went on

peaceful Iy, industriously, with old fol kways respected-hy the conmoners

and the kzinti. Mdst hardly ever saw a kzin. The Geat Houses of Winder-

l and were the internmedi aries, and woe betide the human | ord who abused the

people in his care. Ch, no matter his rank, he must defer to the |lowiest

kzin. But he received due honor for what he was, and could | ook forward

to his sons rising higher, his grandsons to actual partnership.”

"I'n the conquest of the gal axy," Ryan said.

11 Well, the kzinti have their faults, but they are not |like the Sl avers
t hat archeol ogi sts have found traces O, froma billion years ago or
however long it was. Men who fought the kzinti and nen who served them
were nore fully nwn than ever before or since. My nother first said this
to nme, years afterward, mnmy nother whose word had been 'No Surrender.' "
Mar kham gl anced at his watch. "W nust | eave soon," he reninded. "I
didn't nean to go on at such length. | don't expect you to agree with ne.
| do urge you to think, think hard, and neanwhil e cooperate. "

Regardl ess, Tregennis asked in his disarm ng fashion, "Did you actually
decide to work for a kzin restoration? Isn't that the sort of radicalism
you oppose?"

"My decision did not cone overnight either,"” Markhamreplied, "nor do
want kzin rule again over ny people. It would be better than what they
have now, but manliness of their own is better still. Earth is the rea
eneny, rich fat Earth, its bankers and hucksters and political panderers,
its vulgarity and whori shness that poison our young everywhere-on your
worl d, too, Professor. A strong planet Kzin will challenge humans to
strengt hen t hensel ves. Those who do not
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purge out the corruption will die. The rest, clean, will rmake a new peace,
a brotherhood, and go on to take possession of the universe."
"Together with the kzinti," Ryan said.

Mar kham nodded. "And perhaps other worthy races. W shall see.™

| don't imagi ne anybody ever prom sed you this."

"Not in so many words. You are shrewd, Quartermaster. But shrewdness is not
enough. There is such a thing as intuition, the sense of destiny."

Mar kham waved a hand. "Not that | had a religious experience. | began by
entrusting harm ess, perfectly sincere nessages to kzinti going hone, nes-
sages for their authorities. 'Please suggest how our two species can reach
mut ual understandi ng. What can | do to help bring a détente?' Things |ike
that. A few kzinti do still travel in and out, you know, on human ships, by
prearrangenent. They generally come to consult or debate about what matters
of mutual concern our species have these days, diplomatic, conmerci al
safety-related. Some do other things, clandestinely. W haven't cut off the
traffic on that account. It is slight-and, after all, the exchange hel ps us
pl ant our spies in their space.

"The responses | got were encouraging. They |led to personal neetings, even
occasionally to coded hyperwave conmuni cations; we have a few relays in
kzin space, you know, by agreement. The first requests | got were
legitimate by anyone's measure. The kzinti asked fbr specific information
no state secrets, nerely data they could not readily obtain. |I felt that by
aiding themtoward a better know edge of us | was doing ny race a val uabl e
service. But of course | could not reveal it."

"No, you had your own little foreign policy," Ryan scoffed. "And one thing
| ed to another, also inside
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your head, till you were sending stuff on the theory and practice of
hyperdri ve which gave thema ten- or twenty-year leg up on their R and D."
Mar kham s tone was patient. "They would inevitably have gotten it. Only by
taking part in events can we hope to exercise any influence.”

Again he consulted his watch. "W had better go," he said. "They will bring

us to their base. You will be meeting the commandant. Perhaps what | have
told will be of help to you."
"How about Rover?" Ryan inquired. "I hope you've explained to them she

isn'"t nmeant for planetfall."

"That was not necessary," Markhamsaid, irritated. "They know space
architecture as well as we dopossibly better than you do, Quartermaster. W
will go down in a boat fromthe warship. They will put our ship on the
noon. "

VWhat ? Why not just in parking orbit?"

"I"ll explain later. W must report now for debarkation. Have no fears. The
kzinti won't willingly damage Rover. If they can-if we think of some way to
prevent future human expeditions here that does not involve returning
her-we' |l | keep her. The hyperdrive makes her precious. Otherw se Kzarr-

Si u- Vengeful Slasher, the warship-is the only vessel currently in this
system whi ch has been so outfitted. They'll put Rover on the moon for
safety's sake. Secunda orbits have beconme too crowded. The nmoon's gravity
is low enough that it won't harma freightship like this. Now cone."

Mar kham rose and strode forth. Ryan and Tregennis foll owed. The Hawaii an
nudged the Pl at eauni an and made little circling notions with his forefinger
near his tenple. Unwontedly bl eak of countenance, the astrononer nodded,

t hen whi spered, "Be careful. | have read history. Al too often, his kind
is successful."
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Kzinti did not use their gravity polarizers to maintain a constant,
confortabl e weight w thin spacecraftunl ess accel erati ons got too high even
for themto tolerate. The boat left with a roar of power. Humans sagged in
their seats. Tregennis whitened. The thin flesh seemed to pull back over

t he bones of his face, the beaky nose stood out |like a crag and bl ood
trickled fromit. "Hey, easy, boy," Ryan gasped. "Do you want to lose this
man . . . already?"

Mar kham spoke to Hraou- Captain, who made a cont enptuous noi se but then

yow ed at the pilot. Wightl essness cane as an abrupt benediction. For a

m nute silence prevail ed, except for the heavy breathing of the
Winder | ander and the Hawaiian, the rattling in and out of the old

Pl at eauni an' s.

Har nessed besi de Tregennis, Ryan exam ned himas well as he could before
muttering, | guess he'll be all right in a while, if that snotbrain wll
take a little care." Raising his eyes, he | ooked past the other, out the
port. "What's that?"

Close by, a kilometer or two, a small spacecraftthe size and |ines

i ndicated a ground-to-orbit shuttlewas docked at a framework which had been
assenbl ed around a curiously spheroidal dark mass, a couple of hundred
nmeters in dianeter. The framework secured and supported nachi nery whi ch was
carrying out operations under the direction of suited kzinti who flitted
about with drive units on their backs. Stars peered through the lattice. In
t he di stance passed a glinpse of Rover, noon-bound, and the warship.

The boat glided by. A new approach curve conmputed, the pilot applied
thrust, this time about a single g's worth. Hraou-Captain registered

i npati ence at the added waiting aboard. Markham did not ven-
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ture to address himagain. It nust have taken courage to do so at all
when he wasn't supposed to defile the | anguage with his nouth.
I nstead the Winderl ander said to Ryan, on a note of awe, "That is

doubt| ess one of their iron sources. Recently arrived, | would guess, and
cool ed down enough for work to comence on it. Fromwhat | have heard,
a body that size will quickly be reduced."

Ryan stared at him forgetting hostility in surprise. "lron? | thought
there was hardly any in this system Wat it has ought to be at the
center of the planets. Don't the kzinti inmport their netals for
constructi on?"

Mar kham shook his head. "No, that would be quite inpractical. They have
few hyperdrive ships as yet-1 told you Vengeful Sl asher alone is so
outfitted here, at present. Once the transports had brought personnel and
t he basic equi pnrent, they went back for duty closer to home. Currently

a warship calls about twice a year to bring fresh workers and needf ul
items. It relieves the one on guard, which carries back kzinti being
rotated. A reason for choosing this sun was precisely that humans won't
suspect anything inmportant can ever be done at it. " He hesitated

"Except pure science. The kzinti did overlook that."

"Well, where do they get their netals? Ch, the |ightest ones, alum num
uh, beryllium magnesium ... manganese?-1 suppose those exist in
ordinary ores. But | don't imagine those ores are anything but scarce and
| owgrade. And iron-"

"The asteroid belt. The planet that came too close to the sun. Disruption
exposed its core. The metal content is |ow conpared to what it would be
in a later-generation world, but when you have a whol e planet, you get

an abundance. They have had to bring in certain elements from outside,

ni ckel, co-
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balt, copper, etcetera, but nostly to make alloys. Small quantities
suffice."

Tregennis had evidently not fainted. His eyelids fluttered open. "Hold," he

whi spered. "Those asteroids ... orbit within ... less than half a mllion
kilometers ... of the sun surface." He panted feebly before adding, "It may
be a. . . very late type M... but nevertheless, the effective

temperature--7 His voice trailed off.

The awe returned to Markham s. "They have built a special tug."

"What sort?" Ryan asked.

“In principle, like the kind we know. Having found a desirable body, it
lays hold with a grapnel field. |I think this vessel uses a gravity

pol ari zer systemrather than el ectromagnetics. The kzinti originated that
t echnol ogy, renenber. The tug draws the object into the desired orbit and
releases it to go to its destination. The tug is imensely powerful. It can
handl e not sinply |large rocks |ike what you saw, but whol e asteroids of
reasonabl e size. As they near Secundatangential paths, of course-it works
theminto planetary orbit. That's why |ocal space is too crowded for the
kzinti to |leave Rover in it unmanned. Besides ferrous nmasses on hand, two
or three new ones are usually en route, and not all the tailings of worked-
out ol d ones get swept away."

"But the heat near the sun," Ryan objected. "The crew woul d roast alive.
don't see how they can trust robotics alone. If nothing else, let the
circuits get too hot and--

"The tug has a live crew, Markhamsaid. "It's built double-hulled and
mrror-bright, with plenty of radiating surf~ces. But mainly it's ship
size, not boat size, because it loads up with water ice before each

m ssion. There is plenty of that around the big plan-
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ets, you know, chilled well below m nus a hundred degrees. Heated, nelted,

evaporated, vented, it nmaintains an endurable interior until it has been
spent. "
| thought we ... found traces of water and OH ... in a ring around the

sun," Tregennis breathed. "Could it actually be-F

"I don't know how nmuch ice the project has consunmed to date," Markham
said, "but you must agree it is grandly conceived. That is a crew of
heroes. They suffer, they dare death each tinme, but their will prevails."
Ryan rubbed his chin. | suppose otherw se the only spacecraft are
shuttles. And the warcraft and her boats."

"They are building nore." Markham sounded proud. "And weapons and support
machi nery. This will be an industrial as well as a naval base."

"For the next war-" Tregennis seemed close to tears. Ryan patted his
hand. Silence took over.

The boat entered atnosphere, which whined as she decel erated around the
gl obe. A dawn storm grit and ice, obscured the base, but the humans nade
out that it was in the great crater, presunably because the noonfall had
br ought down val uabl e ores and caused nore to spurt up from beneat h.

I nt erconnected buil di ngs made a web across several kilonmeters, with a

bl ack central spider. Doubtless nuch | ay underground. An enterprise |like
this was large-scale or it was worthless. True, it had to start small,
precariously-the first canp, the assenbling of life support systems and
food production facilities and a hospital for victinms of disasters such
as were inevitable when you drove hard ahead with your work on a strange
wor | d- but dernoni ¢ energy had joi ned the exponenti al -i ncrease powers of
aut omat ed machines to bring forth this city of warriors.
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No, Ryan thought, a city of workers in the service of future warriors. Thus
far few professional fighters would be present except the crew of Vengef ul
Sl asher. They weren't needed ... yet. The warship was on hand agai nst
unl i kely contingencies. Wll, in this case kzin paranoia had paid off.

The pilot made an instrument landing into a cradle. Ryan spied nore such
units, three of them holding shuttles. The field on which they stood,

t hough paved, nust often be treacherous because of drifted dust. Secunda
had no unfrozen water to cleanse its air; and the air was a chill wi sp.

Most of the universe is barren. Hawaii seemed infinitely far away.

A gang tube snaked froma ziggurat-like term nal building. Airlocks Iinked.
An arnmed kzin entered and sal uted. Hraou-Captain gestured at the hunmans and

snarl ed an inperative before he went out. Markham unharnessed. | amto
follow him" he said. "You go with this guard. Quarters are prepared.
Behave yourselves and ... | will do my best for you.

Ryan rose. Two-thirds Earth weight felt good. He collected his and
Tregennis' bags in his right hand and gave the astrononer his left armfor
support. Kzinti throughout a cavernous main room stared as the captives
appeared. They didn't goggle Iike humans, they watched |ike cats. Severa
naked tails switched to and fro. An effort had been nmade to brighten the
surroundi ngs, a huge rmural of some hero in hand-to-hand conmbat with a
nonster; the blood jetted glaring bright.
The guard | ed his charges down corridors which pulsed with the sounds of
construction. At |last he opened a door, waved themthrough, and closed it
behi nd them They heard a | ock click shut.
The room held a bed and a di sposal unit, meant
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for kzinti but usable by humans; the bed was anple for two, and by dint of
bal anci ng and clinging you could take care of sanitation. | better help you
till you feel better, Prof," Ryan offered. "Meanwhile, why don't you lie
down? I'1l unpack." The bags and floor nust furnish storage space. Kzinti
seldomwent in for clothes or for carrying personal possessions around.
They did hate sensory deprivation, still nore than humans do. There was no
screen, but a port showed the spacefield. The term nator stormwas dying
out as the sun rose higher, and the view cleared fast. Under a pale red
sky, the naval conplex cane to an end sone distance off. Tawny sand reached
onward, strewn with boulders. In places, wind had swept clear the fused
crater floor. It wasn't like lava, nore |like dark glass. Huge though the
bow was, Secunda
much | ess dense than Earth, but significantly |argerhad a w de enough
hori zon that the nearer wall jutted above it in the west, a nmurky palisade.
Tregenni s took Ryan's advice and stretched hinself out. The quartermaster
smled and canme to renove his shoes for him "Mght as well be confortable,
Ryan said, "or as nearly as we can w thout beer."
"And wit hout know edge of our fates," the Plateaunian said |ow "Wrse, the
fates of our friends."
"At |least they are out of Markhamis filthy hands."
"Kanmehaneha, please. Watch yourself. We shall have to deal with him And
he-1 think he too is feeling shocked and I onely. He didn't expect this
either. Hs orders were nmerely to hanper exploration beyond the Iimts of
human space. He wants to spare us. Gve himthe chance."
"Ha! 1'd rather give a shark that kind of chance. It's | ess nurderous."
"Ch, now, really."
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Ryan thunped fist on wall. "Wo do you suppose put that kzin up to
attacki ng Bob Saxtorph back in Tiamat? It has to have been Markham when
his earlier efforts failed. Nothing el se makes sense. And this, mnd you,
this was when he had no particular reason to believe our expedition
mattered as far as the kzinti were concerned. They hadn't trusted him
with any real information. But he went ahead anyway and tried to get a
man killed to stop us. That shows you what value he puts on human life."
"Well, maybe ... maybe he is deranged," Tregennis sighed. "Wuld you
bring me a tablet, please? | see a water tap and bowl over there."

"Sure. Heart, huh? Take it easy. You shouldn't've cone al ong, you know "
Tregennis smled. "Medical science has kept ne functional far |onger than
| deserve

"But fill me with the old fam liar Juice, 'Methinks | mght recover

by- and- by!"'

Ryan lifted the white head and brought the bowl, from which a kzin would
have | apped, carefully close to the lips. "You' ve got nmore heart than a

| ot of young bucks | could nane," he said.
Ti me crept past.
The door opened. "Hey, food?" Ryan asked.

Mar kham confronted them an armed kzin at his back. He was again pallid
and stiff of countenance. "Cone," he said harshly.

Rested, Tregennis wal ked steady-footed beside Ryan. They went through a
maze of featurel ess passages with shut doors, coldly lighted, throbbing
or buzzing. Wen they encountered other kzinti they felt the carnivore
stares follow them

After a long while they stopped at a larger door. This part of the warren
| ooked li ke officer country, though Ryan couldn't be sure. when
practically ev-
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erything he saw was altogether foreign to him The guard let themin and
fol | oned.
The chamber beyond was wi ndowl ess, its sole ornamentation a screen on
whi ch a conmputer projected colored patterns. Kzin-type seats, desk, and
el ectroni cs suggested an office, but big and nostly enpty. In one corner
a plastic tub had been placed, about three neters square. Wthin stood
some apparatus, and a warrior beside, and the drug-dazed tel epath huddl ed
at his feet.
The prisoners' attention went to Hraou-Captain and anot her-1ean and
grizzled by conparison--seated at the desk. "Show respect,” Markham
directed. "You neet Werlith-Conmandant. "
Tregenni s bowed, Ryan slopped a soft sal ute.
The head honcho spat and runbl ed. Markhamturned to the men. "Listen,"
he said. "I have been in ... conference, and aminstructed to tell you

Fi do has been found."

Tregennis made a tiny noise of pain. Ryan hunched his shoul ders and said,
"That's what they told you."

"it is true,"” Markhaminsisted. "The boat went to Prinma. The

i nterrogati on aboard Rover led to a suspicion that the escapers mght try
t hat maneuver. Ya-Nar-Ksshinn--call it Sun Defter, the asteroid tug, was
prospecting. The conmmandant ordered it to Prima, since it could get there
very fast. By then Fido was trapped on the surface. Fenger and Yoshi
broadcast a call for help, so Sun Defter |ocated them just lately, Fido
has made a new broadcast which the kzinti picked up. You will listen to
the recording."

Wer | it h- Conmandant condescended to touch a control. Fromthe desk
conmuni cat or, wavery through a seething of radio interference, Juan
Yoshii's voice canme forth.

1. Hello, Bob, Dorcas, Lau-laurinda-Kam Arthur,
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Uf, if you hear-hello fromCarita and me. We'll set this to repeat on
di fferent bands, hoping you'll happen to tune it in somewhere along the
line. It's |likely goodbye.™"
"No," said Carita's voice, "it's 'good luck.' To you. CGodspeed. "
"Right," Yoshii agreed. "Before we let you know what the situation is, we
want to beg you, don't ever blanme yourselves. There was absolutely no way
to foresee it. And the universe is full of nuch worse farms we coul d have

bought .

"However-" Unenotionally, now and then aided by his conpani on, he descri bed
things as they were. "We'll hang on till the end, of course,” he finished.
"Soon we'll see what we can rig to keep us alive. After the hull coll apses
altogether, we'll flit off in search of bare rock to sit on, if any exists.

Do not, repeat do not risk yourselves in sone crazy rescue attenpt. Maybe
you could figure out a safe way to do it if you had the time and no kzinti
on your necks. Or maybe you could talk theminto doing it. But neither one
is in the cards, eh? You concentrate on getting the word hone."

W nmean that," Carita said.

"Laurinda, | love you," Yoshii said fast. "Farewell, fare always well
darling. What really hurts is knowi ng you nay not nake it back. But if you
do, you have your life before you. Be happy."

"W aren't glum" Carita barked a laugh. "I mght wi sh Juan weren't quite
so noble, Laurinda, dear. But it's no big thing either way, is it? Not any
nore. Good luck to all of you."

The recordi ng ended. Tregennis gazed beyond the room-at this new mracle
of nature? Ryan stood swallowing tears, his fists knotted.
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"You see what Saxtorph's reckl essness has caused," Markham sai d.

Nol * Ryan shouted. "The kzinti could lift themoff! But they-tell his
excel l ency yonder they're afraid to!"

"I will not. You nmust be out of your nind. Besides, Sun Defier cannot |and
on a planet, and carries no auxiliary."
"A shuttle-No. But a boat fromthe warship."

"Why? What have Yoshii and Fenger done to nerit saving, at hazard to the
kzinti for whomthey only want to make troubl e? Let them be an object

| esson, gentlenmen. if you have any care what soever for the rest of your
party, help us retrieve thembefore it is too late."

"I don't know where they are. Not on P-prima, for sure.
"They must be found."
"Well, send that dammed tug."

Mar kham shook his head. "It has better uses. It was about ready to return
anyway. It will take Secunda orbit and wait for an asteroid that is due in
shortly." He spoke like a man using irrelevancies to stave off the noment

when he nust utter his real neaning.
"okay, the warship."

"It too has other duties. |'ve told them about Saxtorph's babbhng of

kam kaze tactics. Hraou-Captain nust keep his vessel prepared to bl ow that
boat out of the sky if it comes near-until Saxtorph's gang is under arrest,
or dead. He will detach his auxiliaries to search.”

"Let him" Ryan jeered. "Bob's got this whole systemto skulk around in."
"Tertia is the first place to try."
"Go ahead. That old fox is good at finding burrows.
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Vérlith- Commandant growl ed. Markham grew pal er yet, bowed, turned on Ryan
and said in a rush: "Don't waste nmore tine. The naster wants to resol ve
this business as soon as possible. He wants Saxtorph and conmpany
preferably alive, dead will do, but disposed of, so we can get on with

t he busi ness of explaining away at Winderl and what happened to Rover. You
will cooperate.”
Sweat studded Ryan's face. | will?"

"Yes. You shall acconpany the search party. Broadcast your nessage in
Hawai i an. Persuade themto give thensel ves up."
Ryan relieved hinself of several obscenities.

"Be reasonabl e, Markham al nost pl eaded. "Thi nk what has happened with
Fido. The rest can only die in worse ways, unless you bring themto their
senses. "

Ryan shifted his feet wide apart, thrust his head forward, and spat, "No
surrender.”
Mar kham t ook a backward step. "Wat?"

"Your nmother's notto, ratcat-lover. Have you forgotten? How proud of you
she's going to be when she hears. "

Mar kham cl osed his eyes. Hi s |lips noved. He | ooked forth again and said
in a string of whiperacks: "You will obey. Werlith-Commandant orders it.
Look yonder. Do you see what is in the comer? He expected stubbornness.
Ryan and Tregennis peered. They recogni zed fiunme and straps, pincers and
el ectrodes; certain itens were |less identifiable. The tel epath sl unped

at the feet of the torturer.

"Hastily inprovised,” Markham said, "but the database has a fiill account
of human physi ol ogy, and | made sone suggestions as well. The subject
will not die under interrogation as often happened in the past. "
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Ryan's chest heaved. "If that thing can read ny m nd, he knows-"
Mar kham si ghed. "We had better get to work." He glanced at the kzin
of ficers. They both nade a gesture. The guard sprang to seize Ryan from be-
hi nd. The Hawaiian yelled and struggled, but that grip was unbreakabl e by
a human.
The torturer advanced. He | aid hands on Tregennis.
"Wat ch, Ryan," Markham said raggedly. "Let us know when you have had
enough. "
The torturer half dragged, half marched Tregennis across the room held him
agai nst the wall, and, claws out on the free hand, ripped the clothes from
hi s scrawni ness.
"That's your idea, Markham " Ryan bel |l owed. "You unspeakab
"Hol d fast, Kanehaneha," Tregennis called in his thin voice. "Don't yield."
"Art, oh, Art-"
The kzin secured the man to the frame. He picked up the el ectrodes and
applied them Tregennis screaned. Yet he nodulated it: "Pain has a satura-
tion point, Kanmehaneha. Hold fast!"
The busi ness proceeded.
"You wi n, you Judas, okay, you win," Ryan wept.
Tregenni s could no | onger make words, merely noises.

Mar kham i nquired of the officers before he told Ryan, "This will continue
a few minutes nore, to drive the | esson hone. G ven proper care and pre-
cautions, he should still be alive to acconpany the search party." Markham

breat hed hard. "To make sure of your cooperation, do you hear? This is your
fault!" he shrieked.
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"No," Saxtorph had said. | think we'd better stay put for the tinme being."
Dorcas had | ooked at hi m across the shoul der of Laurinda, whom she held

cl ose, Laurinda who had just heard tier man say farewell. The cranped com
mand section was full of the girl's struggles not to cry. "If they thought
to check Prima i Mmediately, they will be at Tertia before long," the
captain's wife had stated.

Saxt or ph had nodded. "Yah, sure. But they'll have a lot nore trouble
finding us where we are than if we were in space, even free-falling with a
cold generator. W could only boost a short ways, you see, else they'd
acquire our drive-spoor if they' ve gotten anywhere near. They'd have a
fairly small volune for their radars to sweep."

But to sit passive! Wat use?"

"I didn't nean that. Thought you knew nme better. CGot an idea | suspect you
can i nprove on."

Laurinda had lifted her head and sobbed, "Couldn't we ... mmake ternms? I|f
we surrender to them ... they rescue Juan and, and Carita?"

" Traid not, honey," Saxtorph had runbl ed. Anguish plowed furrows down his
face. "Once we call | em they' Il have a fix on us, and what's left to

di cker with? Either we give in real nice or they lob a shell. They'd

doubtl ess like to have us for purposes of faking a story, but we aren't
essential -they hold three as is-and they've witten Fido's people off. I'm

sorry.
Laurinda had freed herself fromthe nmate's enbrace, stood straight,
swal | owed hard. "You rnust be right," she had said in a voice taking on an
edge.
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"What can we do? Thank you, Dorcas, dear, but 1, I"'mready now ... for
what ever you need."
"Good | ass." The ol der woman had squeezed her hand before asking the
captain: "If we don't want to be found, shouldn't we fetch back the relay
from above?"
Saxt or ph had consi dered. The sane sensitivity which had received,
reconstructed, and given to the boat a radi o whisper fromacross nore than

two hundred nmillion kilometers, could betray his folk. After a nonent: "No,
leave it. A snmall object, after all, which we've canouflaged pretty well,
and its em ssion blends into the sun's radi o background. If the kzinti get
cl ose enough to detect it, they'Il be onto us anyway.

"You don't imagine we can hide here forever."

"Certainly not. They can locate us in tw, three weeks at nost if they work
hard. However, neanwhile they won't know for sure we are on Tertia. They'l
spread themsel ves thin | ooking el sewhere, too, or they'Il worry. Never give
the enenmy a free ride."

"But you say you have sonething better in nmind than sinply distracting them
for a while."

"Well, | have a sort of a notion. It's loony as it stands, but maybe you
can help me refine it. At best, we'll probably get ourselves killed, but
plain to see, Markham s effort to cut a deal has not worked out, and-we can
hope for sone revenge."

Laurinda's al bino eyes had fl ared.
-"Al oha, hoapilina.-"

Crouched over the conmuni cator, Saxtorph heard the Hawaiian through

English foll owed, the dragging tone of a broken man:

"Well, that was to show you this is honest, Bob, if you're listening. The
kzinti don't have a tel epath al ong, because they know they don't need the
poor
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creature. They do require ne to go on in a |language their translator can
handl e. Anyway, | don't suppose you renenber rmuch Pol ynesi an

"We're orbiting Tertia in a boat fromthe Prowing Hunter warship. 'W
are her crew, plus a couple of nmarines, plus Arthur Tregennis and nyself.
Mar kham st ayed on Secunda. He's a kzin agent. Maybe you' ve gotten the
message fromFido. I'mafraid the gane's played out, Bob. | tried to
resist, but they tortured not me-poor Art. | soon couldn't take it. He's
alive, sort of. They give you three hours to call them That's in case
you' ve scranmed to the far ends of the system and may not be tuned in
right now You'll've noticed this is a powerful planar 'cast. They think
they' re being generous. |If they haven't heard in three hours, they'l
torture Art sone nore. Please don't let that happen!" Ryan how ed through
the wail that Laurinda tried to stifle. "Please call backl"

Saxtorph waited a while, but there was nothing further, only the hiss of
the red sun. He took his finger fromthe transm ssion key, which he had
not pressed, and tw sted about to | ook at his conpanions. Light stream ng
wanly through the westside port found Dorcas' features frozen. Laurinda~s
writhed; her mouth was stretched out of shape.

"So," he said. "Three hours. Dark by then, as it happens.
"They hurt him?" Laurinda gasped. "That good old man, they took hi mand
hurt him"

Dorcas peeled lips back fromteeth. "Shrewd," she said. "Markhamin kzin
pay? |'mnot totally surprised. | don't know how it was arranged, but I'm
not too surprised. He suggested this, | think. The kzinti probably don't
understand us that well."

"W can't let themgo on . . . with the professor,
"W can't, no nmatter what."

Laurinda shrill ed.
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"He's been like a second father to you, hasn't he?" Dorcas asked al nost
absently. Unspoken: But your young man is down on Prima, and the eneny
will let himdie there.

"No argument," Saxtorph said. "W won't. W' ve got a few choices, though
Kzinti aren't sadistic. Merciless, but not sadistic the way too nany
humans are. They don't torture for fun, or even spite. They won't if we
surrender. O if we die. No point in it then."

Dorcas grinned in a rather horrible fashion. "The chances are we'll die
if we do surrender, she re sponded. "Not inmmediately, | suppose, Not till
t hey need our corpses, or till they see no reason to keep us alive.
Again, quite inpersonal."

"I don't feel inpersonal," Saxtorph grunted.

Laurinda lifted her hands - The fingers were crooked |ike talons. "W
made ot her preparations against them Let's do what we planned."
Dor cas nodded. "Aye."
"That makes it unani nous," Saxtorph said. "Go for broke. Now, |ook at the
sun. Wthin three hours, nightfall. The kzinti could land in the dark
but if | were their captain I'd wait for norning. He won't be in such a
hurry he'll care to take the extra risk. Meanwhile we sit cooped for
20-o0dd hours losing our nerve. Let's not. Let's begin right away."
W1 1lingness blazed fromthe wonen.
Saxt or ph haul ed his bulk fromthe chair. "Ckay, we are on a war footing
and I amin comand,” he said. "First Dorcas and | suit up."
"Are you sure | can't join you?" Laurinda wellnigh beseeched.
Saxt or pb shook his head. "Sorry. You aren't trained for that kind of
thing. And the gravity weighs you down still worse than it does Dorcas,
even if she is a Better. Besides, we want you to free us from having
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to think about conmunications. You stay inboard and handl e t he hardest
part." He chucked her under the chin. "If we fail, which we well my,
you'll get your chance to die like a soldier." He stooped, Kkissed her
hand, and went out.
Ret urni ng equi pped, he said into the transmtter: "Shep here. Spaceboat
Shep calling kzin vessel. Hello, Kam Don't blane yourself. They've got
us. W'll leave this nessage replaying in case you're on the far side,
and so you can zero in on us. Because you will have to, Listen, Kam Tel
t hat gonococcus of a captain that we can't lift. W cane down on tal us
that slid beneath us and damaged a | anding jack. W'd hit the side of the
canyon where we are-it's narrowif we tried to take off before the
hydraul i cs have been repaired; and Dorcas and | can't finish that job for
anot her several Earth-days, the two of us with what tools we've got
aboard. The ground i nmedi ately downsl ope of us is safe. O, if your
captain is worried about his fat ass, he can wait till we're ready to
cone meet him Please informus. Gve Art our love; and take it yourself,
Kam "
The kzin skipper would want a direct machine translation of those words.
They were calculated not to lash himinto fury-he couldn't be such a
fool but to pique his honor. Mreover, the top brass back on Secunda nust
be alm ghty inpatient. Kzinti weren't much good at biding their tine.
Before they closed their faceplates at the airlock, Saxtorph kissed his
wife on the lips.
- Shadows welled in the coulee and its ravines as the sun sank toward
rinrock. Interplay of l|ight and dark was shifty behind the boat, where
rubbl e now decked the floor. The humans had arranged that by radio
detonation of two of the blasting sticks Dorcas smuggled along. It | ooked
i ke nore debris than it



| RON 143

was, made the story of the accident plausible, and guaranteed that the
kzinti would land in the short stretch between Shep and gl aci er

Man and wonman regarded each other. Their spacesuits were behung with
armanment. She had the rifle and snub-nosed automatic, he the nachine
pistol; both carried potentially |lethal prospector's gear. Wnd skirled.
The hei ghts gl owed under a sky deepening from royal purple to black, where
early stars quivered forth.

"Well," he said inanely into his throat m ke
CGood hunting, kid."
"And to you, hotpants,’
nonobl oc. "

Love you."

"Love you right back." She whirled and hastened of f. Under the conditions
expected, drive units would have been a bad m stake, and she was hanpered
by a wei ght she was never bred to. Nonethel ess she moved with a hint of her
wont ed graceful ness. Both their suits were first-chop, never mnd what the
cost had added to the nortgage under which Saxtorph Ventures |abored. Ful
air and water recycle, telescopic option, power joints even in the gloves,
sel fseal throughout.... She rated no |less, he believed, and she'd tossed
the sane remark at him Thus they had a broad range of capabilities.

He clinmbed to his chosen niche, on the side of the canyon opposite hers,
and settled in. It was up a boulderftil gulch, plenty of cover, with a

cl ear view downward. The ice cliff glimered. He hoped that what was goi ng
to happen woul dn't cause damage yonder. That would be a scientific
atrocity.

But those beings had had their day. This was humankind's, unless it turned
out to be kzinkind' s. O sonebody el se's? Who knew how nmany creat ures

we know our stations.

she answered. "See you on the far side of the
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of what sorts were prow ing around the gal axy? Saxtorph hunkered into a
different position. He m ssed his pipe. H's heart slugged harder than it
ought and he could snell hinself in spite of the purifier. Better do a bit
of neditation. Nervousness woul d worsen his chances.

Hi s watch told himan hour had passed when the kzin boat arrived. The
boat! CGood. They mi ght have kept her safe aloft and di spatched a squad
on drive. But that would have been slow and tricky; as they descended,

t he nmenbers coul d have been picked Of, assum ng the hunmans had
firearns-which a kzin would assune; they'd have had no backup

The sun had trudged farther down, but Shep's nose still sheened above the
bl ue dusk in the canyon, and the oncom ng craft flared nmetallic red. He
knew her type fromhis war years. Kam stout kanaka, had passed on nore
i nformation than the kzinti probably realized. A boat belonging to a
Prow ing Hunter normally carried six--captain, pilot, engineer, com
puterman, two fire-control officers; they shared various other duties,
and could swap the main ones in an energency. They weren't trained for
groundsi de conbat, but of course any kzin was pretty fair at that. Kam
had mentioned two marines who did have the training. Then there were the
humans. No wonder the conplerment did not include a telepath. He'd have
been consi dered superfluous anyway, worth much nore at the base. This

m ssion was sinply to collar three fugitives.

Soni ¢ thunders rolled, gave way to whirring, and the | ean shape neared.
It put down with a care that Saxtorph admired, cane to rest, instantly
swi vel ed a gun at the human boat 50 neters up the canyon. Saxtorph's
pul se | eaped. The eneny had | anded ex-
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actly where he hoped. Not that he'd counted on that, or on anything else.
Hi s earphones received bland translator English; he could i magi ne the snarl
behind. "Are you prepared to yield?"

How st eady Laurinda's response was. "W yield on condition that our
conrades are alive, safe. Bring themto us. " Qite a girl, Saxtorph

t hought. The kzinti woul dn't wonder about her; their fenal es not being

sapi ent, any active intelligence was, in their ninds, male.

"Do you dare this insolence? Your |anding gear does not seem danaged as you
claimed. Lift, and we fire. "

"W have no intention of lifting, supposing we could. Bring us our

conr ades, or cone pry us out."

Saxt or ph tautened. No telling how the kzin conmander woul d react. Except
that he'd not willingly blast Shep on the ground. Concussion, in this thick
at nosphere, and radi ati on woul d endanger his own craft. He m ght decide to
produce Art and Karn-

Hope died. Battle plans never quite work. The main airlock opened; a
downranmp extruded; two kzinti in arnmor and three in regul ar spacesuits,

equi pped with rifles and cutting torches, cane fi)rth. The snmooth conputer
voice said, "You will admt this party. If you resist, you die."

Laurinda kept silence. The kzinti started toward her

Saxt or ph t hunbed hi s det onat or

In a well -chosen set of places under a bluff above a slope on his side, the
remai ning sticks blew Dust and flinders heaved aloft. An instant l|later he
heard the grunbl e of explosion and breaking. Under onepoint-three-five
Earth gravities, rocks hurtled, slid, tunbled to the bottom and across it.
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He couldn't foresee what woul d happen next, but had been sure it would
be fancy. The kzinti were farther along than be preferred. They dodged

| eapi ng masses, escaped the landslide. But it crashed around their boat.
She swayed, toppled, fell onto the pile of stone, which grew until it
hal f buried her. The gun pointed hel pl essly at heaven. Dust swi rled about
before it settled.

Dorcas was al ready shooting. She was a crack nmarksman. A kzin threw up
his arms and fl opped, another, another. The rest scattered. They hadn't
t hought to bring drive units. If they had, she coul d have bagged them al
as they rose. Saxtorph bounded out and downsl ope, over the boulders. H's
machi ne pistol had | ess range than her rifle. It chattered in his hands.
He zigzagged, bent |ow, squandering ammo, while she kept the opposition
prone.

Qut of nowhere, a marine grabbed himby the ankle. He fell, rolled over,
had the kzin on top of him Fingers clanped on the wist of the-arm hold-
i ng his weapon. The kzin funbled after a pistol of his own. Saxtorph's
free hand pulled a crowbar fromits sling. He got it behind the kzin's
back, under the aircycler tank, and pried. Vapor gushed forth. H s foe
choked, went bug-eyed, scrabbled, and sl unped. Saxtorph craw ed from
beneat h.

Dorcas covered his back, disposed of the |ast bandit, as he pounded
toward the boat. The outer valve of the airlock gaped w de. Piece of
luck, that, though he and she could have gotten through both with a
certain amount of effort. He wedged a rock in place to make sure the
survivors wouldn't shut it.

She nade her way to him He hel ped her scrarnble across the slide and
over the curve of hull above, to the chanmber. She spent her expl osive
rifle shells
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br eaki ng down the inner valve. As it sagged, she Il et him by.

He stormed in. They had agreed to that, as part of what they had hanmered
out during hour after hour after hour of waiting. He had the nore nass and
nmuscl e; and spraying bullets around in a confined space would likely kil
their friends.

An emergency airseal curtain brushed himand cl osed agai n. Breathable

at nosphere | eaked past it, a white snoke, but slowy. The last kzinti
attacked. They didn't want ricochets either. Two had cl aws outone set

dri pped red-and the third carried a power drill, whirling to pierce his
suit and the flesh behind.

Saxtorph went for himfirst. H's geol ogist's hanrer knocked the dril

aside. Fromthe left, his knife stabbed into the throat, and slashed. C ad
as he was, what followed becane butchery. He split a skull and opened a
belly. Blood, brains, guts were everywhere. Two kzinti struggled and

ulul ated in agony. Dorcas canme into the tunult. Safely point-blank, her

pi stol adm ni stered nmercy shots.

Saxt or ph | eaned agai nst a bul khead. He began to shake.

Dimy, he was aware of Kam Ryan stunbling forth. He opened his

f acepl at e-- oxygen i nboard woul d stay adequate for maybe half an hour

t hough God, the stink of death!-and heard:

"I don't believe, | can't believe, but you did it, you're here, you've won,
only first a ratcat, must've lost his tenmper, he ripped Art, Art's dead,
wel |, he was hurting so, a release, | scuttled aft, but Art's dead, don't

| et Laurinda see, clean up first, please, I'll do it, we can take time to

bury him can't we, this is where his dreans were-" The man knelt, enbraced
Dorcas' legs regardless of the chill on them and wept.
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They left Tregennis at the foot of the glacier, making a cairn for him
where the ancients were entonbed. "That seens very right," Uurinda

whi spered. | hope the scientists who cone in the future willgive hima
proper grave-but |eave himhere."

Saxt or ph made no remark about the odds agai nst any such expedition. It
woul d scarcely happen unl ess his people got hone to tell the tale.

The funeral was hasty. Wen they hadn't heard fromtheir boat for a while,
whi ch woul d be a rather short while, the kzinti would send another, if not
two or three. Humans had better be well out of the nei ghborhood before

t hen.

Saxt or ph boosted Shep inward from Tertia. "W can get sone screening in the
vicinity of the sun, especially if we've got it between us and Secunda," he
expl ai ned. "Radiation out of that clinker is no particular hazard, except
heat; we'll steer safely wide and not linger too |l ong." Sheddi ng unwant ed
heat was al ways a problemin space. The best array of therm stors gave only
limted help.

"Al so-" he began to add. "No, never mnd. A vague notion. Somnething you
nmentioned, Kam But let it wait till we've quizzed you dry."

That in turn waited upon sinple, dazed sitting, followed by sleep, followed
by gradual regaining of strength and al ertness. You don't bounce straight
back fromtension, terror, rage, and grief.

The sun swelled in view Its flares were small and di m conpared to Sol's,
but their flane-flickers becane visible to the naked eye, around the roiled
enber disc. After he heard what Ryan knew about the asteroid tug, Saxtorph
whistled. "Christ!" he murrmured. "Il nagine swi nging that close. Danm near
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hal f the sky a boiling red glow, and you hear the steamroar in its conduits
and you fly in a haze of it, and nevertheless |I'll bet the cabin is a
furnace you can barely endure, and if the | east thing goes wongYah, kzinti
have courage, you nust give themthat. Markham s right-what you quoted,
Kamt hey' d make great partners for humans. Though he doesn't understand that
we'll have to civilize themfirst."
Excitement grew in himas he | earned nore and his thoughts devel oped. But
it was with a grimcountenance that he presided over the neeting he called.
"Two men, two women, an unarned interplanetary boat, and the nearest help
light-years off," he said. "After what we've done, the eneny nust be

scouring the systemfor us. | daresay the warship's staying on guard at
Secunda, but if | know kzin psychol ogy, all her auxiliaries are now out on
the hunt, and won't quit till we're either captured or dead. "

Dor cas nodded. "W dealt them what was worse than a hurt, a humliation,"”
she confirmed. "Honor calls for vengeance."

Laurinda cl enched her fists. "It does," she hissed. Ryan glanced at her in
surprise; he hadn't expected that from her

"Well, they do have |l osses to nourn, like us," Dorcas said. "As fiery as
they are by nature, they' |l press the chase in hopes of dealing with us

personal | y. However, they know our foodstocks are limted." Little had been
taken fromthe naval |ockers. It was unpal atabl e, and stowage space was

alnost filled already. "If we're still mssing after sone nonths, they can
reckon us dead. Contrary to Bob, | suppose they' |l return to base before
then. "

"Not necessarily," Ryan replied. "It gives themsonething to do. That's the

guestion every mlitary
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conmand has to answer, how to keep the troops busy between conbat
operations," For the first time since that hour on Secunda, he grinned. "The
traditional human sol uti ons have been either (a) a lot of drill or (b) a lot
of paperwork; but you can't force nuch of either on kzinti."
"Back to business," Saxtorph snapped. "I've been trying to reason |ike, uh
Veérlith- Commandant. Wat does he expect? | think he sees us choosi ng one of
three courses. First, we mght stay on the run, hoping agai nst hope that
there will be a human foll owup expedition and we can warn it in tinme. But
he's got Markhamto hel p him prevent that. Second, we mght turn ourselves
i n, hopi ng agai nst hope our lives will be spared. Third, we mght attenpt

a suicide dash, hoping against hope we'll die doing hima little harm The
warship will be on the | ookout for that, and in spite of certain brave
words earlier, | honestly don't give us a tax collector's chance at

Par adi se of getting through the kind of barrage she can throw
"Can anybody think of any nore possibilities?"

"No," sighed Dorcas. "of course, they aren't nutually exclusive. Forget
surrender. But we can stay on the run till we're close to starvation and
then try to strike a blow"

Laurinda's eyes cl osed. Juan, her lips forned.
"We can try a |l ot sooner," Saxtorph decl ared.

Breaths went sibilant in between teeth.

"What Kamis told us has given nme an idea that |1'Il bet has not occurred to
any kzin," the captain went on. "I'Il grant you it's hairy-brained. It may
very well get us killed. But it gives us the single possibility I see of
getting killed while acconplishing sonething real. And we m ght, we just
barely m ght do better than that. You see, it involves a way to sneak cl ose
to Secunda, undetected, unsuspected. After that, we'll
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deci de what, if anything, we can do. | have a notion there as well, but
first we need hard information. |If things | ook inpossible, we can probably
flit off for outer space, the kzinti never the wiser." A certain vibrancy
cane into his voice. "But tinme cranmed inside this hull is scarcely
lifetime, is it? 1'd rather go out fighting. A short life but a nerry one."
H s tone dropped. "G anted, the whole schene depends on paraneters being
right. But if we're careful, we shouldn't |ose nmuch by investigating. At
worst, we'll be disappointed.™”

"You do like to lay a | ong-w nded foundation, Bob," Ryan said.

"And you like to mx netaphors, Kam" Dorcas responded.

Saxt or ph | aughed. Laurinda | ooked fromface to face, benused.

"Ckay," Saxtorph said. "Qur basic objective is to recapture Rover, agreed?
W thout her, we're nothing but a bunch of maroons, and the nost we can do

is take a few kzinti along when we die. Wth her-ah, no need to spell it
out .

"She's on Secunda's noon, Kam heard. The kzinti know full well we'd like to
get her back. | doubt they keep a live guard aboard agai nst the renote
contingency. They've trouble enough as is with personnel grow ng bored and
quarrel sonme. But they'U ve planted detectors, which will sound a radio

alarmif anybody conmes near. Then the warship can |and an arned party or

i f necessary, throw a nuke. The warship also has the duty of protecting the
pl anet si de base. If | were in charge--and |'mpretty sure What's-his-
screech-Captain thinks the same-1'd keep her in orbit about hal fway between
pl anet and nmoon. Wde field for radars, optics, every kind of gadget; quick
access to either body. Kam heard as how t hat space
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is cluttered with industrial stuff and junk, but she'll follow a
reasonably clear path and keep ready to dodge or deflect whatever may be
on a collision course

"Now. The kzinti mne the asteroid belt for netals, mainly iron. They do
that by shifting the bodies into eccentric orbits oscul ati ng Secunda's,
then wangling theminto planetary orbit at the far end. Kam heard as how
an asteroid is about due in, and the tug was taking station to neet it
and nudge it into place. To ny mnd, 'asteroid inplies a fair-sized

obj ect, not just a rock

"But the tug was prospecting, Kam heard, when she was ordered to Prima.
Afterward she didn't go back to prospecting, because the tine before
she'd be needed at Secunda had gotten too short to make that worthwhile.
However, since she was in fact called fromthe sun, nmy guess is that the
asteyoid's not in need of attention right away. In other words, the tug's
wai ting.

"Again, if | were in charge, | wouldn't keep a crew idle aboard. 1'd just
| eave her in Secunda orbit till A 's wanted. That needs to be a safe
orbit, though,
one and inner space isn't for an enpty vessel. So the tug's circling w de
around the planet, or maybe the moon. Unl ess she sits on the noon, too."
"She isn't able to | and anywhere,” Ryan reninded. "Those cooling fins,,
if nothing else. | suppose the kzinti put Rover down, on the

pl anet -facing side, the easier to keep an eye on her. She's a lure for
us, after all. "

Saxt or ph nodded. "Thanks," he said. "G ven that the asteroid was diverted
fromclose-in solar orbit, and is approachi ng Secunda, we can nake a
pretty good estinmate of where it is and what the vectors are. How ' bout
it, Laurinda?
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"The Kzinti are expecting the asteroid. Their instrunents will register
it. They'll say, 'Ah, yes,' and go on about their business, which

i ncl udes hunting for us and never suppose that we've glided to it and are
trailing al ong behind."
Dorcas |l et out a war-whoop.

20

The thing was still nolten. That nuch mass would remain so for a |ong
while in space, unless the kzinti had ways to speed its cooling.

Doubtl ess they did. Instead of venting enornpbus quantities of water to
mai ntai n herself near the sun, the tug could spray themforth. "Wat a
show " Saxtorph had said. "Pity we'll mss it."

The asteroid glowed white, streaked with slag, like a |l esser sun
trundling between planets. Its dianmeter was anple to conceal Shep
Secunda gl eaned ahead, a perceptible tawny disc. Fromtime to tinme the
humans had ventured to slip their boat past her shield for a quick

i nstrumental peek. They knew approximately the rounds which Vengef ul

Sl asher and Sun Defier paced. Soon the tug nmust cone to make rendezvous
and steer the iron into its destination path. G gantic though her
strength was, she could shift mllions of tonnes, moving at kiloneters
per second, only slowy. Before this began, the raiders nust raid.

Saxt orph made a final despairing effort: "Dam it to chaos, darling, |
can't let you go. | can't."

"Hush," Dorcas said |low, and | aid her hand across his nmouth. They fl oated
wei ghtl ess in sem -darkness, the bunk which they shared curtai ned of f.
Their shi pmat es had, unspokenly, gone forward fromthe
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cubbyhol e where everyone slept by turns, to | eave them al one.
"One of us has to go, one stay," she whispered redundantly, but into his
ear. "Nobody el se woul d have a prayer of conning the tug, and Kam and
Laurinda could scarcely bring Rover home, which is the object of the
gane. So you and | have to divide the labor, and for this part |I'mbetter

qualified.”
.1 Brains, not brawn, huh?" he grow ed half resentfully.
"Well, | did work on translation during the war. | can read kzin a

l[ittle, which is what's going to count. Put down your machi sno." She drew
himclose and fluttered eyelids against his. "As for brawn, fellow you
do have qualifications | lack, and this may be our |last chance ... for
a spell."

Oh, | ove-you, you-"

Thus their dispute was resol ved. They had been through it nore than once.
Afterward there wasn't tine to continue it. Dorcas had to prepare
hersel f.

Spacesuited, | oaded like a Christmas tree with equi pment, she couldn't
properly enbrace her husband at the airlock. She settled for an awkward
kiss and a wave at the others, then closed her faceplate and cycl ed

t hr ough.

Qut si de, she streaked off, around the asteroid. Its warnth beat briefly
at her. She left the Iunp behind and depl oyed her diriscope, got a fix
on the planet ahead, conpared the reading with the conputed coordi nates
t hat gl eaned on a dat aboard, worked the cal cul ator strapped to her |eft
wrist, made certain of what the displays on her drive unit neters said-
right fbrearmand set the thrust controls for maxi mum Accel eration
tugged. She was on her way.

It would be a long haul. You couldn't eat distance in a spacesuit at
anything like the rate you could in a boat. Its motor |acked the
capacity-not to speak of
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the protections and cushionings possible within a hull. In fact, a large
part of her |oad was energy boxes. To acconplish her mssion in time, she
nmust needs drain them beyond rechargeability, discard and repl ace them
That hurt; they could have been ferried down to Prima for the saving of
Carita and Juan. Now too few would be |left, back aboard Shep. But under
present conditions rescue woul d be neani ngl ess anyway.

She settled down for the hours. Her insignificant size and radiation
meant she woul d scarcely show on kzin detectors. Qccasionally she sipped
fromthe water tube or pushed a foodbar through the chow ock. Her suit
took care of additional needs. As for confort, she had the stars, MIKky
Way, nebul ae, sister gal axies, glory upon glory.

O'ten she rechecked her bearings and adjusted her vectors. Eventually,
decel erating, she activated a mniature radar such as asteroid mners
enpl oy and got a lock on her objective. By then Secunda had swol | en
larger in her eyes than Luna over Earth. From her angle ofviewit was a
scarred dun crescent against a circle of darkness faintly rimred with
light diffused through (lusty air. The nmoon, where Rover |ay, was not
visible to her.

Saxt or ph's guess had been right. Well, it was an informed guess. The
warship orbited the planet at about 100, 000 klicks. The supertug circled
beyond the moon, twice as far out. She registered dark and cool on what

i nstruments Dorcas carried; nobody aboard. Term nating decel eration, the
worran appr oached.

What a sight! A vast, brilliant spheroid with flanges |ike convul sed
nmeri dians; drive units projecting within a shielding sheath |- no ports,
but receptors fromwhich visuals were transnitted i nboard; recesses for

i nstru-
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ments; circular hatches which must cover steamvents; |arger doors to
recei ve crushed ice- How did you get in? Dorcas flitted in search. She
could do it alnost as snoothly as if she were flying a nmanwi ng through
at nosphere.
There--an unni st akabl e airl ock- She was prepared to cut her way in, but
when she had identified the controls, the val ves opened and shut for her
Who worries about burglars in space? To the kzinti, Rover was the bait
that m ght draw humans.
The interior was dark. Diffusion of her flashbeam as well as a gauge on
her left knee, showed full pressure was nmaintained. Hers wasn't quite
i dentical; she equalized before shoving back her faceplate. The air was
cold and snelled nmusty. Punps mnuttered.
Afl oat in weightl essness, she began her exploration - She'd never been
in a kzin ship before. But she had studi ed descriptions; and the | aws of
nature are the sanme everywhere, and man and kzin aren't terribly
unl i ke-they can actually eat each other; and she coul d deci pher nost
| abel s; so she could pieceneal trace things out, figure how they worked,
even in a vessel as unusual as this.
She deni ed herself haste. If the crew arrived before she was done, she'd
try ambushing them There was no point in this job unless it was done
right. As need arose she ate, rested, napped, adrift am dst machinery,
Once she began to get a solid idea of the |ayout, she stripped it.
Supplies, notors, black boxes, whatever she didn't think she would
requi re, she unpacked, unbolted, torched | oose, and carried outside.
There the grapnel field, the sane force that haul ed on cosnic stones,
| ow power now, clasped them behind the hull.
Al one t hough she was, the ransacking didn't actu-
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ally take long. She was efficient. A hundred hours sufficed for everything.
"Very well", she said at last; and she took a pill and accepted ten hours
of REM sl eep, dreans which had been deferred. Awake again, refreshed, she
nouri shed hersel f sparingly, exercised, scribbled a cross in the air and
murnmured, "Into Your hands-" for unlike her husband, she believed the
uni verse was nore than an accident.
Next came the really tricky part. O course Bob bad wanted to handle it
hi nsel f. Poor dear, he must be in absolute torment, know ng everything that
could go wong. She was |uckier, Dorcas thought: too busy to be afraid.
Shep's flickering radar peeks had gotten fair-tom ddling readi ngs on an
object that nust be the kzin warship. Its orbit was only approxi mately
known, and subject both to perturbation and deliberate change. Dorcas
needed exact know edge. She nmust operate indicators and conputers of
nonhuman wor kmanshi p so delicately that Hraou-Captain had no i dea he was
under surveillance. Thereafter she must guess what her best tactics m ght
be, cal cul ate the maneuvers, and foll ow through
When the results were in: "Here goes," she said into the hol |l owness around.
"For you, Arthur-" and thought briefly that if the astrononer could have
roused in his grave on Tertia, he would have reproved her, in his gentle
fashi on, for being nelodramatic.
Sun Dejter plunged.
Unbur dened by tonnes of water, she made nothing of ten 9's, 20, 30, you
nane it. Her kzin crew nmust often have used the pol arizer to keep from
bei ng crushed, as Dorcas did. "Hai-ai-ai!" she screanmed, and rode her conet
past the noon, ami dst the stars, to battle
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She never knew whet her the beings aboard the warship saw her com ng. Things
happened so fast. If the kzinti did becone aware of what was bearing down
on them they had scant tine to react. Their conputers surely told them
that Sun Defter was no threat, would pass close by but not collide. Sone
mal f uncti on? The kzinti would not gladly annihilate their iron gatherer
When the precal cul ated instant flashed onto a screen before her, Dorcas
punched for a sidew se thrust as great as the hull could survive. It
shuddered and groaned around her. An instant later, the programthat she
had witten cut off the grapnel field.

Those nmasses she had pai nst aki ngly | ugged outside -they now had

i nterception vectors, and at a distance too snmall for evasion. Sun Defter
passed within 50 kiloneters while objects sleeted through Vengeful Slasher
The warship burst. Arnor peel ed back, white-hot, from hol es punched by
nonstrous velocity. Mssiles floated out of shattered bays. Briefly, a
frost-cloud betokened air rushing forth into vacuum The weck tunbled
among fragnents of itself. Starlight glinted off the ruins. Doubtless crew
remai ned alive in this or that seal ed conpartnent; but Vengeful Slasher
wasn't goi ng anywhere out of orbit, ever again.

Sun Defter swooped past Secunda. Dorcas conmenced braking operations, for
eventual rendezvous with her fell ow humans.

21

The noon was a waste of rock, low hills, boulderfields, enpty plains, here
and there a crater not quite eroded away. Darkling in this light, under So
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it woul d have been brighter than Luna, powdered with yell ow which at the
bottons of slopes had collected to form streaks or blotches. The sun threw
| ong shadows fromthe west.

Agai nst them Rover shone |ike a beacon. Saxtorph cheered. As expected,
the kzinti had left her on the hem sphere that always faced Secunda. The
| ocation was, however, not central but close to the north pole and the
western edge. He wondered why. He'd spotted many | ocations that |ooked
as good or better, when you had to bring down undanaged a vessel not
really meant to |and on anything this size.

He couldn't afford the time to worry about it. By now the warboats had
surely learned of the disaster to their nother ship and were headed back
at top boost. Kzinti mght or mght not suspect what the cause had been
of their supertug running amok, but they would know when Rover took
off-in fact, would probably know when he reached the ship. Their
shuttles, designed for strictly orbital work, were no threat. Their
gunboats were. If Rover didn't get to hyperspacing di stance before those
overtook her, she and her crew would be ganz kaput.

Saxt or ph passed | ow over head, ascended, and played back the pictures his
scanners had taken in passing. As |large as she was, the ship had no

| andi ng jacks. She lay sidelong on her |ateral docking grapples. That
stressed her, but not too badly in a gravity less than Luna's. To
conpound the trickiness of descent, she had been placed just under a
particularly high and steep hill. He could only set down on the opposite
side. Beyond the narrow strip of flat ground on which she lay, a blotch
ext ended several neters across the valley floor. Qherw se that floor was
strewn with rocks and somewhat downward sl oping toward the
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hill. Maybe the kzinti had chosen this site precisely because it was a
bitch for himto settle on.

"I can do it, though," Saxtorph decided. He pointed at the screen. "See,
a reasonably cl ear area about 500 neters off."

Lauri nda nodded. Wth the boat falling free again, the white bair rippled
around her delicate features,

Saxt orph applied retrothrust. For thrunmm ng mnutes he backed toward his
goal . Sweat studded his face and darkened his tunic under the arnms. Snell
like a billy goat, | do, he thought fleetingly. Wen we conme hone, |I'm
going to spend a week in a Japanese hot bath. Dorcas can bring ne sushi
She prefers showers, cold- He gave hinmself entirely back to his work.

Cont act shivered. The deck tilted. Saxtorph adjusted the jacks to |evel
Shep. When he cut the engine, silence fell like a thunderclap

He drew a | ong breath, unharnessed, and rose. "I can suit up faster if
you help nme," he told the Crashl ander

"OfF course," she replied. "Not that | have much experience
Never mind nmodesty. It had been inpossible to maintain wthout occasiona
failures, by four people crammed inside this little hull. Laurinda. had
bl ushed all over, charm ngly, when she happened to emerge fromthe shower
cubi cl e as Saxtorph and Ryan cane by. The quartermaster had only a pair
of shorts on, which didn't hide the gallant reflex. Yet nobody ever did
or said anything inproper, and the girl overcanme her shyness. Now a part
of Saxtorph enjoyed the touch of her spiderey fingers, but nmost of him
stayed focused on the business at hand.

"Forgive ne for repeating what you've heard a dozen tines,"'
are new to this kind of

he said. "You
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situation, and could forget the necessity of abiding by orders. Your job
is to bring this boat back to Dorcas and Kam That's it. Nothing el se
what soever. Wien | tell you to, you throw the main switch, and the program

we've put in the autopilot will take over. I'd've automated that bit also,
except rigging it would ve taken time we can ill afford, and anyway, we
do want sone flexibility, sone judgment in the control loop." Sternly: "If

anyt hi ng goes wong for me, or you think anything has, whether or not |'ve
called in, you go. The three of you nust have Shep. The tug~s fast but
clumsy, inpossible to make planetfall with, and only barely provisioned.
Your duty is to Shep. Understood?"

"Yes," she said mutedly, her gaze on the task she was doi ng. "Besides,
we have to have the boat to rescue Juan and Carita."

A sigh wenched from Saxtorph. "I told you-" After Dorcas' flight, too
few energy boxes remained to lift either of theminto orbit. Shep could
hover on her drive at low altitude while they flitted up, but she wasn't
built for planetary rescue work, the thrusters weren't heavily enough
shi el ded externally, at such a boost their radiation would be |ethal

Nei t her nmeek nor defiant, Laurinda replied, "I know But after we've
taken Rover to the right distance, why can't she wait, ready to flee,
till the boat comes back from Prim?"

"Because the boat never would."

"The kzinti can land safely."

"More or less safely. They don't like to, renmenber. Sure, | can tell you

how they do it. Obvious. They put detachable footpads on their jacks. The
stickum may or may not be able to grab hold of, say, fluorosilicone, but

if it does, it'll take a while to cat
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its way through. Wen the boat's ready to | eave, she sheds those

f oot pads. "
"OfF course. |'ve been racking ny brain to conprebend why we can't do the
same for Shep."

The pain in her voice and in hinself brought anger into his. "God dam
it, we're spacers, not sorcerers! Goundsiders think a spacecraft is a

hunk of nmetal you can cobble anything onto, like a car. She isn't. She's
about as conplex and interconnected as your body is. Afew mlligranms of
bl ood clot or of the wong chemcal will bring your body to a pernmanent
halt. A spacecraft's equally vulnerable. | amnot going to tinker with
ours, light-years fromany proper workshop. | amnot. That's final!"

Her face bent downward from his. He beard her breath quiver.

"I"'msorry, dear," he added, softly once nmore. "lI'msorrier than you

bel i eve, maybe sorrier than you can inmagi ne. Those are ny crewf ol k down
and dooned. Ch, if we had tine to plan and experinment and carefully test,
sure, I'd try it. Wat should the footpads be made of ? What size? How

cl osel y machi ned? How det ached----expl osive bolts, maybe? W'd have to

wi re those and-Laurinda, we won't have the tinme. If | |lift Rover off
within the next hour or two, we can pick up Dorcas and Kam boost, and
fly dark. If we're lucky, the kzin warboats won't detect us. But our
margin is razor thin. W don't have the days or weeks your idea needs.

Fido's people don't either; their own tine has gotten short. I'msorry,
dear. "

She | ooked up. He saw tears in the ruby eyes, down the snowy cheeks. But
she spoke still nmore quietly than he, with the briefest of little smles.

"No harmin asking, was there? | understand. You've told
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me what | was trying to deny |I knew. You are a good man, Robert. "

"Aw, " he munbl ed, and reached to runple her hair.

The suiting conpleted, he took her hands between his gloves for a nonent,
secured a tool pack between his shoul ders where the drive unit usually
was, and cycl ed out.

The I and gl oonmed silent around him Nearing the horizon, the red sun

| ooked bigger than it was. So did the planet, [Iow to the southeast,

waxi ng close to half phase. He could make out a dust stormas a
deeper-brown bl ot on the fulvous crescent. Away from either | um nous
body, stars were visible-and yonder brilliancy rmust be Quarta. How
joyously they had sailed past it.

Saxtorph started for his ship, in long |lowgravity bounds. He didn't want
to fly. The kzinti m ght have planted a boobytrap, such as an automatic
gun that would lock on, track, and fire if you didn't radi o the password,
Afoot, he was |less of a target.

The ground |ightened as he advanced, for the yellow dust |ay thicker. No,
he saw, it was not actually dust in the sense of small solid particles,
but nmore like spatters or filns of liquid. Evidently it didn't cling to
things, like that horrible stuff on Prima. A ghostly rain from space, it
woul d slip fromhigher to | ower places; in the course of gigayears, even
cosmic rays would give some slight stirring to help it al ong downhill

It might be fairly deep near the ship, where its surface was like a blot.
He'd better approach with care. Maybe it would prove necessary to fetch
a drive unit and flit across.

Saxtorph's feet went out fromunder him He fell slowy, |anded on his
butt. Wth an oath he started to get up. Hs soles wouldn't grip, His
hands ski dded

0
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on slickness. He sprawl ed over onto his back. And he was gliding down the
sl ope of the valley floor, gliding dowm toward the anber-col ored blot.
He flailed, kicked up dust, but couldn't stop. The dammed ground had no
friction, none. He passed a boul der and managed to throw an arm around.
For an instant he was checked, then it rolled and began to descend wth
hi m
"Laurindal | have a problem" he managed to say into his radio. "Sit
tight. Watch close. If this turns out to be serious, obey your orders."
He reached the blot. It gave way. He sank into its depths.
He had hoped it was a layer of just a few centinmeters, but it closed over
his head and still he sank. A pit where the stuff had collected fromthe
hei ght smaybe the kzinti, taking due care, had dunped sonme extra in,
gat hered across a wi de area-yes, this was very likely their boobytrap
and if they had ghosts, Hraou-Captain's nmust be yowing | aughter. Gdd how
t hat name canme back to himas he tunbl ed.
Bottom He lay in blindness, fighting to curb his breath and heartbeat.
How far down? Three meters, four? Enough to bury himfor the next severa
billion years, unless- "Hello, Shep. Laurinda, do you read ne? Do you
read ne?"
Hi s earphones hunmed. The wavel ength he was usi ng shoul d have expanded
its front fromthe top of the pit, but the material around hi mmust be
screening it. Silence outside his suit was as thick as the bl ackness.
Let's see if he could clinb out. The side wasn't vertical. The stuff
resisted his novenents |less than water would. He felt arns and | egs
scrabble to no avail. He could feel irregularities in the stone but he
could not get a purchase on any. Well, could he

Q
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swin? He tried. No. He couldn't rise off the bottom Too high a nmean
density conpared to the medium and it didn't allow himeven as nuch
traction as water, it yielded to every notion, he mght as well have tried
toswmin air.
If he'd brought his drive unit, maybe it could have lifted himout. He
wasn't sure. It was for use in space. This fluid nmight clog it or ooze
into circuitry that there had never been any reason to seal tight.
Irrel evant anyway, when he'd left it behind.
"My boy," he said, "it |ooks Iike you've had the course.
That was a m stake. The sound seened to flap around in the cage of his
helmet. If he was trapped, he shouldn't dwell on it. That way |ay
scream ng pani c.
He forced hinself to lie quiet and think. How long till I.Aurinda took
oP By rights, she should have already. If he did escape the pit, he'd be
al one on the moon. Naturally, he'd try to get at Rover in sonme different
fashi on, such as com ng around on the hillside. But neanwhil e Dorcas
woul d return in Shep, doubtless with the other two. She was incapabl e of
cutting and running, off into futility. Chances were, though, that by the
time she got here a kzin auxiliary or two would have arrived. The odds
agai nst her woul d be | ong indeed.
So if Saxtorph found a way to return topside and repossess Rover-soon-he
wouldn't likely find his wife at the asteroid. And he couldn't very well
turn back and try to nmake contact, because of those warboats and because
of his overriding obligation to carry the warning home. He'd have to conn
the ship all by hinmself, |eaving Dorcas behind for the kzinti.
The t hought was strangling. Tears stung. That was a relief, in the
nullity everywhere around. Sorme-



166 The Man-Kzin Wars

thing he could feel, and taste the salt of on his lips. Was the tonb
bl ackness thickening? No, couldn't be. How | ong had he lain buried? He
brought his timepiece to his faceplate, but the hell-stuff blocked off
| um nosity. The blood in his ears hamered against a wall of stillness.
Had a whi ne begun to nodul ate the rasping of his breath? Was he goi ng
crazy? Sensory deprivation did bring on illusions, weirdnesses, but he
woul dn't have expected it this soon.
He made hinsel f renenber-sunlight, stars, Dorcas, a sail above bl ue
water, fellowship anbng nen, Dorcas, the tang of a cold beer, Dorcas,
their plans for children-they'd banked ganetes agai nst the day they' d be
ready for domesticity but maybe a little too old and battered in the DNA
for direct begetting to be advisable
Contact ripped himout of his dreans. He reached wildly and felt his
gl oves close on a solid object. They slid along it, along humanlike
i neanents, a spacesuit, no, couldn't be
Laurinda slithered across himtill she brought faceplate to faceplate.
Through the black he recogni zed the voice that conduction carried:
"Robert, thank God, I'd begun to be afraid |I'd never find you, are you
all right?"
"What the, the devil are you doing here?" he gasped.
Laughter crackled. "Fetching you. Yes, mutiny. Court-nartial ne later."
Soberness followed: | have a cable around ny waist, with the end free for
you. Feel around till you find it. There's a lunp at the end, a knot |
made bef orehand and covered with solder so the buckyballs can't get in
and make it work | oose. You can use that to nake a hitch that will hold
for yourself, can't you? Then I'Il need your help. | have two geol ogist's
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hamrers with ne. Secured them by cords so they can't be |ost. Wapped tape
around the handles in thick bands, to give a grip in spite of no friction.
Used the pick ends to chip notches in the rock, and haul ed nysel f al ong.
But |'m exhausted now, and it's an uphill pull, even though gravity is
weak. Take the hammrers. Drag ne al ong behind you. You have the strength.
"The strength-oh, ny God, you tal k about my strength?" he cried.
-The cabl e was actually beavy-gauge wire fromthe electrical parts
| ocker, lengths of it spliced together till they reached. The far end was
fastened around a great boul der beyond the treacherous part of the slope.
Sli pperiness had hel ped as well as hindered the ascent, but when he
reached safety, Saxtorph allowed hinself to collapse for a short spell
He returned to Laurinda's earnest tones: | can't tell you how sorry | am
| should have guessed. But it didn't occur to ne-such quantities gathered
together like this-I sinmply thought 'nebular dust,' w thout stopping to
estimate what substance woul d becone domi nant over many billions of
years-"
He sat straight to ook at her. In the level red Ilight, her face was
pal ely rosy, her eyes afire. "Wy, how could you have foreseen, |ass?"
he answered. "1'd hate to tell you how often something in space has taken
me by surprise, and that was in famliar parts. You did realize what the
probl em was, and figured out a solution. W needn't worry about your
breaking orders. if you'd failed, you' d have been insubordi nate; but you
succeeded, so by definition you showed initiative."
"Thank you." Eagerness blazed. "And listen, |I've bad another idea-"
He lifted a palm "Woa! Look, in a couple of
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m nutes we'd better hike back to Shep, you take your station again, | get
a drive unit and fly across to Rover. But first will you please, please
tell me what the ness was that | got nyself into?"

"Buckybal | s, she said. "O, formally, buckninster fallerene. | didn't

think the pitful of it that you'd slid down into could be very deep or
the bottomvery large. Its walls would surely slope inward. It's really

just a ... pothole, though surely the formation process was different,
possibly it's a small astroblem _ " She giggled. "My, the acadenmic in ne
is really taking over, isn't it? Well, essentially, the material is
frictionless. It will puddle in any hole, no matter how tiny, and it has

just enough cohesion that a number of such puddl es close together will
forma filmover the entire surface. But that filmis only a few

nol ecul es thick, and you can't walk on it or anything. In this slight
gravity, though-and the netal poor rock is fiiable-I could strike the
sharp end of a hanmerhead in with a single blowto act as a kind of
piton, is that the word?"

"Ckay. Splendid. Dorcas had better |ook to her standing as the nost
form dabl e woman in known space. Now tell ne what the-the hel
buckybal I s; are.

"They're produced in the vicinity of supernovae. Carbon atoms |ink
toget her and forma faceted spherical nolecule around a single netal
atom Sixty carbons around one | anthanumis comon, galactically
speaki ng, but there are other forns, too. And with the nol ecul e cl osed
inonitself the way it is, it acts in the aggregate like a fluid. In
fact, it's virtually a perfect lubricant, and if we didn't have things
easier to use you' d see synthetic buckyballs on sale everywhere." A
vision rose in those ruby eyes. "It's thought
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they may have a basic role in the origin of life on planets-"

"Dam near did the opposite nunber today," Saxtorph said. "But you saved
nmy ass, and the rest of ne as well. | don't suppose | can ever repay
you. "

She got to her knees before him and seized his hands. "You can, Robert.
You can fetch nme back my man.

22

Ponder ously, Rover closed velocities with the iron asteroid. She couldn't
quite match, because it was under boost, but thus far the acceleration
was | ow.

Om nously aglow, the nolten mass dwarfed the spacecraft that toiled
nmeters ahead of it; yet Sun Defier, harnessed by her own forcefield, was
a plowhorse dragging it bit by bit fromits forner path; and the dwarf
sun was at work, and Secunda's gravity was beginning to have a rea
effect....

Arrived a little before the ship, the boat drifted at sone distance, a

needl e in a haystack of stars. laurinda, was still aboard. The tug had
no place to receive Shep, nor had the girl the skill to cross safely by
herself in a spacesuit even though rel ative speeds were small. The

aut opi | ot kept her acconpanying the others.

In Rovers command center, Saxtorph asked the inage of Dorcas, nore
shakily than he had expected to, "How are you? How s everything?"

She was haggard with weariness, but triunph rang: "Kamls got our gear
packed to transfer over to you, and |I-1've worked the bugs out of the
program Conpatibility with kzin hardware was a stunbling bl ock
but-well, it's been operating smoothly for the
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past several hours, and |I've no reason to doubt it will continue doing
what it's supposed to."
He whistled. "Hey, quite a feat, lady! | really didn't think it would be
possible, at least in the time available, when | put you up to trying it.
What're you going to do next-square the circle, invent the perpetua
noti on machine, reformthe tax |aws, or what?"
Her voice grew steely. "I was motivated." She regarded his face in her
own screen. "How are you? Laurinda said sonething about your running into
danger on the nmoon. Were you hurt?"
"Only in ny pride. She can tell you all about it later. R ght now we're
in a hurry." Saxtorph becane intent. "Listen, there's been a change of
pl an. You and Kam both flit over to Shep. But don't you bring her in; lay
her al ongsi de. Kam can hel p Laurinda aboard Rover before he noves your

stuff. 1'd like you to join ne in a job around Shep. Sinple thing and
shoul dn't take but a couple hours, given the two of us working together
Though 1'I1 bet even noney you'll have a useful suggestion or three. Then

you can line out for deep space."

She sat a nonent silent, her expression bl eakened, before she said,
"You're taking the boat to Prima while the rest of us ferry Rover away."
"You catch on quick, sweetheart."
"To rescue Juan and Carita."

"what el se? Laurinda's hatched a schenme |I think could do the trick.
Naturally, we'll agree in advance where you'll wait, and Shep will cone
join you there. If we don't dawdl e, the odds are pretty good that the
kzinti won't locate you first and force you to go hyperspatial. -
"What about them |l ocating you?"
"Why shoul d they expect anybody to go to Prima?
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They' Il buzz around Secunda |ike angry hornets. They may well be engaged
for a while in evacuating survivors fromthe warship; | suspect the
shuttles aren't terribly efficient at that sort of thing. Afterward
they' Il have to work out a search doctrine, when Rover can have skitted

in any old direction. And sonetine al ong about then, they shoul d have
their m nds taken off us. The kzinti will notice a nice big surprise bound
their way, about which it is then too late to do anythi ng what soever."
"But you- How plausible is this idea of yours?"

"Pl ausi bl e enough. Look, don't sit like that. Get cracking. I'll explain

when we neet."

"I can take Shep. I'mas good a pilot as you are."

Saxt or ph shook his head. "Sorry, no. One of us has to be in charge of

Rover, of course. | hereby pull rank and appoint you. I amthe captain."
23

The asteroid concealed the ship's initial boost from any possible
observers around Secunda. She applied her mightiest vector to give
southward nmotion, out of the ecliptic plane; but the thrust had an extra
conponent, random y chosen, to baffle hunter analysts who would fain
reduce the volume of space wherein she might reasonably be sought. That
vol ume woul d grow fast, become literally astronom cal, as she flew free,
generator cold, batteries maintaining life support on a m ni num energy

| evel . Having thus coneted for a time, she could with fair safety apply
power again to bring herself to her destination

Saxtorpb |l et her nmake anpl e di stance before he accel erated Shep, also
using the iron to conceal his start. However, he ran at top drive the
whol e way. It
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wasn't likely that a detector would pick his little craft up. As he told
Dorcas, the kzinti wouldn't suppose a human woul d nmake for Prima. It hurt
themless, losing ffiends, provided the friends died bravely; and few of
them had nastered the art of putting oneself in the head of an eneny.
Mai nly, though, Carita and Juan didn't have rmuch tinme left them
Ever circling, the planets had changed configurati on since Rover arrived.
The navi gation systemallowed for that, but could do nothing to shorten
a run of 30-odd hours. Saxtorph tried to conpose his soul in peace. He
played a lot of solitaire after he found he was | osing nost of the
conput er ganes, and snoked a | ot of pipes. Books and shows were poor
di straction, but nusic hel ped himrelax and enjoy his nmenories. \Watever
happened next, he'd have had a better life than 90 percent of his
speci es-99 percent if you counted in everybody who |lived and di ed before
humanki nd went spacefari ng.
Prima swelled in his view, sallow and facel ess. The recorded broadcast
cane through clear fromthe night side, over and over. Saxtorph got his
fix. Fido wasn't too far fromthe |l ethal dawn. He established a threehour
orbit and put a curt nessage of his own on the player. It ended with
"Acknow edge. "
Ti me passed. Heaviness grew within him Wre they dead? He rounded
daysi de and came back across darkness.
The voice |l eaped at him "Bob, is that you? Juan here. W'd abandoned
hope, we were asleep. Standing by now Bob, is that you? Juan here---1'
joy surged. "Wo el se but ne?" Saxtorph said. "How re you doing, you
two?"
"Hangi ng on. Living in our spacesuits this past-|I
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don't know how | ong. The boat's a rotted, crunmbling shell. But we're hangi ng
on."

"Good. Your drive units in working order?"

"Yes. But we haven't the lift to get onto a trajectory which you can nmatch
| ong enough for us to cone aboard." Unspoken: It would be easy in atno-
sphere, or in free space, given a pilot like you. But what a vessel can do
above an airless planet, at suborbital speed, without comng to grief, is
sharply limted

"That's all right," Saxtorph said, "as long as you can go outside, sit in

a lock chanber or on top of the weck, and keep watch, wi thout danger of
slipping off into the nuck. You can? ... Ckay, prepare yourselves. |'l]l
land in view of you and open the main personnel |ock."

"Hadn't we better all find an area free of the material ?"

"I"'mnot sure any exists big enough and flat enough for nme. Anyhow, | ooking
for one would take nore time than we can afford. No, |'m comi ng straight
down. "

Carita cut in. She sounded wung out, Saxtorph suspected her physica
strength was what had preserved both. He imagi ned her manhandl i ng pi eces of
nmetal and plastic, often wenched fromthe weakened structure, to inprovise
braces, platfornms, whatever woul d give sonme added hours of refuge. "Bob, is
this w se?" she asked. "Do you know what you're getting into? The nol ecul e
m ght bind you fast inmediately, even if you avoid shining light on it. The

decay here is going quicker all the while. | think the nolecule is ..
| earning. Don't risk your life."
"Don't you give your captain orders Saxtorph replied. "I'lIl be down in,

M M about an hour. Then get to ne as fast as you prudently can. Every
m nut e
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we spend on the surface does add to the danger. But |'ve put bandits on
the jacks."

"What ?"

"Foot pads, " he | aughed childishly. "Ckay, no nore conversation till we're
back in space. |'ve got ny reconnoitering to do."

Starlight was brilliant but didn't illunm nate an unknown terrain very
well. His landing field would be nmnute and henmed in. For help he had
optical anplifiers, radar, data-analysis prograns which projected visuals
as well as nunbers. He had his skill. Fear shunted fromhis mind, he
becane one with the boat.

Location identification ... positioning; you don't float around in

airl essness the way you can in atnosphere ... site picked, much cl oser

to Fido than he liked but he could manage ... coordi nates established ..

down, down, nurse her down to touchdown ....

It was as soft a landing as he had ever achieved. It needed to be.

For a pul sebeat he stared across the hollow at the other boat. She was

a ghastly sight indeed, a hal fhull pocked, ragged, riddled, the pale
devourer well up the side of what was left. Good thing he was insured,
though multi-billionaire Stefan Brozik would be grateful, and presumably
human gover nnent s-

Saxtorph grinned at his own inanity and hastened to go operate the
airlock. Or was it stupid to think about nmoney at an hour like this? To
hell with heroics. He and Dorcas had their living to make.

Descent with the outer valve al ready open woul d have given him an

i mbal ance: slight, but he had plenty else to contend with. He cracked it
now wi t hout stopping to evacuate the chanber. Tine was nore precious than
a few cubic neters of air. A light
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flashed green. His crewfolk were in. He closed the valve at once. A
nmeasure of pressure equalization was required before he admtted theminto
the hull proper. He did so the instant it was possible. A wi nd gusted by.
H s ears popped. Juan and Carita stunbled through. Frost formed on their
spacesuits.

He hand-signalled: G ab hold. W' re boosting right away.

He coul d be gentle about that, as well as quick

O need he have hastened? Afterward he inspected things at |ength and
found Laurinda's idea had worked as well as could have been hoped, or
maybe a little better

Buckybal I s scooped fromthat sink on the nmoon. (An open container at the
end of aline; he could throwit far in the low gravity.) Bags fashi oned
out of thick plastic, heat-sealed together, filled wth buckyballs,

pl aced around the bottom of each |anding jack, superglued fast at the
necks. That was all.

The nol ecul e had only eaten through one of them while Shep stood on
Prima. Perhaps the other jacks rested on sections where nost of the
chemi cal bonds were saturated, less readily catalyzed. it didn't matter
except scientifically, because after the single bag gave way, the

wonder ful stuff had done its job. A layer of it was beneath the mnetal

a heap of it around. The devourer could not quickly incorporate atons so
strongly interlinked. As it did, nore flowed in to fill the gaps. Shep
coul d have stayed for hours.

But she had no call to. Lifting, the tension abruptly off him Saxtorph
expl oded into tuneless song. It wasn't a hymm or anthem though it was
traditional: "The Bastard King of England." Sonmehow it felt right.
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Rover drove though hyperspace, homeward bound. Man and wi fe sat together
in their cabin, easing Of. They were flesh, they would need days to get
back the strength they had spent. The ship throbbed and whi spered. A
screen gave views of Hawaii, heights, greennesses, incredible colors on
the sea. Beethoven's Fifth lilted in the background. He had a nug of beer
she a glass of white w ne.

"Honeynmoon cruise," she said with a wy smle. "Laurinda and Juan. Carita
and Kam "

"You and nme, for that matter,"” he replied drowsily.

"But when will we get any proper work done? The interior is a mess."

"Ch, we've tinme aplenty before we reach port. And if we aren't quite

hol yst oned- perfect, who's going to care?"

"Yes, we'll be the sensation of the day." She grew sonber. "How many wil |l
remenber Arthur Tregennis?"

Saxt or ph roused. "Qur kind of people will. He was ... a Moses. He brought
us to a scientific Promsed Land, and ... | think there'll be nore

expl orations into the far deeps from now on."

"Yes. Markhams out of the way." Dorcas sighed. "Hi s poor famly."

The tug, rushing off too fast for recovery after it released the asteroid
to hurtle toward Secunda-if all went as planned, straight at the base
Horror, a scranble to flee, desperate courage, and then the apparition

in heaven, the flamng trail, Thor's hamer smites, the cloud of
destruction engulfs everything and rises on high and spreads to darken
the planet, nothing remains but a doubled crater plated with iron. It was
unli kely that any kzinti who es-
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caped would still be alive when their next starship cane.
At the end, did Markhamcry for his nother?
"And of course humans will be alerted to the situation,"” Saxtorph

observed superfl uously.

It was, in fact, unlikely that there would be nore kzin ships to the red
sun. Nothing was left for them and they would get no chance to rebuild.
Earth woul d have sent an arnmed fleet for a | ook-around. Maybe it woul d
cone soon enough to save what beings were |eft.
Dorcas frowned. "Wat will they do about it?"

"Why, uh, rebuild our navies. Defense has been grossly neglected."

"Well, wecan hope for that much. W're certainly doing a service,
bringing in the news that the kzinti have the hyperdrive." Dorcas shook
her head. "But everybody knew they woul d, sooner or later. And this whole

epi sode, it's no casus belli. No |law forbade themto establish thensel ves
in an unclaimed system W should be legally safe, ourselves-self-
def ense-but the peace groups will say the kzinti were only being

defensive, after Earth's planet grab followi ng the war, and in fact this
crew provoked theminto overreacting. There may be tal k of reparations
due the pathetic put-upon kzinti."

"Yah, you're probably right. | share your faith in the infinite capacity
of our species for w shful thinking." Saxtorph shrugged. "But we al so
have a capacity for rmuddling through. And you and I, sweetheart, have

some m ghty good years ahead of us. Let's talk about what to do with
them'
Her nmood eased. She snuggl ed cl ose. The ship fared onward.
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Sanpling war's mnor ironies: Locklear knew so little about the Wase

or wartime alarns, he thought the klaxon was hooting for planetfall. That
i s why, when the Weasel wi nked into normal space near that lurking kzin
warship, little Locklear woul d soon be her only survivor. The second

irony was that, while the Interworld Commission's last bulletin had an-
nounced sporadi ¢ new outbursts of kzin hostility, Locklear was the only
civilian on the Wasel who had never thought of hinself as a warrior and
did not intend to becone one.
Monents after the Wasel's intercom announced conpl etion of their junp,
Lockl ear was steadying hinmself next to his berth, waiting for the ship's
gravitypol arizer to kick in and swall owi ng hard because, |ike ancient
French wi nes, he travel ed poorly. He watched with envy as Herrera, the
hai rl ess, whi pcord-nuscled Belter in the other bunk, swng out with one
foot planted on the deck and the other against the wall. Like a cat,"
Lockl ear said admringly.
"That's no conpliment anynore, flatlander," Her-
181
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rera said. "It looks |ike the goddam tabbies want a fourth war. You'd
think they'd learn," he added with a gri m headshake.
Lockl ear sighed. As a student of aninmal psychol ogy in general, he'd known
a few kzinti well enough to admire the way they | earned. He al so knew
Herrera was on his way to enlist if, as seened likely, the kzinti were
spoiling for another war. And in that case, Locklear's career was about
to be turned upside down. Instead of a scholarly life puzzling out the
meani ngs of Grog forepaw gestures and kzin eartw tches, he would probably
be conscripted into some warren full of psych warfare pundits, for the
duration. These days, an ethologist had to be part historian,
t oo- Lockl ear renmenbered nore than he |iked about the three previous
man- kzi n wars.
And Herrera was ready to fight the kzinti already, and Lockl ear had
called hima cat. Locklear opened his nouth to apol ogi ze but the klaxon
drowned himout. Herrera slamred the door open, vaulted into the
passageway reaching for handhol ds.
"What's the matter," Lockl ear shouted. "Were are you-F
Herrera's answer, hal f-1ost between the door-slam and the Kkl axon, sounded
like "atta nation" to Locklear, who did not even know the drill for a
deadheadi ng passenger during battle stations. Locklear was still waiting
for a famliar tug of gravity when that door sighed, the hernetic sea
swel ling as always during a battle alert, and he had tinme to wonder why
Herrera was in such a hurry before the Wasel took her fatal hit
am dshi ps.
An energy beam does not always sound like a thunderclap frominside the
stricken vessel. This one sent a faint crackling down the |l ength of the
Weasel's hull, like the rustle of pre-space parchnent crushed



CATHOUSE 183

in a mn's hand. Sequestered alone in a two-man cabin near the ship's aft
gal l ey, Locklear saw his bunk leap toward him the inertia of his own body
wrenching his grip fromhis handhold near the door. He did not have tine
to consider the inplications of a bl ow powerful enough to send a

twel ve- hundredton Privateer-class patrol ship tunmbling |ike a pinwheel

nor the fact that the blowitself was the reaction fromnost of the
Weasers air exhausting to space in expl osive deconpression. And, because
hi s cabin had no external viewport, he could not see the scatter of human
bodies into the void. The last thing he saw was the underside of his bunk
and the metal brace that caught hi mabove the |eft cheekbone. Then he knew
only a mld curiosity: wondering why he heard sonmething |ike the steady
sound of a thin whistle underwater, and why that yellow flash in his head
was followed by an infrared darkness cramed w th pain.

It was the pain that brought himawake; that, and the sound of |oud
static. No, nore |like the zaps of an arc welder in the hands of a

novi ce---or like a catfight. And then he turned a blurred nmental page and
knew it, the way a Rorschach bl ot suddenly becomes a face half-forgotten
but always feared. So it did not surprise him when he opened his eyes,
to see two huge kzinti standing over him

To a man |like Herrera they would nerely have been massive. To Lockl ear

a man of |ess than average height, they were enornmous; nearly half again
his height. The broadest kzin, with the notched right ear and the bl ack
hori zontal fur-mark like a frown over his eyes, opened his nouth in what,
to humans, might be a smle. But kzinti smles showed dagger teeth and

al ways neant immedi ate threat.
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Thi s one was sayi ng sonething that sounded like, "Cash-row | whuff, rurr
fitz."
Lockl ear needed a few seconds to translate it, and by that time the
second kzin was saying it in Interworld: "Graf-Conmander says, ' Speak
when you are spoken to.' For nyself, | would prefer that you remained
silent. | have eaten no nonkeyneat for too |ong."
Whi | e Lockl ear conposed a reply, the big onethe G raf-Comrander
evidently-spoke again to his fell ow Sonething about whether the nonkey
knew hi s posture was deliberately obscene. Locklear, |lying on his back
on a padded table as big as a Belter's honeynmoon bed, realized his arns
and |l egs were flung wide. "I amnot very fluent in the Hero' s tongue,"
he said in passable kzin, struggling to a sitting position as he spoke.
As he did, sone of that pain localized at his right collarbone. Lockl ear
noved very slowy thereafter. Then, recogni zing the dot-and-comma-rich
| abel s that graced much of the equipnment in that room he decided not to
ask where he was. He coul d be nowhere but an energency surgical room for
kzin warriors. That meant he was on a kzin ship.
A faint slitting of the smaller kzin's eyes m ght have neant
determ nation, a grasping for patience, or-if Locklear recalled the

texts, and if they were right, a small "if" followed by a very large
one-a pause for relatively cold calculation. The smaller kzin said, in
his own tongue, "If the nonkey speaks the Hero's tongue, it is probably
as a spy."

"My presence here was not ny idea," Locklear pointed out, surprised to

find his nenory of the | anguage returning so quickly. | boarded the
Weasel on conmand to | eave a dangerous region, not to
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enter one. Ask the ship's quartermaster, or check her records.™

The commander spat and sizzled again: "The crew are all carrion. As you
will soon be, unless you tell us why, of all the nbnkeys on that ship,
you were the only one so specially protected.™

Lockl ear noaned. This huge kzin's partial name and his scars inplied the
ki nd of warrior whose valor and honor forbade lies to a captive. Al dead
but himsel f? Lockl ear shrugged before he thought, and the shrug sent a
stab of agony across his upper chest. "Sonofabitch," he gasped in agony.
The navi gator kzin translated. The | arger one grinned, the kind of grin
that m ght fasten on his throat.

Lockl ear said in kzin, very fast, "Not youl | was cursing the pain."

"A telepath could verify your meanings very quickly," said the smaller
kzin.

"An excellent idea," said Locklear. "He will verify that I amno spy, and
not a conbatant, but only an ethol ogist fromEarth. A kzin acquaintance
once told ne it was inportant to know your fornms of address. | do not

wi sh to give of fense.™

"Call me Tzak-Navigator," said the snmaller kzin abruptly, and grasped
Lockl ear by the shoul der, talons sinking into the human flesh. Lockl ear
nmoaned again, gritting his teeth. "You would attack? Good," the navigator
went on, mstaking the grimace, maintaining his grip, the form dable kzin
body trenbling with intent.

| cannot speak well w th such pain," Locklear nmanaged to grunt. "Not as
wel | protected as you think."

"We found you well-protected and seal ed alone in that ship," said the
conmander, notioning for the navigator to slacken his hold. | warn you,
we nust
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rendezvous the Raptor w th another Ripping-Fang class cruiser to pick up
a full crew before we hit the Eridani worlds. | have no tinme to waste on
such a scrawny nonkey as you, which we have caught nearer our home worl ds
than to your own."
Lockl ear grasped his right el bow as support for that aching collarbone.
"I was surveying life-forms on purely acadenic study-in peacetine, so far

as | knew," he said. "The old patrol craft | |eased didn't have a weapon
onit."
"You lie," the navigator hissed. "W saw them"

"The Weasel was not ny ship, Tzak-Navigator. Its commander brought e
back under protest; said the Interworld Conm ssion wanted nonconbat ants
out of harmis way-and here | amin its cloaca."

"Then it was already well-known on that ship that we are at war. | fee
better about killing it," said the conmander. 11 Now, as to the | udicrous
cargo it was carrying: what is your title and inportance?"

"I am scholar Carroll Locklear. | was probably the |least inportant man
on the Wasel -except to myself Since | have nothing to hide, bring a
tel epath.”

Now it gives orders,"” snarled the navigator

Pl ease," Lockl ear said quickly.

Better," the conmmander said.

"I't knows," the navigator nuttered. "That is why it issues such a
chal | enge. "
"Perhaps," the commander runbled. To Locklear he said, "A skeleton crew

of four rarely includes a telepath. That statement will either satisfy
your challenge, or | can satisfy it in nore---conventional ways." That
grin again, feral, wlling.

"I meant no challenge, Graf-Conmmander. | only want to satisfy you of who
| am and who I'mnot."

"We know what you are," said the navigator. "You are our prisoner, an

i mportant one, fleeing the Patri -
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archy rimin hopes that the nonkeyship could get you to safety." He
reached again for Locklear's shoul der

"That is pure torture," Locklear said, wncing, and saw t he navi gator
stiffen as the furry orange armdropped. If only he had recalled the
kzinti disdain for torture earlier! "I amtold you are an honorabl e race.
May | be treated properly as a captive?"

"By all means," the commander said, alnost in a purr. "W eat captives."
Lockl ear, slyly: "Even inportant ones?"

"If it pleases ne," the conmander replied. "Mire likely you could turn
your coat in the service of the Patriarchy. | say you could; | would not
suggest such an obscenity. But that is probably the one chance your sort
has for personal survival."
"My sort?"

The conmmander | ooked Lockl ear up and down, at the slender body, lightly
muscled with only the deep chest to suggest stam na. "One of the npst

vul nerabl e speci nens of nonkeydom | have ever seen," he said.

That was the nmonment when Lockl ear decided he was at war. "Vul nerable, and
i nportant, and captive. Eat me," he said, wondering if that final phrase
was as insulting in kzin as it was in Interwrld. Evidently not

"Qunner! Apprentice Engineer," the commander called suddenly, and

Lockl ear heard two responses through the ship's intercom "Lock this
nmonkey in a wiper's quarters.” He turned to his navigator. "Perhaps Fl eet
Commander Skrull-Rrit will want this one alive. W shall know in an

ei ght-squared of duty watches." Wth that, the huge kzin commander strode
out .
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After his second sl eep, Locklear found hinmself roughly hustled forward in
the lowpolarity ship's gravity of the Raptor by the nanel ess Apprentice
Engi neer. This smallest of the crew had been a kitten not |ong before and,
at two-neter height, was still filling out. The transverse mustard-tinted
band across his abdominal fiir identified Apprentice Engi neer down the ful
l ength of the hull passageway.

Lockl ear, his right armin a sling of bandages, tried to renenber all the
nment al notes he had made since being tossed into that cell. He kept his
eyes downcast to avoid a chall engi ng | ook-and because he did not want his
cold fury to show. These orangefurred nonstrosities had killed a ship and
crew with every senbl ance of pride in the act. They treated a civilian
captive at best like playground bullies treat an urchin, and at worst |ike
food. It was all very well to study animal behavior as a detached

ethol ogist. It was sonething el se when the toughest warriors in the gal axy
attached you to their food chain.

He sl ouched because that was as far froma nilitary posture as a man could
get-and Lockl ear's personal war could hardly be declared if he valued his
own pelt. He would try to | earn where hand weapons were kept, but would try
to seemstupid. He would . . . he found the [ast vow i npossible to keep
with the Graf-Conmander's first question

Wheeling in his command chair on the Raptors bridge, the commander faced

the captive. "If you piloted your own nonkeyshi p, then you have sone neni al
skills." It was not a question; nore |like an accusation. "Can you learn to
read neters if it will |lengthen your pathetic fife?"

Ah, there was a questionl Locklear was on the point of lying, but it took
a worried kzin to sing a worried song. If they needed himto read neters,
he
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m ght |earn much in a short time. Besides, they' d know bl oody well if he

lied on this matter. "I can try,"'

he said. "Wat's the problen®"

"Tell him" spat G raf-Comuander, spinning about again to the holo
screen.

Tzak- Navi gat or made a gesture of agreenent, standing beside Lockl ear and
gazing toward the vast hunped shoulders of the fourth kzin. This nanel ess
one was of truly gigantic size. He turned, growing, and Locklear noted
the nose scar that seened very appropriate for a flash-tenpered gunner
TzakNavi gator net his gaze and paused, with the characteristic trenmor of
a kzin who prided hinself on physical control. "Ship's Gunner, you are
relieved. Adequately done. -

Wth the final phrase, Ship's Gunner relaxed his ear unbrellas and

stal ked off with a barely creditable salute. Tzak-Navigator pointed to

t he vacated seat, and Locklear took it. "He has got us lost,"” nuttered

t he navi gat or.

But you were the navigator,"
Wat ch your tongue!"
"I"'mjust trying to understand crew duties, | asked what the problem was,
and Graf-Conmander said to tell ne."

The tremor became nore obvi ous, but TzakNavi gat or knew when he was boxed.
"Wth a fourkzin crew, our titles and our duties tend to vary. \Wen |
accept duties of executive officer and comuni cations officer as well,
anot her menber nmay prove his nettle at some sinple tasks of astrogation.”
| would think Apprentice Engi neer m ght be good at reading neters,"

Lockl ear said carefully.

"He has enough of themto read in the engine room Besides, Ship's Gunner
has superior time in

Lockl ear sai d.
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grade; to pass himover would have been a deadly insult. "

"Un And | don't count?"

"Exactly. As a captive, you are a nonperson even if you have skills that a
gunner mght |ack."

"You said it was adequately done," Lockl ear pointed out.

"For a gunner," spat the navigator, and Locklear smled. A kzin, too proud
tolie, could still speak with mental reservations to an underling. The
navi gator went on: "W drew first blood with our chance sortie to the

gal actic West, but Ship's Gunner nmust verify gravitational blips as we pass
in hyperdrive."

Lockl ear listened, and asked, and | earned. What he learned initially was
fast mental translation of octal nunbers to decinal: Wat he | earned
eventual ly was that, counting on the gunner to verify likely blips of known
star masses, Graf-Comuander had finally realized that they were
monurrental ly lost, light-years fromtheir intended rendezvous on the rim of
known space. And that rendezvous is on the way to the Eridani worlds,

Lockl ear thought. He said, as if to hinmself but in kzin, "Qut Eridani way,
| hear they're always on guard for you guys. You really expect to get out
of this alive?"

"No," said the navigator easily. "Your life my be extended a little, but
you will die with heroes. Soon."

Sounds |i ke a suicide run," Locklear said.

"W are volunteers," the navigator said with lofty arrogance, maki ng no
attenpt to argue the point, and then continued his instructions.

Presently, studying the screen, Locklear said, "That gunner has us forty
parsecs from anyplace. junmp into normal space | ong enough for an
astrogation fix and you' ve got it."

"Do not abuse ny patience, nonkey. Qur | ast
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Fl eet Conmand message on hyperwave forbade us to make unnecessary junps."
After a noment, Locklear grinned. "And your conmander doesn't want to
have to tell Fleet Comand you're lost. "

"What was that thing you did with your face?"

"Uh, -just stretching the muscles,” Locklear |lied, and pointed at one of
the neters. "There; um that has a field strength of, A hell, three

ei ghts and four, right?"

Tzak- Navi gator did not have to trenmbl e because his four-fingered hand was
in motion as a blur, punching buttons. "Yes. | have a star nass and," the
smal | screen stuttered its chicken-droppings in Kzinti, "here are the
known candi dates. "

Lockl ear nodded. In this little-known regi on, sone star nasses,
especially the | arger ones, would have been recorded. Wth several fixes
in hyperdrive, he could nake a strong guess at their direction with
respect to the galactic core. But by the tinme he had his second group of
candi date stars, Locklear also had a schene.

Lockl ear asked for his wistconmp, to help himtranslate octal nunbers-his
chief notive was |less direct-and got it after Apprentice Engi neer
satisfied hinself that it was no energy weapon. The engi neer, a

suspi cious churl quick with his hands and clearly on the nake for status,
di spl ayed di sappoi ntnent at his own findings by throw ng the instrunent
in Locklear's face. Lockl ear decided that the kzin | owest on the scrotum
pol e was nost anxi ous to advance by any neans avail able. And that, he
deci ded, just might be common in all sentient behavior

Two hours later by his wistconp, when Locklear tried to speak to the
conmander wi t hout prior per-
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m ssion, the navigator backhanded himfor his trouble and then expl ai ned
the proper channels. | wll decide whether your message is worth
G raf-Conmander's notice," he snarled
Trying to stop his nosebl eed, Locklear told him
"A transparent ruse," the navigator accused, "to save your own hairl ess
pelt."
"It would have that effect,
| et you locate your position
The navi gator | ooked hi mup and down. "Which will aid us in our mssion
agai nst your own kind. You truly disgust ne."
In answer, Locklear only shrugged. Tzak- Navi gator wheel ed and crossed to
the commander's vicinity, stiff and proper, and spoke rapidly for a few
nmonents. Presently, Crraf-Comuander notioned for Lockl ear to approach
Lockl ear decided that a nmilitary posture might help this tine, and tried
to hold his body straight despite his pains. The comuander eyed him
silently, then said, "You offer me a notive to justify junping into
nor mal space?"
"Yes, Graf-Comuander: to deposit an inportant captive in a |ifeboat
around somne stellar body."
"And why in the nane of the Patriarchy would I want to?"
"Because it is alnost within the reach of plausibility that the occupants
of this ship mght not survive this mssion," Locklear said with irony
that went unnoticed. "But en route to your final glory, you can inform
Fl eet Conmand where you have placed a vitally inmportant captive, to be
retrieved later."
"You admit your status at last."
"l have a certain status," Locklear adnmitted. It's dammed | ow, and that's
certain enough. "And while

Lockl ear agreed. "Maybe. But it would al so



CATHOUSE 193

you were doing that in normal space, a navigator night just happen to
determ ne exactly where you are.
"You do not deceive ne in your notive. If | did not |locate that spot,"
Tzak- Navi gator said, "no Patriarchy ship could find you-and you woul d
soon run out of food and air."
"And you would miss the Eridani mssion," Locklear reninded him "because
we aren't getting any blips and you may be getting farther from your
rendezvous with every breath."
"At the least, you are a traitor to nonkeydom" the navigator said. "No
kzin worthy of the nane would assist an eneny mi ssion."
Lockl ear favored himwith a | evel gaze. "You' ve decided to waste all nine
lives for glory, Count on nme for help."
"Monkeys are clever where their pelts are concerned,” runbled the

conmander. "I do not intend to m ss rendezvous, and this nonkey must be
placed in a safe cage. Have the crew provision a |ifeboat but disable its
drive, Tzak-Navigator. Wen we |ocate a stellar mass, | want all in

readi ness for the junp."

The navi gator saluted and nmoved off the bridge. Ucklear received

perm ssion to return to his console, noving slowy, trying to watch the
conmander's furry digits in preparation for a junp that mght be required
at any tinme. Ucklear punched several notes into the wistconp's nmenory;
you could never tell when a scholar's notes nmight cone in handy.

Lockl ear was chewi ng on kzin rations, reconstituted meat which nmet human
teeth like a leather brick and tasted of |ast week's oysters, when the

| ongrange neter began to register. It was not much of a blip but it got
stronger fast, the vernier nmeter registering by the tine Locklear called
out. He watched
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t he conmmander, alone while the rest of the crew were arrangi ng that
lifeboat, and used his wisteonp a few nore tinmes before Graf-Commander's
announcerment .

Tzak- Navi gator, eyeing his console nmonments after the junp and stil
light-mnutes fromthat small stellar mass, was at first too intent on his
astrogation to notice that there was no nearby sol ar bl aze. But Lockl ear
noticed, and felt a surge of panic.

"You will not perish in solar radiation, at least," said Graf-Comuander in
evi dent pl easure. "You have found yourself a black dwarf, nonkey!"

Lockl ear punched a query. He found no candidate stars to match this
phenonenon. "Pernission to speak, Tzak-Navigator?"

The navi gator punched in a final instruction and, while his screen
flickered, turned to the local viewscreen. "Wait until you have sonethi ng
wort h saying," he ordered, and paused, staring at what that screen told
him Then, as if arguing with his screen, he conpl ai ned, "But known space
is not old enough for a conpletely burnt-out star."

"Neverthel ess,"” the commander replied, waving toward the screens, "if not
a black dwarf, a very, very brown one. Thank that |ucky star

Tzak- Navigator; it mght have been a neutron star."

"And a planet," the navigator exclained. "lInpossible! Before its fina
col l apse, this star would have converted any nearby planet into a gas
shell. But there it lies!" He pointed to a |um nous dot on the screen

"That mght nmake it easy to find again," Locklear said with something akin
to faint hope. He knew, watching the navigator's split concentration
bet ween screens, that the kzin would soon know the Raptor's
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position. No chance beyond this brown dwarf now, an unheard-of anomaly,
to escape this suicide ship.
The navi gator ignored him "Perm ssion for proximal orbit," he requested.
"Deni ed," the commander said. "You know better than that. C ose orbit
around a dwarf could rip us asunder with angul ar accel eration. That dwarf
may be only the size of a single dreadnaught, but its mass is enornous
enough to bend distant starlight."”
Whi | e Lockl ear considered what little he knew of coll apsed star matter
a cupful of which would exceed the mass of the greatest warship in known

space, the navigator consulted his astrogation screen again. | have our
position," he said at last. "W were on the way to the galactic rim
thanks to that untrained-well, at least he is a fine gunner. Grraf-
Conmander, | meant to ask permission for orbit around the planet. W can

discard this offal in the lifeboat there."

"Granted," said the commander. Lockl ear took nore notes as the two kzint
piloted their ship nearer. If lifeboats were piloted with the sane
systens as cruisers, and if he could study the ways in which that
lifeboat drive could be energized, he mght yet take a hand in his fate.
The maneuvers took so nuch time that Locklear feared the kzin would drop
the whole idea, but, "Let it be recorded that | keep my bargains, even
wi t h nonkeys," the commander grouched as the planet began to grow in the
Vi ewport .

"Tiny suns, orbiting the planet? Stranger and stranger,'
mused. "G raf-Comuander, this is-not natural."

"Exactly so. It is artificial," said the comrmander. Brightening, he
added, "Perhaps a special project, though | do not know how we coul d nove
a full-

t he navi gat or
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sized planet into orbit around a dwarf Tzak-Navigator, see if this tallies
with anything the Patriarchy may have on file." No sound passed between
t hem when the navigator |ooked up fromhis screen, but their shared gl ance
did not inprove the commander's mood. "No? Well, backup records in
triplicate," he snapped. "Survey sensors to full gain."
Lockl ear took nmore notes, his heart pounding anew with every added
strangeness of this singular discovery. The planet orbited several
light-mnutes fromthe dead star, with nunmerous satellites in synchronous
orbits, blazing like tiny suns--or rather, like spotlights in imtation
of tiny suns, for the radiation fromthose satellites blazed only
downward, toward the planet's surface. Those satellites, according to the
navi gator, seenmed to be noving a bit in conplex patterns, not all of them
in the same ways-and one of them di nmed even as they watched.
The conmmander brought the ship nearer, and now Tzak- Navi gator gasped wth
a fresh astoni shment. "G raf-Commander, this planet is dotted with force-
cylinder generators. Not conplete shells, but open to space at orbita
hei ght. And the beam spread of each satellite's light flux coincides with
t he edge of each force cylinder. No, not all of them several of those
circular areas are not bathed in any light at all. Fallow areas?"
"Or unfinished areas,"” the commander grunted. "Perhaps we have di scovered
a project in the making. "
Lockl ear saw bl azes of blue, white, red, and yellow i npinging in vast
circular patterns on the planet's surface. Alnpst as if soneone had
pl aced small nodels of Sirius, Sol, Fomal haut, and other suns out here,
he thought. He said nothing. If he or bited this bizarre nmystery | ong
enough, he ni ght
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probe its secrets. If he orbited it too | ong, he woul d dammed wel |l die of
starvati on.

Then, "Honmeworld," blurted the astonished navigator, as the ship continued
its close pass around this planet that was at |east half the nass of Earth.
Lockl ear saw it too, a circular region that seemed to be hundreds of
kiloneters in diameter, rich in colors that renm nded himof a kzin's fur
The green expanse of a big | ake, too, as well as dark masses that m ght
have been nountain crags. And then he noticed that one of the nearby
circular patterns seenmed achingly famliar in its colors, and before he

t hought, he said it in Interworld: "Earth!"

The commander | eaped to a m nd- nunbi ng concl usi on the nmonment before

Lockl ear did. "This can only be a galactic prison--or a zoo," he said in a
choked voi ce. "The planet was evidently noved here, after the brown dwarf
was di scovered. There seens to be no atnosphere outside the force walls,
and the planetary surface between those circular regions is alnost as cold
as interstellar deeps, according to the sensors. If it is a prison, each
conpound is wellisolated fromthe others. Nothing could live in the
interstices. "

Lockl ear knew that the commander had overl ooked something that could live
there very confortably, but held his tongue awhile. Then, "Perm ssion to
speak, " he said.

"Granted," said the commander. "Wat do you know of this-this thing?"
"Only this: whether it is a zoo or a prison, one of those conpounds seens
very Earthlike. If you left me there, | mght find air and food to | ast ne
indefinitely. "

"And ot her nonkeys to help in Patriarch-knowswhat,
qui ckly. "No one is an-

the navigator put in
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swering nmy all-band queries, and we do not know who runs this prison. The
Patriarchy has no prison on record that is even faintly like this."
"If they are keeping Heroes in a kzinti conpound,” grated the comrander
"this could be a planet-sized trap. '
Tzak- Navi gator: "But whose?"
Graf - Commander, with arrogant satisfaction: "It will not matter whose
it is, if they set a vernin-sized trap and catch an arned |ifeboat. There
is no shell over these circular walls, and if there were, | would try to
bl ast through it. Re-enable the lifeboat's drive. Tzak-Navigator, as
Executive Oficer you will remain on alert in the Raptor. For the rest
of us: sound planetfall!"

Caught between fright and amazenent, Locklear could only hang on and
wait, painfully buffeted during re-entry because the kzin-sized seat
harness would not retract to fit his human frame. The |ifeboat, the size
of a flatlander's racing yacht, descended in a broad spiral, keeping well
i nside those invisible forcewalls that m ght have damaged the craft on
contact. At |ast the conmander set his ship on a search pattern that
spiraled i nward while nmaintaining perhaps a kilometer's hei ght above the
yel | ow grassy plains, the kzin-colored steanming jungle, the placid | ake,
the dark nountain peaks of this tiny, synthesized piece of the kzin
hormewor | d.

Presently, the craft settled near a pronontory overlooking that |ake and
partially protected by the rise of a stone escarpnment-the |andfall of a
good mlitary mnd, Locklear admtted to hinself. "Apprentice Engi neer
report on environnmental conditions," the conmander ordered, Turning to
Lockl ear, he added, "if this is a zoo, the zookeepers have not yet

| ear ned
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to capture Heroes-nor any of our food aninmals, according to our survey.

Since your nmetabolismis so near ours, | think this is where we shal
deposit you for safekeeping."

"But without prey, Graf-Commander, he will soon starve," said Apprentice
Engi neer.

The heavy | ook of the commander seenmed full of ironic amusenment. "No, he
will not. Humans eat nonkeyfood, renenber? This specimen is a kshat."
Lockl ear colored but tried to ignore the insult. Any creature willing to

eat vegetation was, to the kzinti, kshat, a herbivore capable of eating
of fal. And capable of little else. "You mght |eave ne sonme rations
anyway," he grunbled. "I"'min no condition to be clinmbing trees for
food. "

"But you soon may be, and a single nonkey in this place could hide very
well froma search party."

Apprentice Engineer, performng his extra duties proudly, waved a digit
toward the screen. "Graf Commander, the gravity constant is exactly hone
normal . The tenperature, too; solar flux, the sane; atnosphere and

m cro-organi sns as well. | suspect that the builders of this zoo planet
have buried gravity polarizers with the force cylinder generators."

"No doubt those other compounds are equally equipped to surrogate certain
worl ds," the commander said. | think, whoever they are-or were the

buil ders work very, very slowy."

Lockl ear, entertaining his own scenario, suspected the buil ders worked
very slowy, all right-and in ways, with notives, beyond the
under st andi ng of man or kzin. But why tell his suspicions to Scarface?
Lockl ear bad by now given his own private |labels to these infuriating
kzin, after noting the commander's face-mark, the navigator's trenors of
intent, the gunner's brutal stupidity and the engi neer's abdom na
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patch: to Locklear, they had becone Scarface, Brickshitter, Goon, and
Yel | owbel | y. Those | abel s gave himan enotional lift, but he knew better
than to use them al oud.
Scarface made his intent clear to everyone, glancing at Locklear fromtine
to time, as he gave his orders. Water and rations for eight duty watches
were to be offloaded. Because every kzin craft has special equipnment to
paci fy those kzinti who di splayed crimnal behavior, especially the
Kdaptists with their treasonous |eanings toward humanki nd, Scarface had
prepared a zzrou for their hunman captive. The zzrou could be charged with
a powerful soporific drug, or-as the conmmander said in this case-a poison
Affixed to a host and tuned to a transnmitter, the zzrou could be set to
inject its material into the host at regular intervals---or to nmeter it out
whenever the host noved too far fromthat transmtter
Scarface held the inplant device, no larger than a biscuit with vicious

prongs, in his hand, facing the captive. "If you try to extract this, it
will kill you instantly. If you sonmehow found the transmitter and snashed
it-again you would die instantly. Wenever you stray two steps too far from
it, you will suffer. |I shall set it so that you can nove about far enough
to feed yourself, but not far enough to nmake finding you a difficulty."
Lockl ear chewed his lip for a monent, thinking. "lIs the poison cumul ative?"
"Yes. And if you do not know that honor forbids me to lie, you will soon

find out to your sorrow. " He turned and handed a small device to
Yel |l owbel | y. "Take this transmitter and place it where no nmonkey m ght
stunbl e across it. Do not wander nore than eight-cubed paces fromhere in
the process-and
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take a sidearmand a transceiver with you. | amnot absolutely certain the
pl ace i s uninhabited. Captivel Bare your back."
Lockl ear, dry-nouthed, renoved his jacket and shirt. He watched Yell owbelly
bound back down the short passageway and, soon afterward, heard the sigh of
an airlock. He turned casually, trying to catch sight of himas Goon was
peering through the viewport, and then he felt a paral yzi ng agony as
Scarface inpacted the prongs of the zzrou into his back just below the |eft
shoul der bl ade.

His first sensation was a chill, and his second was a pai nful rem nder of
those zz-rou prongs sunk into the muscles of his back. Locklear eased to a
sitting position and | ooked around him Except for depressions in the
yel | owi sh grass, and a terrifyingly small pile of provisions piled atop his
shirt and jacket, he could see no evidence that a kzin |ifeboat had ever

| anded here. "For all you know, they'll never cone back," he told hinself
al oud, shivering as he donned his garnents. Talking to hinself was an old
habit bom of solitary researches, and made himfeel |ess alone.

But now t hat he thought on it, he couldn't decide which he dreaded nost,
their return or permanent solitude. "So let's take stock," he said,
squatting next to the provisions. A kzin's rations would |last three times
as long for him but the nunbers were depressing: within three flatl ander
weeks he'd either find water and food, or he would starve-if he did not
freeze first.

If this was really a conmpound designed for kzin, it would be chilly for
Lockl ear-and it was. The water woul d be drinkable, and no doubt he could
eat kzin game animals if he found any that did not eat himfirst. He had
al ready decided to head for the edge of
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that |ake, which lay shining at a distance that was hard to judge, when he
realized that | ocal animals might destroy what food he had.
Wncing with the effort, he renoved his |ight jacket again. They had taken
his small utility knife but Yellowbelly had not checked his grooning too
very well. He deployed its shaving bl ade instead of the nail pincers and
used it to slit away the jacket's epaulets, then cut carefully at the
triple-folds of cloth, grateful for his accidental choice of a woven
fabric. He found that when trying to break a thread, he would cut his hand
before the thread parted. Good; a single thread would support all of those
rati ons but the water bul bs.
H's wistconmp told himthe kzin had been gone an hour, and the position of
that ersatz 61 Ursa Majoris hanging in the sky said he should have severa
nmore hours of light, unless the builders of this zoo had fudged on their
timng. "Nunbers," he said. "You need better nunbers.” He couldn't eat a
nunber, but knowi ng the right ones night feed his belly.
in the | andi ng pad depressions |ay several stones, sone crushed by the
cruel weight of the kzin lifeboat. He pocketed a few fragnments, two with
sharp edges, tied a third stone to a twenty-neter length of thread and
tossed it clunsily over a branch of a vine-choked tree. But when he tried
to pull those rations up to suspend them out of harm s way, that thread
sawed the pul py branch in two. Sighing, he began collecting and stripping
vines. Favoring his right shoul der, ignoring the pain of the zzrou as he
used his left arm he finally managed to suspend the plastic-encased bricks
of leathery neat five nmeters above the grass. It was easier to cache the
wat er, running slender vines through the carrying handl es and suspendi ng
the water in two bundles. He kept
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one brick and one water bulb, which contained perhaps two gallons of the
preci ous stuff.

And then he made his first crucial discovery, when a trickle of noisture
i ssued fromthe severed end of a vine. it felt cool, and it didn't sting
hi s hands, and taking the inevitable plunge he licked at a droplet, and
t hen sucked at the end of that vine. Good clean water, faintly sweet; but
wi th what subtle poisons? He decided to wait a day before trying it
again, but he was smiling a ferocious little snile

Sonmewhere within an ei ght-cubed of kzin paces lay the transmtter for
that dammed thing stuck into his back. No telling exactly how far he
could stray fromit. "Damed right there's sone telling," he announced
to the breeze. "Nunmbers, nunbers,"” he nuttered. And straight lines. If
that m sbegotten son of a hairball was telling the truth-and a kzin

al ways di d-then Lockl ear would know within a step or so when he'd gone
too far. The safe distance fromthat transmtter would probably be the
same in all directions, a henisphere of space to roamin. Wuld it let
himget as far as the | ake?

He found out after sighting toward the nearest edge of the | ake and
setting out for it, slashing at the trunks of jungle trees with a sharp
stone to blaze a straight-line trail. Not exactly straight, but nearly
so. He listened hard at every step, noving steadily downhill, wondering
what m ght have a menu with his name on it.

That careful pace saved hima great deal of pain, but not enough of it
to suit him Once, studying the heat-sensors that guided a captive

rattl esnake to its prey back on Earth, Locklear had been bitten on the
hand. It was |ike that now behind and below his left shoul der, a sudden
burni ng ache that kept aching as he fell forward, withing, hurting his
ri ght coll arbone
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agai n. Lockl ear scranbl ed backward five paces or so and the sting was
suddenl y, shockingly, absent. That part wasn't like a rattler bite, for
sure. He cursed, but knew he bad to do it: nmoved forward again, very slowy,
until he felt the lancing bite of the zzrou. He noved back a pace and the
sting was gone. "But it's cunulative, " he said aloud. "Can't do this for a

hobby. "
He felled a snall tree at that point, sawing it with a thread tied to
stones until the pulpy trunk fell, held at an angle by vines. Its sap was

mlky. It stung his finger. Dammed if he would let it sting his tongue. He
couldn't wash the stuff off in | ake water because the | ake was perhaps a
klick beyond his limt. He wondered if Yellowbelly had thought about that
when he hid the transmtter

Lockl ear had intended to pace off the distance he had noved fromhis food
cache, but kzin gravity seemed to drag at his heels and he knew t hat he
needed nunbers nore exact than the paces of a tiring nman. He unwound all of
the thread on the ball, then sat down and opened his groom ng tool

VWhat ever forgotten genius had stanped a fivecentineter rule along the

| ength of the pincer |ever, Locklear owed him He nmeasured twenty of those
| engths and then tied a knot. He then used that first one-meter length to
judge his second knot; used it again for the third; and with fingers that
stung fromtiny cuts, tied two knots at the five-neter point. He tied three
knots at the ten-nmeter point, then continued until he had fifteen neters of
surveying line, ignoring the |l ast neter or so.

He needed anot her hal f-hour to measure the distance, as straight as he
could make it, back to the food cache: four hundred and thirty-seven
neters. He punched the datuminto his wistconp and rested, drinking too
much fromthat water bulb, noting that
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t he sunlight was naking | onger shadows now. The sundown direction was
"West" by definition. And after sundown, what? Nocturnal predators? He was
al ready exhausted, cold, and in need of shelter. Locklear nanaged to pile
pal mike fronds as his bed in a narrow cleft of the pronontory, nade the
best weapon he could by tying fist-sized stones two nmeters apart with a
t hread, grasped one stone and whirled the other experinentally. It made
a satisfying whirrand for all he knew, it mght even be marginally useful
The sunbl aze fooled him dying slowy while it was still halfway to his
hori zon. He punched the tine into his wistconp, and realized that the
buil ders of this zoo might be linmted in the degree to which they could
surrogate a planetary surface, when other vast circul ar cages were
adjacent to this one. It was too nuch to ask that any zoo cage be, for
its specinmens, the best of all possible worlds.
Lockl ear slept badly, but he slept. During the times when he | ay awake,
he felt the silence like a hermetic seal around him broken only by the
rasp and slither of distant tree fronds in vagrant breezes. Kzin-norma
m cr oor gani sns, the navigator had said; nmaybe, but Lockl ear had seen no
sign of animal life. Al npbst, he would have preferred stealthy footfalls
or screanms of nocturnal prow ers
The next norning he noted on his wistconp when the ersatz kzinti sun
began to bl aze-not on the horizon, but seem ng to kindl e when halfway to
its zenith-rigged a better sling for his right arm then sat scratching
inthe dirt for a time. The night had |l asted thirteen hours and
forty-eight minutes. If succeeding nights were Ionger, he was in for a
tooth-chattering winter. But first: FIND THAT DAMNED TRANSM TTER
Because it was snmall enough to fit in a pocket. And
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then, A then, he would not be held like a | ap-dog on a | eash. He pounded
some kzin meat to soften it and took his first sightings while swilling
froma water bull)
The extension of that neasured line, this tine in the opposite direction
went nore qui ckly except when he had to clanber on rocky inclines or cut
one of those pul py trees down to keep his sightings nearperfect. He had
no spirit level, but estimated the inclines as well as he could, as he
had done before, and used the wisteonp's trigononmetric functions to
adj ust the nunmbers he took from his surveying thread. That dammed kzin
engi neer was the kind who would be half-running to do his master's
bi ddi ng, and an ei ght-cubed of his paces mi ght be anywhere from six
hundred neters to a kiloneter. Or the hidden transmtter m ght be al nost
underfoot at the cache; but no nore than a klick at nost. Locklear was
ponderi ng that when the zzrou zapped hi m agai n.
He stiffened, yel ped, and whirl ed back several paces, then advanced very
slowy until he felt its first half-hearted bite, and noved back
punching in the datum working backward using the sanme systemto make
doubly sure of his nunbers. At the cache, he found his two new nunbers
varied by five neters and split the difference. His southwest limt had
been 437 meters away, his northeast limt 529; which neant the total
length of that line was 966 nmeters. It probably wasn't the full dianeter
of his circle, but those points lay on its circunference. He hal ved the
nunber: 483. That nunber, mnus the 437, was 46 neters. He nmeasured off
forty-six meters toward the northeast and piled pul py branches in a
pyram d hi gher than his head. This point, by God, was one point on the
full diameter of that circle perpendicular to his first line! Next he had
to survey a line at a
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right angle to the Iine he'd already surveyed, a |line passing through that
pyram d of branches.

It took himall norning and then sone, |engthening his thread to be nore
certain of that crucial right-angle before he set off into the jungle, and
he measured al nost seven hundred nmeters before that bl oody dammed zzrou bit
himagain, this tine not so painfully because by that tine he was novi ng
very slowy. He returned to the pyram d of branches and struck off in the
opposite direction, just to be sure of the nunbers he scratched in the dirt
using the wistconp. He was filled with joy when the zzrou faithfully

poi soned hima bit over 300 nmeters away, within ten nmeters of his
expect ati on.

Those first three linmt points had been enough to rough out the circle; the
fourth was confirmation. Locklear knew that he had passed the transmitter
on that |ong northwest |eg; calcul ated quickly, because he knew t he exact
length of that dianeter, that it was a bit over two hundred nmeters fromhis
pyram d; and neasured off the distance after |unch

1. just like that fur-licking bastard,"” he said, |ooking around him at the
tangl e of orange, green, and yellow jungle growh. "Probably shit on it
before he buried it. "

Lockl ear spent a fruitless hour clearing punky shrubs and man-hi gh ferns
fromthe soft turf before he sawit, and of course it was not where he had
been looking at all. "It" was not a telltale nound of dirt, nor a kzin
footprint. It was a group of three globes of mlky sap, no larger than

wat er droplets, just about knee-high on the biggest palmin the clearing.
And just about the right pattern for a kzin's toe-claws.

He moved around the trunk, as thick as his body, staring up the tree, now
pi cki ng out other sets of mlky puncture marks spaced up the trunk. More
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kzin clawrarks. Softly, feeling the goosefl esh nmove down his arms, he
called, "Olee-ollee-all's-in-free
just for the hell of it. And then he cut the dammed tree down, carefully,
letting the breeze do part of the work so that the tree sagged, buckl ed,
and canme down at a leisurely pace.
The transmitter, which | ooked rather like a wistconmp without a bracelet,
lay in a hole scooped out by Yellowbelly's claws in the tender young top
of the tree. It was sticky with sap, and Lockl ear hoped it had stung the
kzin as it was stinging his own fingers. He wiped it off with vine
| eaves, rinsed it with dribbles of water from severed vines, wiped it off
again, and then returned to his food cache.
"Yep, the shoulder hurts, and the dammed gravity doesn't help but," he
said, and yelled it at the sky, now |I'mloose, you rat-tailed sons of
bi t ches!"

He spent another night at the first cache, nowwth little concern about
things that went bunp in the ersatz night. The sunbl aze di mred thirteen
hours and forty-eight mnutes after it began, and Lockl ear guessed that

t he days and nights of this synthetic arena never changed. "It'd be tough
to devel op a cosnol ogy here," he said al oud, shivering because his right
shoul der sinply would not let himgenerate a fire by friction. "Maybe
that was deliberate.” If he wanted to study the behavior of intelligent
species without risking their |learning too much, and had not the faintest
ki nd of ethics about it, Locklear decided he m ght imagine just such a
vast enclosure for the kzinti. Only they were already a spacefaring race,
and so was humanki nd, and he coul d have sworn the adjacent area on this

i mpossi bl e zoo planet was a ringer for one of the wild areas back on
Earth. He cudgel ed his menmory until he recalled the | ozenge
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shape of that |ake seen fromorbit, and the earthlike area.
"Ri ght -about-there," he said, nodding to the southwest, across the |ake.
"If I don't starve first."
He knew t hat any kzinti searching for himcould sinply home in on the
transmtter. O maybe not so sinply, if the signal was bal ked by stone
or dirt. Acave with a kink in it could conplicate their search nicely.
He could test the idea-at the risk of absorbing one zap too many from
that infuriating zzrou clinging to his back
"Well, second things second , he said. He'd at tended to the first things
first. He slept poorly again, but the collarbone seened to be nending.
Lockl ear admitted an instant's panic the next morning (he had counted
down to the nonment when the ersatz sun began to shine, mssing it by a
few seconds) as he noved beyond his old linmt toward the | ake. But the
zzrou mght have been a hockey puck for its inertness. The | ake had snall
regul ar wavel et seasy enough to generate if you have a tiner on your
gravity polarizer, he nmused to the builders-and a narrow beach that
al ternat ed between sand and pebbles. No prints of any kind, not even
birds or nolluscs. If this huge arena did not have extrenes of weather
a single footprint on that sand m ght |ast a geologic era.
The food cache was within a stone's throw of the kzin |anding, good
enough reason to find a better place. Locklear found one, where a stream
trickled to the |l ake (punps, or rainfall? Tinme enough to find out), after
cutting its passage down through basalt that was hal f-hidden by foliage.
Lockl ear found a holl ow beneath a | ow waterfall and, in three trips,
portaged all his neagre stores to that hideyhole with its stone shelf.
The water tasted good, and again he
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tested the trickle fromslashed vines because he did not intend to stay
tied to that |akeside forever.

The channel cut through basalt by water told himthat the stream had once
been a torrent and night be again. The channel also hinted that the
stream had been cutting its patient way for tens of centuries, perhaps
far longer. "Zoo has been here a long tinme," he said, startled at the

ti nny echo behind the nurnur of water, realizing that he had begun to
think of this planet as "Zoo." It mght be untenanted, |ike that sad
remmant of a capitalist's dreamthat still drew tourists to San Sinmeon

on the coast of Earth's California. Cages for exotic fauna, but the
animal s 1 ong since gone. O never introduced? One nore puzzle to be

shel ved until nore pieces could be studied.

During his fourth day on Zoo, Locklear realized that the water was al npst
certainly safe, and that he nust begin testing the tubers, spiny nuts,
and poi sonous-1ooking fruit that he had been eyeing with mstrust. M ght
as well test the stuff while circummavigating the | ake, he deci ded,
vowi ng to try one new plant a day. Nothing had ni bbled at anythi ng beyond
nossl i ke grow hs on some soft-surfaced fruit. He guessed that the growths
meant that the fruit was over-ripe, and judged ripeness that way. He did
not need rnuch tinme deciding about plants that stank horribly, or that
stung his hands. On the seventh day on Zoo, while using a brown pl ant
juice to draw a map on plastic food wap (a pathetic |eft-handed effort),
he began to feel distinct localized pains in his stomach. He put a finger
down his throat, bringing up bits of kzin rations and pieces of the

nut meats he had swall owed after trying to chew them during breakfast.
They had gone into his mouth |ike soft rubber capsules, and down his
throat the same way.
But they had grown tiny hair-roots in his belly,
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and whil e he watched the nasty stuff he had splashed on stone, those roots
continued to grow, waving blindly. He applied hinmself to the task again and
finally coughed up another. How many had he swal | owed? Three, or four? He
t hought four, but saw only three, and only after smashing a dozen nore of
the nutshells was he satisfied that each shell held three, and only three,
of the | oathesone things. Not animals, perhaps, but they would eat you
nonet hel ess. Maybe he shoul d' ve naned the place "Herbarium" The hell with
it: "Zoo" it remained.
On the ninth day, carrying the neat in his jacket, he began to use his
right armsparingly. That was the day he realized that he had rounded the
broad curve of the lake and, if his brief menory of it fromorbit was
accurate, the placid | ake was perhaps three tinmes as long as it was wide.
He found it possible to run, one of his few athletic specialties, and
despite the wear of kzin gravity he put fourteen thousand runni ng paces
behi nd hi m bef ore exhausti on nade hi m gat her hi gh grasses for a bed.
At a neter and a half per step, he had covered twenty-one klicks, give or
take a bit, that day. Not bad in this gravity, he decided, even if the
col I arbone was aching again. On his abom nable map, that placed hi m about
nm dway down the long side of the |ake. The foll owi ng norning he turned
west, follow ng another streamthrough an open grassy plain, jogging,
resting, jogging. He gathered tubers floati ng downstream and ate one,
fearing that it would surely be deadly because it tasted like a wild
strawberry.
He followed the streamfor three nore days, living nostly on those
delicious tubers and water, nesting warmy in thick sheaves of grass. On
the next day he spied a dark mass of basalt rising to the northwest,
captured two litres of water in an enpty plastic bag,
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and risked all. It was well that he did for, late in the foll ow ng day

wi th heavi ng chest, he saw cl ouds sweeping in fromthe north, dragging a
gray downpour as a bride drags her train. That streamfar bel ow and klicks
di stant was soon a broad river which would have swept himto the | ake. But
now he stood on a rocky escarpment, seeing the glisten of water fromthose
crags in the distance, and knew that he would not die of thirst in the

hi ghl ands. He al so suspected, judging fromthe shredded-cotton roiling of
cl oud beyond those crags, that he was very near the walls of his cage.

Even for a runner, the'two-kilometer rise of those crags was daunting in
hi gh gravity. Locklear aimed for a saddl eback only a thousand neters high
where sheets of rain had fallen not |ong before, hiking beside a swollen
streamuntil he found its source. It wasn't nuch as glaciers went, but

he found green depths of ice filling the saddl eback, shoul dering up
against a force wall that beggared anythi ng he had ever seen up close.
The wal |l was transparent, apparent to the eye only by its effects and by
the eldritch bl ackness just beyond it. The thing was horrendously cold,
seem ng to cut straight across hills and crags with an inner border of
ice to define this kzin conpound. Locklear knew it only seened straight
because the curvature was so gradual. Wen he tossed a stone at it, the
stone sl owed abruptly and soundlessly as if encountering a neters-deep
cushion, then slid downward and back to clatter onto the m nuscul e
glacier. Uphill and down, for as far as he could see, ice rimed the

i nside of the force wall. He noved nearer, staring through that invisible
sponge, and saw another line of ice a klick distant. Between those ice
rins |lay bare



CATHOUSE 213

basalt, as unconprom singly primtive as the Surface of an asteroid. Mst
of that raw surface was so dark as to seemfeaturel ess, but reflections
fromice | enses on each side dappled the dark basalt here and there. The
dappl es of light were crystal clear, wthout the usual fuzziness of
objects a thousand neters away, and Lockl ear realized he was staring into
a vacuum

"So visitors to Zoo can wander confortably around with gravity polarizer
pl atforms between the cages," he said aloud, angrily because he could see
the towering nmasses of ponderosa pines and blue spruce in the next
conpound. It was an Earth conpound, all right-but he could see no

evi dence of aninmals across that distance, and that made himfiercely gl ad
for sone reason. He ached to cross those inpenetrable barriers, and his
vision of lofty conifers blurred with his tears.

H s feet were freezing, now, and no vegetation grew as near as the frost
that lined the ice rim "You re good, but you're not perfect," he said

to the builders. "You can't keep the heat in these compounds fi-orn

| eaking away at the rims." Hence frozen noisture and the | ack of
vegetation along the rim and higher rainfall where clouds skirted that
cold force wall.

Scanni ng the vast panoramic are of that ice rim Locklear noted that his
pri son conpound had a gentle bow shape, though some hills and crags
surged up in the | ow ands. Maybe using the natural contours of old
craters? O maybe you made those craters. It was an engi neeri ng project
that held trenmendous secrets for humankind, and it had been there for one
hell of a long time. Wdely spaced across that enormous bow were spots
of dramatic color, perhaps flowers. But they won't scatter much w thout
ani na
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vectors to help the wi nd disperse seeds and such. Dammit, this place
wasn' tfi ni shed!
He retraced his steps downward. There was no point in making a canp in this
i ncl enent place, and with every sudden whistle of breeze now he was
starting to | ook up, scanning for the kzin ship he knew m ght conme at any
time. He needed to find a cave, or to nmake one, and that would require con-
struction tools.
Late in the afternoon, while tying grass bundl es at the edge of a | ow
rolling plain, Locklear found wood of the kind he'd hardly dared to hope
for. He sinmply had not expected it to grow horizontally. Wth a thin bark
that simulated its surroundings, it lay nostly below the surface with
shall ow roots at intervals |ike bamboo. Kzinti probably woul d' ve known to
seek it fromthe first, damm their hairy hides. The stuff-he dubbed it
shanboo--grew parallel to the ground and arrow straight, and its foliage
popped up at regular intervals too. Some of its hard, holl ow segnents
stored water, and sone speci nens grew thick as his thighs and ten neters
I ong, tapering to wi cked grow h spines on each end. Locklear had been
wal ki ng over potential hiking staffs, construction shoring, and rafts for
a week without noticing. He pulled up one the size of a javelin and clipped
it snooth.
Hi s groonming tool would do precision work, but Locklear abraded blisters on
his pal ms fashi oning an axehead froma chertli ke stone comon in seans
where basalt crags soared fromthe prairie. He spent two days | earni ng how
to socket a handaxe in a shanboo handle, living nostly on tuberberries and
grain from grassheads, and el evated his respect for the first tool-using
creatures in the process.
By now, Locklear's right armfelt alnost as good as new, and the process of
redi scovering primtive tech-



CATHOUSE 215

nol ogy became a conpelling pastine. He was so intent on ways to weave
split shanboo filaments into cordage for a firebow, while trudging just
bel ow t he basalt heights, that he al nost missed the nost inportant nonent
of his life.

He stepped from savannah grass onto a gritty surface that |ooked |ike

ot her dry washes, continued for three paces, stepped up onto grassy turf
again, then stopped. He recalled wal king across sand-sprinkled tiles as
a youth, and sonething in that old nmenmory nmade hi m| ook back. The dry
wash hel d waveli ke patterns of grit, pebbles, and sand, but here and
there were bare patches.

And those bare patches were as bl ack and as snmoot h as nachi ne- pol i shed
obsi di an.

Lockl ear crammed the hal f-braided cord into a pocket and began to foll ow
that dry wash up a gentle slope, toward the cleft ahead, and toward his
desti ny.

Hi s heart pounding with hope and fear, Locklear stood five neters inside
the perfect are of obsidian that forned the entrance to that cave. No
runof f had ever spilled grit across the snmooth broad fl oor inside, and
he felt an irrational concern that his footsteps were defiling something
perfectly pristine, clean and cold as an ice cavern. But a far, far nore
rati onal concern was the portal before him its facing made of the sane
material as the floor, the opening itself four nmeters wi de and just as
high. A faint flickering |um nescence, as of gossaner film stretched
across the portal, gave barely enough light to see. Locklear saw his
reflection init, and wanted to | augh aloud at this ragged, skinny,
barrel -chested apparition with the stubble of beard wearing
stained,flight togs. And the apparition rem nded himthat he might not
be -al one.
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He felt silly, but after clearing his throat twi ce he managed to cal

out: "Anybody hone?"

Echoes; several of them nore than this little entrance space could
possi bly generate. He poked his sturdy shanboo hiking staff into the
gossamer filmand junped when stronger light flickered in the distance.
"Maybe you just eat aninmal tissue," he said, with a wavering chuckl e.
"Well-." He took his groom ng pincers and cut away the dried curl of skin
around a broken blister on his palm clipped away sizeabl e crescents of
fingernails, tossed themat the film

Not hi ng but the tiny clicks of cuticles on obsidian, inside; that's how
quiet it was. He held the pointed end of the staff like a lance in his
ri ght hand, extended the handaxe ahead in his left. He was righthanded,
after all, so he'd rather lose the left one ..

No sensation on his flesh, but a sudden flood of |ight as he noved

t hrough the portal, and Lockl ear dashed backward to the nmouth of the
cave. "Take it easy, fool," he chided hinmself. "Wat did you see?"

A long snooth passageway; walls without signs or features; |light seening
to leap fromobsidian walls, not too strong but damed di sconcerting. He
t ook several deep breaths and went in again, standing his ground this
time when light flooded the artificial cave. Hs first thought, seeing

t he passageway's apparent end in another filmspanned portal two hundred
nmeters distant, was, Does it go all the way from Kzersatz to Newduvai ?
He couldn't recall when he'd begun to think of this kzin conpound as
Kzersatz and the adjoining, Earthlike conpound as Newduvai .

Footfalls echoing down side corridors, Locklear hurried to the opposite
portal, but frost glistened on its facing and his staff would not
penetrate nore than a half-meter through the lumnous film He could
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see his exhal ations fogging the film The resistance beyond it felt spongy
but increasingly hard, probably an extension of that damed force wall.
If his sense of direction was right, he should be just about beneath the
rimof Kzersatz. No doubt someone or sonething knew how to penetrate that
wal |, because the portal was there. But Locklear knew enough about force
wal | s and screens to despair of getting through it wi thout better
under st andi ng. Besides, if he did get through he m ght punch a hole into
vacuum |If his suspicions about the builders of Zoo were correct, that's
exactly what | ay beyond the portal

Si ghi ng, he turned back, counting nine secondary passages that yawned
darkly on each side, choosing the first one to his right. Light flooded

it instantly. Lockl ear gasped.

Row upon row of cubical, transparent containers stretched down the
corridor for fifty nmeters, some of themtiny, some the size of a snall

room And in each container floated a specinen of animal life, rotating
slowy, evidently above its own gravity polarizer field. Locklear had
seen a few of the creatures; had seen pictures of a few nore; all, every

| ast one that he could identify, native to the kzin honmeworld. He knew

t hat many museuns mai ntai ned ranks of pickled specinmens, and told hinself
he shoul d not feel such a surge of anger about this one. Well, you're an
et hol ogi st, you twit, he told himself silently. You'rejust pissed off
because you can't study behaviors of dead aninals. Yet, even taking that
into consideration, he felt a kind of righteous wath toward buil ders who
pl ayed at godhood without playing it perfectly. It was a responsibility
he woul d never have chosen. He did not yet realize that he was surrounded
with simlar choices.
He stood before a floating vatach, in life a fast-
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nmovi ng burrower the size of an earless hare, reputedly tasty but too

m | d- mannered for kzinti sport. No synbols on any container, but obvious
di fferences anong the score of vatach in those containers.

How many sexes? He couldn't recall. "But | bet you guys would," he said
al oud. He passed on, shuddering at the critters with fangs and | eat hery
wi ngs, marveling at the stunp-legged creatures the height of a horse and
the mass of a rhino, all in positions that were probably fetal though
some were obviously adult.

Retracing his steps to the vatach again, Locklear |eaned a hand casually
agai nst the smooth netal base of one container. He heard nothing, but
when he withdrew his hand the entire front face of the glasslike

contai ner levered up, the vatach settling gently to a cage floor that
slid forward toward Locklear |ike an offering.
The vatach noved

Lockl ear | eaped back so fast he nearly fell, then darted forward again
and shoved hard on the cage floor. Back it went, down cane the
transparent panel, up went the vatach, inert, into its permanent rotating
wal t z.

"Stasis fields! By God, they're alive," he said. The animals hadn't been
pickled at all, only stored until someone was ready to stock Kzersatz.
Vat ach were edi bl e herbivores-but if he released them w thout natura
enem es, how | ong before they overran the whol e danmed conmpound? And did
he really want to release their natural enenies, even if he could iden-
tify thenf

"Sorry, fellas. Maybe | can find you an island,” he told the little
creatures, and noved on with an alertness that nade himforget the tine.
He did not consider time because the glow of illumination did
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not di mwhen the sun of Kzersatz did, and only the grow of his enpty
belly sent himback to the cave entrance where he had left his jacket with
his remai ning food and water. Even then he chewed tuberberries from sheer
necessity, his hands trenbling as he | ooked out at the bl ackness of the
Kzersatz night. Because he had passed down each of those ei ghteen side
passages, and knew what they held, and knew that he had some godpl ayi ng
of his own to ponder.

He said to the night and to himself, "Like for instance, whether to take
one of those goddammed kzinti out of stasis.”

H s wistconp held a hundred negabytes, nuch of it concerning zool ogy and
et hol ogy. Sone native kzin animals were marginally intelligent, but he
found not hi ng whatever in nmenory storage that m ght hel p hi mconmunicate
abstract ideas with them "Except the tabbies thenselves, eighty-one by
actual count, 11 he nused al oud the next nmorning, sitting in sunlight
outside. "Dammed if | do. Dammed if | don't. Damm if | know which is the
dammedest, v, he admitted. But the issue was never very much in doubt;

if a kzin ship did return, they'd find the cave sooner or |ater because
they were the best hunters in known space. He'd make it expensive in
flying fur, maybe-but there seenmed to be no rear entrance. Wll, he
didn't have to go it alone; Kdaptist kzinti made wondrous allies. Maybe
he coul d convert one, or win his loyalty by setting himfree.

If the kzin ship didn't return, he was stuck with a neolithic future or
with playing God to popul ate Kzersatz, unless-"Aw shitshitshit," he said
at last, getting up, striding into the cave. "I'Il just wake the snall est
one and hope he's reasonable.”
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But the smallest ones weren't male; the females, with their four snall
but prom nent nipples and the bushier fur on their tails, were the runts
of that exhibit. In their way they were al nbst beautiful, with |onger

hi ndquarters and shorter torsos than the great bul ky mal es, al

ei ghty-one of the species rotating nude in fetal curls before him He
studied his wistconp and his own menory, unconfortably aware that femal e
kzin were, at best, norons. Bred for bearing kits, and for catering to
their warrior males, female kzinti were little nore than ferociously pro-
tected pets in their own culture.

"Maybe that's what | need anyhow," he nmuttered, and finally chose the
femal e that bul ked smallest of themall. Wen he pressed that basepl ate,
he did it with grim forebodi ngs.

She settled to the cage bottomand slid out, and Lockl ear stood well
away, axe in one hand, lance in the other, trying to | ook as if he had
no intention of using either. H's Adanmlis apple bobbed as the fernal e began
to uncoil from her fetal position.

Her eyes snapped open so fast, Locklear thought they should have clicked
audi bly. She made notions |ike someone wavi ng cobwebs aside, nmewing in

a way that he found pathetic, and then she fully noticed the little man
standi ng near, and she screaned and | eaped. That |eap carried her to the
top of a nearby container, away fromhim cowering, eyes w de, ear
unbrellas folded flat.

He renenbered not to grin as he asked, "Is this ny thanks for bringing
you back?"

She blinked. "You (sonething, sonething) a devil, then?"

He denied it, pointing to the scores of other kzin around her, admtting
he had found themthis way.

If curiosity killed cats, this one would have died
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then and there. She renmained crouched and wary, her eyes flickering around
as she fornmed nore questions. Her speech was barely understandabl e. She
used a formof verbal negation utterly newto him and some famliar words
were | onger the way she pronounced them The general linguistic rule was
that abstract ideas first enter a | exicon as several words, later
shortened by the inpatient.

Probably her |onger words were primtive fornms; God only knew how | ong
she had been in stasis! He told her who he was, but that did not reduce

her wary hostility much. She had never heard of nen. Nor of any

intelligent race other than kzinti. Nor, for that matter, of spaceflight.

But she was remarkably quick to absorb new i deas, and from Lockl ear's de-

nmeanor she realized all too soon that he, in fact, was seared spitless

of her. That was the point when she canme down off that container like a

| eopard froma linb, snatched his handaxe while he hesitated, and poked

himin the gut with its haft.

It appeared, after all, that Locklear had revived a very, very

ol d-fashi oned femnal e.

"You (something or other) captive," she sizzled, unsheathing a set of
shining claws fromher fingers as if to remind himof their potency. She
turned a bit away from himthen, |ooking sideways at him "Do you have
sex?"

H s Adam s appl e bobbed again before he intuited her neaning. Her first
nove was to gain control, her second to establish sex roles. A bright
femal e; yeah, that's about what an ethol ogi st should expect . . . "Humans
have two sexes just as kzinti do," he said, ."and | ammale, and | won't
submit as your captive. You people eat captives. You' re not all that much
bigger than | am and this lance is sharp. |'myour
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benef actor. Ask yourself why |I didn't spear you for lunch before you
awoke. "

"I'f you could cat ne, | could eat you," she said. "Wy do you cut words
short ?"

Bewi | deri ng changes of pace but always practical, he thought. Ch yes, an
exceedingly bright female. "I speak nodern Kzinti," he explained. "One

day we may | earn how many thousands of years you have been asleep." He
enj oyed the al nost human wi deni ng of her yell ow eyes, and went on
doggedly. "Since | have honorably waked you from what m ght have been a
per manent sleep, | ask this: what does your honor suggest?"

"That | (sonething) clothes,"” she said. "And owe you a favor, if
nakedness i s what you want."

"It's Cold for ne, too." He'd left his food outside but was wearing the
jacket, and took it off "I'Il trade this for the axe."

She took it, studying it with distaste, and eventually tied its sleeves
like an apron to hide her mammaries. It could not have warmed her much,
Hi s question was half disbelief: "That's it? Now you're cl ot hed?"

"As (sonething) of the (sonething) always do," she said. "Do you have a
speci al nane?"

He told her, and she nanaged "Rockear. " Her own nane, she said, was
(somet hing fiendishly tough for humans to manage), and he smiled, "I'lI
call you "Mss Kitty.' "

"If it pleases you," she said, and sonething in the way that phrase
roll ed out gave hi m pause.

He | eaned the shanmboo | ance aside and tucked the axe into his belt. "W
must try to understand each other better,"” he said. "W are not on your
honmeworld, but | think it is a very close approxi mation. A
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ki nd of inconplete zoo. Wiy don't we swap stories outside where it's warn®?"
She agreed, still wary but no longer hostile, with a glance of sonething
like satisfaction toward the nassive kzin male rotating in the next
container. And then they strolled outside into the wlderness of Kzersatz
whi ch, for sone reason, forced thin mewling maows fromher. It had never
occurred to Locklear that a kzin could weep

As near as Locklear could understand, Mss Kitty's enptions were partly
relief that she had lived to see her yellow fields and jungles again, and
partly grief when she contenplated the |oneliness she now faced. | don't
count, he thought. But if | expect to get her help, I'd best see that | do
count.

Everybody thinks his own dialect is superior, Locklear decided. Mss Kitty
funed at his brief forns of Kzinti, and he winced at her ancient

el aborations, as they wal ked to the nearest stream She had a tenper, too,
teaching hi mgenteel curses as her bare feet encountered thorns. She seened
fascinated by his account of the kzin expansion, and that of humans, and
others as well through the gal axy. She even accepted his description of the
pl anet Zoo t hough she did not seemto understand it.

She accepted his story so readily, in fact, that he hit on an intuition
"Has it occurred to you that |I mght be |ying?"

"Your talk is offensive,"” she flared. "My benefactor a crinmnal? No. Is it
conmon anong your ki nd?"

"More than anong yours," he admitted, "but | have no reason to lie to you
Sorry," he added, seeing her react again. Kzinti don'tflare up at that word
t oday; maybe all cusswords have to be replaced as they weaken from overuse.
Then he told her how
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man and kzin got al ong between wars, and ended by admitting it |ooked as
i f another war was brew ng, which was why he had been abandoned here.

She | ooked around her. "is Zoo your doing, or ours?"

"Neither. | think it must have been done by a race we know very little
about: Qutsiders, we call them No one knows how many years they have
travel ed space, but very, very long. They live without air, w thout nuch
heat. just beyond the wall that surrounds Kzersatz, | have seen airless
corridors with the cold darkness of space and dapples of light. They
woul d be quite confortable there.”

do not think I like them"
Then he | aughed, and had to explain how the display of his teeth was the
opposi te of anger.

"Those teeth could not support nuch anger, 11 she replied, her small pink
ear unbrellas w nking down and up. He learned that this was her version
of a smle.

Finally, when they had taken their fill of water, they returned as Mss
Kitty told her tale. She had been trained as a pal ace prret; a servant
and casual concubine of the mghty during the reign of Rrawlrit Ei ght and
Three. Locklear said that the "Rrit" suffix neant high position anong
nmodern kzinti, and she made a sound very like a human sniff. Rrawlrit was
the arrogant son of an arrogant son, and so on. He liked his fenales,
lots of them especially young ones. "I was (something) than nost," she
said, her fourdigited hand slicing the air at her ear height.

Petite, snall?"

"Yes. Also smart. Also famous for ny appearance,"” she added wi thout the
slightest show of nodesty. She glanced at himas though judgi ng which
haunch m ght be tastiest. "Are you famus for yours?"
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"Uh-not that | know d"
"But not unattractive?"

He slid a hand across his face, feeling its stubble. |I am consi dered
petite, and by sonme as, uh, attractive.”" Two or three are "sone." Not much,
but sone ..

"Wth a suit of fur you would be (sonmething)," she said, with that

ear -waggl e, and he qui ckly asked about palace |ife because he damed wel |
did not want to know what that final word of hers had neant. It nmade him
nervous as hell. Yeah, but what did it mean? Mid-ugly? Handsone? Tasty?
Listen to the lady, idiot, and quit suspecting what you're suspecting.

She had been raised in a culture in which femal es occasionally ran a
regency, and in which males fought duels over the argunment as to whether
femal es were their intellectual equals. Mst thought not. Mss Kitty

t hought so, and proved it, rising to palace pronm nence with her backsi de,
as she put it.

"You mean you were no better than you should be,"’
"What does that nean?"

"I haven't the foggiest idea, just an old phrase." She was still waiting,
and her aspect was not benign. "Unh, it neans nobody coul d expect you to do
any better. "

She nodded slowy, delighting himas she adopted one of the human gestures
he'd been using. | did too well to suit the nmales jeal ous of ny power,
Rockear. They convinced the regent that | was conspiring with other pal ace
prrets to gain equality for our sex.
"And were you?"

She arched her back with pride. "Yes. Does that offend you?"
"No. Wuld you care if it did?"

he comment ed.
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"I't would make things difficult, Rockear. You must understand that |

| oathe, admire, hate, desire kzintosh male kzin. | fought for equality
because it was common know edge that some were planning to breed
kzinrret, fermales, to be no better than pets."

"I hate to tell you this, Mss Kitty, but they've done it."
"Al ready?"

"I don't know how long it took, but-" He paused, and then told her the
worst. Long before nman and kzin first net, their femal es had been bred
into brainless docility. Even if Mss Kitty found nodern sisters, they
woul d be of no help to her

She fought the urge to weep again, strangling her maows with soft snarls
of rage.

Lockl ear turned away, aware that she did not want to seem vul nerable, and
consulted his wistconp's encycl opedia. The earliest kzin history nade
reference to the downfall of a Rrawlrit the fifty-seventhSeven Ei ghts and
One, and he gasped at what that told him "Don't feel too bad, M ss
Kitty," he said at last. "That was at |east forty thousand years ago; do
you understand eight to the fifth power?"
"It is very, very many," she said in a choked voice.

"It's been nore years than that since you were brought here. How did you
get here, anyhow?"

"They executed several of us. My last nmenory was of grappling with the

I ord high executioner, carrying himover the precipice into the sacred
lagoon with nme. | could not swmwth those heavy chai ns around ny

ankl es, but | remenber trying. | hope he drowned," she said, eyes
slitted. "Sex with him had al ways been ny npost hated chore."

A small flag began to wave in Locklear's head; he furled it f*()r further
reference. "So you were trying to swim Then?"
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"Then suddenly | was lying naked with a very strange creature staring at
me," she said with that ear-w nk, and a sharp tal on pointed al nost
playfully at him "Do not think ill of me because | reacted in fright.
He shook his head, and had to explain what that neant, and it becane a
short course in subtle nuances for each of them Mss Kitty, it seened,
proved an ol d di ctum about downtrodden groups: they becane highly expert at
readi ng body | anguage, and at devel opi ng secret signals ampong thensel ves.

It was not Locklear's fault that he was constantly, and conpl etely unaware,
sendi ng nessages that she m sread.

But al ready, she was adapting to his gestures as he had to her |anguage.

"OfF all the kzinti | could have taken fromstasis, | got you," he chuckl ed
finally, and because her glance was quizzical, he told a gallant half-lie:

I went for the prettiest, and got the smartest."

"And the hungriest," she said. "Perhaps | should hunt something for us."

He rem nded her that there was nothing to hunt. "You can hel p nme choose
animals to rel ease here. Meanwhile, you can have this," he added, offering
her the kzinti rations.

The sun faded on schedul e, and he dined on tuberberries while she devoured
an entire brick of nmeat. She amazed hi m by popping a few tuberberries for
dessert. When he asked her about it, she replied that certainly kzinti ate
vegetables in her time; why should they not?

Mal es want only neat," he shrugged.

"They woul d," she snarled. "In ny day, some select warriors did the sane.
They clained it made them ferocious and that eaters of vegetation were nere
kshativat, dunb herbivores; we prret clainmed th-ir diet just nmade them
hopel essly aggressive."
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"The word' s been shortened to kshat now," he nused. "It's a favorite
cussword of theirs. At |least you don't have to start eating the animals
in stasis to stay alive. That's the good news; the bad news is that the
warriors who left me here may return at any tine. What will you do then?"
"That depends on how accurate your words have been, she said cagily.

And if I'mtelling the plain truth?"

Her ears smiled for her: "Take up ny war where | left it," she said.

Lockl ear felt his control slipping when Mss Kitty refused to wait before
rel easi ng nost of the vatach. They were nocturnal with easily-spotted
burrows, she insisted, and yes, they bred fast-but she pointed to

speci mens of a winged critter in stasis and said they would control the
vatach very nicely if the need arose. By now he realized that this kzin
femal e wasn't above trying to vanp him and when that failed, a show of
fang and tal on woul d succeed.

He showed her how to open the cages only after she threatened him and
wat ched as she grasped waki ng vatach by their |egs, quickly rel easing
themto the darkness outside. No need to rel ease the (something) yet, she

sai d; Locklear called the wi nged beasts "batows. " "I hope you know what
you' re doing," he grumbled. "lI'd stop you if | could do it without a
fight. "

"You woul d wait forever," she retorted. "I know the animals of ny world
better than you do, and soon we nay need a lot of themfor food."
"Not so many; there's just the two of us."

The cat-eyes regarded himshrewdly. "Not for long," she said, and dropped
her bombshell. "1 recognized a friend of mne in one of those cages."
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Lockl ear felt an icy needl e down his spine. "A mal e?"

"Certainly not. Five of us were executed for the sanme of fense, and at | east
one of themis here with us. Perhaps those Qutsiders of yours collected us
all as we sank in that stinking water."

"Not my Qutsiders," he objected. "Listen, for all we know they're

nmoni toring us, so be careful how you fiddle with their setup here."

She marched himto the kzin cages and purred her pleasure on recognizing
two fenmales, both prret like herself, both inposingly large for Locklear's
taste. She placed a furry hand on one cage, enjoying the noment. | could
rel ease you now, ny sister in struggle," she said softly. "But | think
shall wait. Yes, | think it is best," she said to Locklear, turning away.
"These two have been here a long tinme, and they will keep until-"

Until you have everything under your control ?"

"True," she said. "But you need not fear, Rockear. You are an ally, and you
know t oo many things we nust know. And besides , she added, rubbing agai nst
hi m sensuously, "you are (sonething).-

There was that sane word again, t'rralap or sone such, and now he was sure,
with sinking heart, that it meant "cute." He didn't feel cute; he was
beginning to feel |ike a Poneranian on a short |eash

More by touch than anything el se, they gathered bundl es of grass for a
bower at the cave entrance, and Mss Kitty showed no reluctance in falling
asleep next to him curled becomngly into a buzzing ball of fur. But when
he nmoved away, she noved too, until they were touching again. He knew
beyond doubt that if he noved too far in the direction of his I ance and
axe, she would be fully awake and suspicious as hell.



230 The Man-Kzin Wars

And she'd call ny bluff, and I don't want to kill her, he thought,
settling his head against her furry shoulder. Even if | could, which is
doubtful, 1'"mno longer master of all | survey. In fact, now | have a
mstress O sorts, and |'mnot too sure what kind of mistress she has in
m nd. They used to have a word for what |'mthinking. Maybe Mss Kitty
doesn't care who or what she diddles; hell, she was a pal ace courtesan
doing it with mal es she hated. She thinks I'"'mt'r-ralap. Yeah, that's ne,
Locklear, Mss Kitty's trollop; and what the hell can | do about it?

wi sh there were sonme way | could get her back in that stasis cage

And then he fell asleep.

To Locklear's intense relief, Mss Kitty seened uninterested in the
remai ni ng cages on the follow ng norning. They foraged for breakfast and
he hid his astonishnment as she taught hima dozen tricks in an hour. The
root bulb of one spiny shrub tasted like an apple; the seed pods of sone
weeds were delicious; and she produced a tiny blaze by rapidly pounding
an i nnocent-| ooki ng nutneat between two stones. It occurred to himthat
nuts contained great amounts of energy. A pile of these firenuts, he
reflected, might be turned into a weapon ..

Feedi ng hunks of dry brush to the fire, she announced that those root

bul bs baked nicely in coals. "If we can find clay, | can fire a few
pottery di shes and cups, Rockear. It was part of my training, and

intend to have everything in domestic order before we wake those two."
"And what if a kzin ship returns and spots that snoke?"

That was a risk they nust take, she said. Sone woods burned nore cleanly
than others. He argued that they should at least build their fires far
fromthe
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cave, and while they were at it, the cave entrance m ght be better
di sgui sed. She agreed, inpressed with his strategy, and then went down on
all-fours to inspect the dirt near a dry-wash. As he admired her lithe
nmoverent s, she shook her head in an al nost hunan gesture. "No good for
clay."
"It's not inportant.”
"It is vitally inmportant!” Now she wheel ed upright, inpressive and
fearsone. "Rockear, if any kzintosh return here, we nust be ready. For
that, we nust have the help of others-the two prret. And believe ne, they
will be helpful only if they see us as their (sonething)."
She expl ai ned that the word neant, roughly, "paired household | eaders."
The basic requirenents of a household, to a kzin female, included
sl eepi ng bowerseasily come by-and enough pottery for that household. A
mal e kzi n needed one nore thing, she said, her eyes slitting: a wtsai
"You mean one of those knives they all wear?"
"Yes. And you nust have one in your belt." Fromthe waggle of her ears,

he deci ded she was anmused by her next statenment: "It is a-badge, of
sorts. The edge is usually sharp but | cannot allow that, and the tip
must be dull. I will show you why later."

11 Danmit, these things could take weeks!"

"Not if we find the clay, and if you can make a wtsai somehow. Trust ne,
Rockear; these are the basics. Oher kzinrret will not obey us otherw se.
They nmust see fromthe first that we are proper providers, proper |eaders
with the pottery of a settled tribe, not the wooden inplenents of
wanderers. And they must take it for granted that you and |, she added,
"are (something)." Wth that, she rubbed lightly against him
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He caught hinsel f noving aside and swall owed hard. "M ss Kitty, | don't
want to offend you, but, uh, humans and kzinti do not nate."

"Why do they not?"

"Uhm Well, they never have."

Her eyes slitted, yet with a flicker of her ears: "But they coul d?"

"Some might. Not nme."

"Then they might be able to," she said as if to herself. | thought | felt
somet hing fanmiliar when we were sl eeping.” She studied his face
carefully. "Why does your skin change col or?"

"Because, goddanmit, |I'mupset!" He mastered his breathing after a nonent
and continued, speaking as if to a small child, | don't know about
kzinti, but a man can not, uh, nmate unless he is, uh, "
"Unless he is intent on the idea?"

"Right!"

"Then we will sinmply have to pretend that we do mate, Rockear. O herwi se
those two kzinrret will spend nost of their time trying to becone your
mate and will be useless for work."

"OfF all the," he began, and then dropped his chin and began to | augh

hel pl essly. Human tribal customs had been just as conplicated, once, and
she was probably the only functioning expert in known space on the
custonms of ancient kzinrret. "W'Ill pretend, then, up to a point. Try and
make that point, ah, not too pointed."

"Li ke your wsai," she retorted. | will try not to make your face change
color."

"Please,"” he said fervently, and suggested that he might find the
material for a wsai inside the cave while she sought a deposit of clay.
She bounded away on all-fours with the |ope of a hunting |eopard,
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his jacket a somehow poignant touch as it flapped agai nst her |ean belly.
When he | ooked back fromthe cave entrance, she was a tiny dot two

kil ometers distant, coursing along a shall ow creekbed. "Maybe you won't
lie, and I've got no other ally, " he said to the swift saffron dot. "But
you' re not above misdirection with your own kind. 1'll renmenber that."

Lockl ear cursed as he failed to locate any kind of tool chest or |ab

i npl enents in those inner corridors. But he blessed his groom ng tool when
the tip of its pincer handle fitted screwheads in the cage that had held
Mss Kitty prisoner for so long. He puzzled for m nutes before he | earned
to turn screwheads a quarter-turn, release pressure to |l et the screwheads
energe, then another quarter-turn, and so on, nine tines each. He felt

qui ckeni ng excitement as the cage cover detached, felt it stronger when he
di sassenbl ed the base and realized its netal sheeting was probably one of

a nyriad stainless steel alloys. The dianond coating on his nailfile proved
the sheet was no indestructible substance. It was thin enough to flex, even
to be dented by a whack agai nst an adjoining cage. It m ght take awhile,

but he woul d soon have his wtsai bl ade.

And two ot her devices now |lay before him ludicrously far advanced beyond
an ornanental knife. The gravity polarizer's main bulk was a doughnut of
ceramic and nmetal. Its switch, and that of the stasis field, both were
energi zed by the sliding cage fl oor he had di sassenbl ed. The swi t ches
worked just as well with fingertip pressure. They boasted separate energy
sources whi ch Lockl ear dared not assault; anything that worked for forty
thousand years with-
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out harming the creatures near it would be nore sophisticated than any
funbl e-fi ngered mechani c.

Using the gl asslike cage as a test | oad, he | earned which of the two
switches flung the load into the air. The other, then, had to operate the
stasis field-and both devices had sinple internal |evers for adjustnments.
When he |l earned how to stop the cage from spinning, and then how to nake
it hover only a hand's breadth above the device or to force it agai nst
the ceiling until it creaked, he was ecstatic. Then he energized the
stasis switch with a chill of gooseflesh. Any prying paws into those

devi ces would not pry for long, unless someone knew about that

i nconspi cuous switch. LocUear could see no interconnects between the
stasi s generator and the pol arizer, but both were detachable. If he could
get that polarizer outside . Locklear strode out of the cave I aughing.

It woul d be the damedest vehicle ever, but its technol ogi es woul d be
whol |y appropriate. He hid the device in nearby grass; the less his ally
knew about such things, the nore freedom he woul d have to pursue them
Mss Kitty returned in late afternoon with a sop

pi ng mass of clay wapped in greenish yell ow pal m

| eaves. The clay was poor quality, she said, but it

woul d have to serve ---- Land why was he battering that

pi ece of metal with his stone axe?

If she knew a better way to cut off a wtsai-sized strip of steel than
bending it back and forth, he replied, he'd love to hear it. Bickering
like an old married couple, they sat near the cave nouth until dark and
pursued their separate stone-age tasks. Ucklear, whose hand call uses were
still form ng, had to admit that she had been wonderfully trained for
donestic chores; under those quick four-digited hands of hers, rolled
coils of clay soon becane shallow bows with thin sides, so nearly
perfect they
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m ght have been turned on a potter's wheel. By now he was calling her
"Kit, 11 and she seened genui nely pl eased when he prai sed her work. Ah,
she said, but wait until the pieces were sun-dried to | eather hardness;
then she woul d make the bow s lovely with tal on-etched decoration. He
obj ected that decoration took time. She replied curtly that kzinrret did
not live for utility al one.
He hel ped pull flat fibers fromthe stal ks of pal mleaves, which she
began to weave into a mat. For beddi ng, he asked? Certainly not, she said
i nperiously: for the clothing which nodesty required of kzinrret. He
pursued it: would they really care all that much with only a human to see
t hen? A human nwle, she rem nded him if she considered hi mworthy of
mati ng, the others would see himas a male first, and a non-kzin second.
He was half anused but nmore than a little uneasy as they bedded down, she
curled slightly facing away, he crowded cl ose at her insistence, "-For
conpani onshi p," as she put it.
Their | ast exchange that night inplied a difference between the
rigorously truthful male kzin and their fernales. "Kit, you can't tel
the others we're nmated unless we are.”
"I can ignore their questions and |let themdraw their own concl usions,"”
she said sleepily.
"Aren't you blurring that fine line between hal ftruths and, uh
non-truths?"
| do not intend to discuss it further," she said, and soon was purring
in sleep with the faint growl of a predator

He needed two nore days, and a repair of the handaxe, before he got that
jagged slice of steel pounded and, with abrasive stones, ground into
somet hing resenbling a blade. Meanwhile, Kit built her
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open-fired kil n of stones in a ravine sonme distance fromthe cave, ranging
widely with that | eopard | ope of hers to gather firewood. Locklear was
gl ad of her absence; it gave himtime to finish a | am nated shanboo handl e
for his blade, bound with thread, and to collect the thickest poles of
shanmboo he could find. The bl ade was sharp enough to trimthe poles
qui ckly, and tough enough to hold an edge.
He was tying crosspieces with plaited fiber to bind thick shanboo pol es
into a slender raft when, on the third day of those |labors, he felt a
presence behind him Wirling, he brandished his blade. "Ch," he said,
and | owered the wsai. "Sorry, Kit. | keep worrying about the return of
t hose kzintosh."
She was not amused. "Gve it to me," she said, thrusting her hand out.
"The bell I will. I need this thing."
"I can see that it is too sharp
"I need it sharp.”
"I amsure you do. | need it dull.’
than inpatient.
Hal f straightening into a crouch, he brought the blade up again, eyes
narrowed. "Well, by God, |'ve had about all your whinms | can take. You
want it? Cone and get it."
She nmade a sound that was deeper than a purr, putting his hackles up, and
went to all-fours, her furry tail-tip flicking as she began to pace
around him She was a lovely sight. She seared Locklear silly. "Wen

Her gesture for the bl ade was nore

take it, I will hurt you," she warned
"I'f you take it," he said, turning to face her, nmoving the wsai in what
he hoped was an unpredictable pattern. Dammit, | can't back down now A

puncture wound m ght be fatal to her, so |I've got to slash lightly. O
maybe he woul dn't have to, when she saw he neant busi ness.
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But he did have to. She screaned and | eaped toward his left, her own |eft
hand sweeping out at his arm He skipped aside and then felt her tail Iash
against his shins Iike a curled rope. He stunbled and whirled as she was
twisting to repeat the charge, and by sheer chance his bl ade nicked her
tail as she whisked it away fromhis vicinity.

She stood erect, holding her tail in her hands, eyes w de and accusi ng.
"You-you insulted ny tail,"” she snarled

Damm tootin'," he said between his teeth.

Wth arms folded, she turned her back on him her tail curled protectively
at her backside. "You have no respect," she said, and because it seenmed she
was going to | eave, he dropped the bl ade and stood up, and realized too

| ate just how much peripheral vision a kzin boasted. She spun and was on
himin an instant, her hands gripping his wists, and hurled themboth to
the grass, bringing those terrible ripping foot talons up to his stonach.
They lay that way for perhaps three seconds. "Drop the wtsai, " she

grow ed, her mouth near his throat. Locklear had not been sure until now
whet her a very small female kzin had nore nuscul ar strength than he. The
answer was not just awfully encouragi ng.

He coul d feel sharp needles piercing the skin at his stonmach, kneading,

rel easing, piercing; a remnder that with one nove she coul d di senbowel
him The bl ade whi spered into the grass. She bit himlightly at the
juncture of his neck and shoul der, and then faced himw th their noses

al nost touching. "A love bite," she said, and released his wists, pushing
away with her feet.

He rolled, hugging his stomach, fighting for breath, grateful that she had
not used those fearsone talons with her push. She found the bl ade, stood
over him
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and now no sign of her anger renmained. Right; she's in conplete control

he thought.

"Ni cely made, Rockear. | shall return it to you when it is presentable,"”
she said.
"Cet the hell away fromme," he husked softly.

She did, with a bound, noving toward a distant wi sp of snmoke that skirled
faintly across the sky. If a kzin ship returned now, they would follow
that wisp i mediately.

Lockl ear trotted w thout hesitation to the cave, cursing, wi ping trickles
of blood fromhis stomach and neck, wiping a tear of rage fromhis cheek
There were other ways to prove to this damed tabby that he could be
trusted with a knife. One, at least, if he didn't get hinself wasted in

t he process.

She returned quite late, with half of a cooked vatach and tuberberries
as a peace offering, to find himweaving a huge triangular mat. It was

a sail, he explained, for a boat. She had taken the little animl on

i mpul se, she said, partly because it was a nmale, and ate her half on the
spot for old times' sake. He'd told her his distaste for raw neat and
evidently she never forgot anything.

He sul ked awhil e, conplaining at the |ack of salt, brightening a bit when
she produced the wtsai fromhis jacket which she still wore. "You' ve
ruined it," he said, seeing the colors along the dull blade as he held
it. "Heated it up, didn't you?"

"And ground its edge off on the stones of ny hot kiln," she agreed.
"Wuld you like to try its point?" She placed a hand on her flank, where
a man's ki dney woul d be, noving nearer

"Not much of a point now," he said. It was rounded like a formal dinner
knife at its tip.
"Try it here," she said, and guided his hand so
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that the blunt knifetip pointed against her flank. He hesitated. "Don't

you want to?"

He dug it in, knowing it wouldn't hurt her nmuch, and heard her soft

m aow. Then she suggested the other side, and he did, feeling a
suspi ci ous unease. That, she said, was the way a wtsai was best used.

He frowned. "You mean, as a synbol of control ?"

"More or less," she replied, her ears flicking, and then asked how he
expected to float a boat down a drywash, and he told her because he
needed her help with it. "A skyboat? Some trick of man, or kzin?"

"OfF man," he shrugged. It was, so far as he knew, uniquely his trick-and
it might not work at all. He could not be sure about his other trick
either, until he tried it. Either one might get himkilled.

When they curled up to sleep again, she turned her head and whi spered,
"Wuld you like to bite ny neck?"

"I'd like to bite it off."

"Just do not break the skin. | did not nean to nake yours bl eed, Rockear
Men are tender creatures.”
Feeling like an ass, he forced his nose into the fur at the curve of her
shoul der and bit hard. Her miaow was familiar. And somehow he was sure
that it was not exactly a cry of pain. She thrust her runp nearer

si ghed, and went to sleep

After an eternity of mnutes, he shifted position, putting his knees in
her back, flinging one of his hands to the edge of their grassy bower.
She noved slightly. He felt in the grass for a famliar object; found it.
Then he pulled his |l egs away and pressed with his fingers. She started
to turn, then drew herself into a ball as he scranmbled further aside,
l egs tingling.

He had not been certain the stasis field would
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operate properly when its flat field grid was positioned beneath sheaves
of grass, but obviously it was working. Indeed, his |lower |egs were nunb
for several minutes, lying in the edge of the field as they were when he
threw that switch. He stanped the pins and needles fromhis feet, barely
able to see her inert formin the faint lunminosity of the cave portal
Once, while funmbling for the wsai, he stunbled near her and dropped to
hi s knees.

fie trembled for half a mnute before rising. "Fall over her now and you
could lie here for all eternity,"” he said aloud. Then lie fetched the
heavy coil of fiber he'd woven, with those super-strength threads braided
into it. He had no way of lighting the place enough to make sure of his
work, so he lay down on the sail mat inside the cave. One thing was sure:
she'd be right there the next norning.

He awoke disoriented at first, then darted to the cave mouth. She | ay
inert as a carven inmage. The Qutsiders probably had good reason to rotate
their specinmens, so he couldn't |eave her there for the days-or weeks!
that tenptation suggested. He decided that a day wouldn't hurt, and
hurriedly set about finishing his airboat. The polarizer was | ashed to

t he underside of his raft, with a slot through the shamboo so that he
could reach down and adjust the switch and | evers. The crosspieces,
beneath, held the polarizer off the turf.

Finally, with a nmixture of fear and excitenent, he sat down in the niddle
of the raft-bottonmed craft and snugged fiber straps across his |lap. He
reached down with his left hand, making sure the | evers were pulled back
and flipped the switch. Nothing. Yet. Wien he had noved the second |ever
hal fway, the raft began to rise very slowy. He vented a whoop-and

sud-
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denly the whole rig was tipping before he could snap the switch. The raft
hit on one side and crashed flat |like a barn door with a tooth-1oosening
i mpact .

kay, the damm thing was tippy. He'd need a keel -a heavy rock on a short
rope. O alittle rock on a long rope! He erected two short |engths of
shanmboo upright with a crosspiece |ike goal poasts, over the seat of his
raft, enlarging the hole under his thighs. Good; now he'd have a better

vi ew strai ght down, too. He used the cord he'd intended to bind Kit, tying
it to atwenty-kilo stone, then feeding the cord through the hole and

wr appi ng nost of its fifteenmeter |ength around and around that thick
crosspi ece. Then he sighed, |ooked at the westering sun, and tried again.
The raft was still a bit tippy, but by paying the cordage out slowy he
found hinmself ten meters up. By shifting his weight, he could make the
little platformslant in any direction, yet he could nove only in the
direction the breeze took him By adjusting the controls he rose until the
heavy stone swung lazily, free of the ground, and then he was drifting with
the breeze. He reduced power and hauled in on his keel weight until the
raft settled, and then worked out the needed inprovenents. Hi gher skids off
t he ground, so he could work beneath the raft; a better method for w nding
t hat wei ght up and down; and a sturdy shanboo mast for his single
sail-better still, a two-piece mast bound in a narrow A-frame to those
goal posts. It didn't need to be high; a short catboat sail for tacking was
all he could handl e anyhow. And cone to think of it, a pair of shanboo
pol es pivoted off the sides with small weights at their free ends just

m ght make automatic keel s.

He worked on that until a half-hour before dark, then carried his kee
cordage inside the cave. First
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he made a slip noose, then flipped it toward her hands, which were fol ded
close to her chin. He finally got the noose | ooped properly, pulled it
tight, then noved around her at a safe distance, tugging the cord so that
it passed under her neck and, with sharp tugs, down to her back. Then
anot her pass. Then up to her neck, then around her flexed | egs. He managed
a pair of half-hitches before he ran short of cordage, then fetched his
shanboo | ance. Wth the | ance against her throat, he snapped off the
stasis field with his toe.
She began her purring runble i mediately. He pressed lightly with the
l ance, and then she waked, and needed a nonment to realize that she was
bound. Her ears flattened. Her grin was nothing even faintly |ike
enj oynment. "You drugged ne, you little vatach."
"No. Wrse than that. Watch," he said, and with his free hand he pointed
at her face, staring hard. He toed the switch again and watched her curl
into an inert ball. The hal f-hitches came | oose with a tug, and with sone
difficulty he managed to pull the cordage away until only the |oop around
her band remained. He toed the switch again; watched her cone awake, and
poi nted dramatically at her as she faced him | |oosened your bonds," he
said. | can always tie you up again. O put you back in stasis," he added
with a tight snmile, hoping this paltry piece of flumery would be taken
as magi c.
"May | rise?"
"Depends. Do you see that | can defeat you instantly, anytinme | |ike?"
She noved her hands, snarling at the |l oop, starting to bite it asunder
"Stop that! Answer ny question," he said again, stem and unyielding, the
finger pointing, his toe ready on the swtch.
"It seens that you can," she said grudgi ngly.
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| could have killed you as you slept. O brought one of the other prret
out of stasis and nmade her ny consort. Any nunmber of things, Kit." Her
nod was slow, and al nost human. "Do you swear to obey me hereafter, and
not to attack ne agai n?"

She hated it, but she said it: "Yes. |-msjudged you, Rockear. If all nmen
can do what you did, no wonder you win wars."

He saw that this little charade nmight get himin a nmess later. "it is a
special trick of mine; probably won't work for nmale kzin. In any case,

| have your word. If you forget it, I will nake you sorry. W need each
other, Kit; just like | need a sharp edge on ny knife." He | owered his
armthen, offering her his hand. "Here, cone outside and help nme. It's
nearly dark again."

She was astonished to find, fromthe sun's position, that she had "slept"
al nost a full day. But there was no doubting he had spent nmany hours on
that airboat of his. She helped himfor a few nmoments, then renenbered
that her kiln would now be cool, the bows and water jug waiting in its
primtive chimmey. "May | retrieve ny pottery, Rockear?"

He smiled at her obedient tone. "if | say no?"

| doit tonorrow"

"Go ahead, Kit. It'll be dark soon." He watched her boundi ng away through
hi gh grass, then hurried into the cave. He had to put that stasis gadget
back where he'd got it or, sure as hell, she'd figure it out and one fine
day he woul d wake up hogtied. O worse.

Lockl ear's praise of the pottery was not forced; Kit had a gift for
handerafts, and they ate from decorated bowl s that night. He sensed her
new def erence when she asked, "Have you chosen a site for the manor?"
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"Not until 1've explored further. W'll want a hidden site we can defend
and retreat from wth reliable sources of water, firewod, food-not I|ike
this cave. And I'll need your help in that decision, Kit."

"I't nust be done before we wake the others,"” she said, adding as if to
echo his own warnings, "And soon, if we are to be ready for the kzintosh.

"Don't nag," he replied. He blew on blistered palms and lay full-length
on their grassy bower. "W have to get that airboat working right away,"
he said, and patted the grass beside him She curled up in her usual way.
After a few nmonents he placed a hand on her shoul der

"Thank you, Rockear, she murnured, and fell asleep. He |lay awake for

anot her hour, gnawing the ribs of two sciences. The engi neering of the

ai rboat would be largely trial and error. So would the ethol ogy of a

rel ati onship between a man and a kzin female, with all those nuances he
was beginning to sense. How, for exanmple, did a kzin make | ove? Not that

he i ntended to--unless, a vagrant thought nudged him 1|'m doing sone of
it already.

Two nore days and a near-di sastrous capsizing |ater, Locklear found the
ri ght conbinati on of ballast and sail. He found that Kit could sprint for

short distances faster than he could urge the airboat, but over |ong

di stances he had a cl ear edge. Al one, tacking higher, he found stronger

wi nds that bore himfar across the sky of Kzersatz, and once he found
hinself drifting in cross-currents high above that frost line that curved
visibly, now, tracing the edge of the force cylinder that was their cage.
He returned after a two-hour absence to find Kit weaving nmore mats, nore
cordage, for furnishings. She approached the airboat warily, nistrusting
its magi cal properties but relieved to see him "You'l
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be using this thing yourself, pretty soon, Kit," he confided. "Can you make
us sone decent ink and paper?"

In a day, yes, she said, if she found a scroll-leaf palm to soak, pound,
and dry its fronds. Ink was no problem Then bop aboard, he said, and
they'd go cruising for the palm That was a problem she was plainly
terrified of flight in any form Kzinti were fearless, he rem nded her
Femal es were not, she said, adding that the sight of himdwi ndling in the
sky to a scudding dot bad "drawn up her tail"-a fear reaction, be Iearned.
He ordered her, at least, to nount the raft, sitting in tandem behi nd hi m
She found the position somebow obscene, but she did it. Evidently it was
hi ghly acceptable for a nmale to crowd cl ose behind a fermal e, but not the
reverse. Then Lockl ear recalled how cats mated, and he understood. "Nobody
will see us, Kit. Hang on to these cords and pull only when I tell you."
Wth that, he levitated the airboat a nmeter, and stayed low for a
time-until he felt the flexure of her foot talons relax at his thighs.

I n anot her hour they were quartering the sky above the jungles and

savar mahs of Kzersatz, Kit enjoying the ride too nuch to retain her fears.
They landed in a clearing near the unexplored end of the |ake, Kit
scranbling up a thick palmto return with young rolled fronds. "The sap
stings when fresh," she said, indicating a famliar white substance. "But
when dried and reheated it nakes excellent glue." She also gathered fruit
like purple leather nelons, with flesh that snelled faintly of seafood, and
stowed them for dinner.

The return trip was longer. He taught her how to tack upwi nd and | ater

wat chi ng her soak fronds that night inside the cave, exulted because soon
t hey
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woul d have maps of this curious country. In only one particular was he
evasi ve.

"Rockear, what is that thing | felt on your back under your clothing,"
she asked.

"It's, uh, just a thing your warriors do to captives. | have to keep it
there," he said, and quickly changed the subject.

In anot her few days, they had crude air maps and several candidate sites
for the manor. Locklear agreed to Kit's choice as they hovered above it,
a gentle slope beneath a cliff overhang where a kzinrret could sun
herself half the day. Fast-grow ng hardwoods nearby woul d provide tinber
and firewood, and the streamburbling in the throat of the ravine was the
sane stream where he had found that first waterfall down near the |ake,
and had conjectured on the age of Kzersatz. She rubbed her cheek agai nst
hi s neck when he accepted her decision

He steered toward the hardwod grove, feeling a faint danpness on his
neck. "What does that nean?"

"Wy, -rriarking you, of course. It is a display of affection."” He pursued
it. The ritual transferred a pheronone fromher furry cheeks to his
flesh. He could not snell it, but she maintained that any kzin would
recogni ze her marker until the scent evaporated in a few hours.

It was like a lipstick mark, he decided-"Or a hickey with your initials,"
he told her, and then had to explain hinmself. She admtted he had not
guessed far off the mark. "But hold on, Kit. Could a kzin warrior track
me by ny scent?"

Certainly. How el se does one foll ow a spoor?"

He thought about that awhile. "If we come to the manor and | eave it

al ways by air, would that nake it harder to find?"
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O course, she said. Trackers needed a scent trail; that's why she intended
themto walk in the nearby stream even if splashing in water was

unpl easant. "But if they are determined to find you, Rockear, they will."
He sighed, letting the airboat settle near a stand of pol e-straight trees,
and as he hacked with the dulled wsai, told her of the new weaponry:
projectiles, beaners, energy fields, bonbs. "Wen they do find us, we've
got to trap them sonehow, get their weapons. Could you kill your own kind?"
"They executed ne," she reni nded himand added after a noment, "Kzinrret
weapons m ght be best. Leave it to ne." She did not elaborate. Well, wom
en's weapons had their uses.

He slung several |ogs under the airboat and left Kit stone-sharpening the

| ong bl ade as he slowy tacked his way back to their ravine. Releasing the
hitches was the work of a noment, thick poles thudding onto yell ow green
grass, and soon he was back with Kit. By the tine the sun faded, the wtsa
was biting |ike a handaxe and Kit had prepared thema thick grassy pall et
between the cliff face and their big foundation logs. It was the col dest

ni ght Lockl ear had spent on Kzersatz, but Kit's fur made it endurable.

Days | ater, she ate the last of the kzin rations as he chewed a fishnut and
sketched in the dirt with a stick. "We'lIl run the shanmboo pl umnbing out here
fromthe kitchen," he said, "and dig our escape tunnel out fromour sleep
roomparallel with the cliff. We'll need help, Kit. It's tine."

She vented a long purring sigh. I know Things will be different, Rockear
Not as sinple as our life has been.”

He | aughed at that, rem nding her of the conplications they had al ready
faced, and then they re-
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sumed notching | ogs, raising the walls beyond wi ndow hei ght. Their own work
packed the earthen floors, but the roofing would require nmore hands than
their own. That night, Kit kindled their first fire in the central rooms
hearth, and they fell asleep while she tutored himon the ways of ancient
kzin fenal es.

Leani ng agai nst the airboat al one near the cave, Locklear felt new

m sgivings. Kit had argued that his presence at the awakeni ngs would be a
Bad | dea. Let themgrow used to himslowy, she'd said. Stand tall, give
orders gently, and above all don't smile until they understand his show of
teeth. No fear of that, he thought, shifting nervously a hal f-hour after
Kit disappeared inside. | don'tfeel like smling.

He heard a shuffling just out of sight; realized he was being vi ewed
covertly; threw out his chest and flexed his pectorals. Not nmuch by kzin
standards, but he'd devel oped a |l ot of sinew during the past weeks. He felt
silly as hell, and those other kzinrret had not made hi many promni ses. The
wtsai felt good at his belt.

Then Kit was striding into the open, with an expression of strained

pati ence. Standing beside him she muttered, "Mark nme." Then, seeing his
frown: "Your cheek agai nst nmy neck, Rockear. Quickly."

He did so. She bowed before him offering the tip of her tail in both
hands, and he stroked it when she told himto. Then he saw a |ithe novenent
of orange at the cave and rai sed both hands in a universal weaponless
gesture as the second kzinrret emerged, watching himclosely. She was much
larger than Kit, with transverse stripes of darker orange and a banded
tail. C ose on her heels came a third, nore reluctantly but staying close
behind as if for protection, with facial markings that rem nded Lockl ear of
an
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ocel ot and very dark fur at hands and feet. They were adnirable creatures,
but their ear unbrellas lay flat and they were not yet his friends.

Kit moved to the first, urging her forward to Locklear. After a few
tentative sniffs the big kzinrret said, in that curious ancient dialect,
"I am (sonething truly unpronounceable), prret in service of Rockear."
She bent toward him her stance defensive, and he marked her as Kit had
said he rmust, then stroked her tabby-banded tail. She noved away and the
third kzinrret approached, and Locklear's eyes w dened as he perfornmed
the greeting ritual. She was either potbellied, or carrying a litter
Both of their nanes bei ng beyond him he dubbed the |arger one Puss; the
pregnant one, Boots. They accepted their new names as proof that they
were nenbers of a very different kind of household than any they had
known. Both wore aprons of woven mat, Kit's deft work, and she offered
them water from bow s.

As they stood eyeing one another speculatively, Kit surprised themall.
"It istime to release the animals," she said. "Wy lord
Rockear -t he-magi ci an, we are excellent herders, and fromyour flying boat
you can observe our work. The | arger beasts mght al so distract the

kzi ntosh, and we will soon need neat. Is it not so?"

She knew he couldn't afford an argunment nowand besi des, she was right.
He had no desire to try herding some of those big critters outside
anyhow, and kzinti had been doing it fromtine i menorial. Dammed cl ever
tactic, Kit; Puss and Boots will get a chance to work off their nerves,
and so will I. He swept a pernissive armoutward and sat down in the
airboat as the three kzin fenales noved into the cave.
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The next two hours were a crash course in zool ogy for Locklear, safe at
fifty neter height as he watched herds, coveys, throngs and voll eys of
creatures as they crawl ed, flapped, hopped and gal unphed of f across the
yellow prairie. A batowl found a perch atop his mast, trading foolish

blinks with himuntil it whispered away after another of its kind. One huge
rum nant with the bulk of a rhino and nmurderous spikes on its thick tai
sat down to watch him raising its bull's muzzle to issue a call like a

wol f. An answering how sent it lunbering off again, and Lockl ear wondered
whet her they were to be butchered, ridden, or sinply avoided. He liked the
| ast option best.

When at last Kit canme loping out with shrill screams of false fury at the
heel s of a collie-sized, furry tyrannosaur, the operation was conplete.
He'd hal fexpected to see a troop of nore kzinti boundi ng outside, but Kit
was as good as her word. None of themrecogni zed any of the other stasized
kzinti, and all seenmed content to let the strangers stay as they were.

The airboat did not have roomfor themall, but by now Kit could operate
the pol arizer | evers. She sat ahead of Locklear for decorum s sake, naking
a show of her pairing with him and |l et Puss and Boots foll ow beneath as
the airboat slid ahead of a good breeze toward their tacky, unfinished
little manor. "They will be nicely exhausted,"” she said to him "by the
time we reach home."

Hone. My God, it may be ny hone for the rest of ny life, he thought,

wat chi ng the nuscul ar Puss bound al ong behind themw th Boots in arrears.
Three kzin courtesans for conpany; a sure 'nough cathouse! Is that much
better than having those effing warriors to return? And if they don't, is
t here any
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way | could get across to my own turf, to Newduvai ? The gravity polarizer
could get himto orbit, but he would need propul sion, and a woven sai
wasn't exactly de rigueur for travel in vacuum and how the hell could he
build an airtight cockpit anyhow? Too many questions, too few answers, and
two nore kzin fermal es who m ght be nore hindrance than help, hurtling
along in the yell ow sward behind him One of them pregnant.

And kzin litters were alnost all twins, one male. Like it or not, he was
doonmed to deal with at |east one kzintosh. The notion of killing the tiny
mal e forced itself forward. He quashed the idea instantly, and hoped it
woul d stay quashed. Yeah, and one of these days it'll weigh three tines
as much as | do, and two of these randy jeniales will be vying for nwing
privileges. The return of the kzin ship, he decided, m ght be the |east

of his troubl es.

That being so, the least of his troubles could kill him

Puss and Boots proved far nore help than hindrance. Locklear admtted it
to Kit one night, lying in their small roomoff the "great hall," itself
no |larger than five neters by ten and al ready pungent w th cooking
snokes. "Those two hardly talk to me, but they thatch a roof |ike crazy.
How wel | can they tunnel ?"

This anused her. "Every pregnant kzinrret is an expert at tunneling, as
you will soon see. Except that you will not see. Wen birthing tine
nears, a nother digs her secret birthing place. The father sonetines

hel ps, but oftener not.
"Too | azy?"

She regarded himwith eyes that reflected a dimflicker fromthe fire
dying in the next roonml s hearth,
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and sent a shiver through him "Too likely to eat the newborn nale," she
said sinply.
"Good God. Not among nodem kzinti, | hope.”
"Per haps. Fenal es beconme good workers; nal es become aggressive hunters
likely to challenge for household mastery. Wich would you val ue nore?"
"My choice is a matter of record,” he joked, adding that they were
certainly shaping the manor up fast. That, she said, was because they
knew their places and their |eaders. Soon they woul d be butchering and
curing neat, making (sonething) fromthe mlk of rum nants, cheese
per haps, and naking ready for the kittens. Sone of the rel eased ani mals
seened al ready donesticated. A few vatach, she said, mght be trapped and
rel eased nearby for conveni ence.
He asked if the others would really fight the returning kzin warriors,
and she insisted that they woul d, especially Puss. "She was a highly
val ued prret, but she hates males,"” Kit warned. "In sone ways | think she
wi shes to be one.”
"Then why did she ask if I'd like to scratch her flanks with ny wsai,"
he asked.
"I will claw her eyes out if you do, she growed. "She is only
negotiating for status. Keep your blade in your belt," she said angrily,
with a nmetaphor he could not m ss.
That bl ade reminded him (as he idly scratched her flanks with its dul
tip to calmher) that the cave was now a treasury of materials. He nust
study the planting of the fast-growi ng vines which, according to Kit,
woul d soon hide the roof thatching; those vines could al so hide the cave
entrance. He coul d scavenge enough steel for |ances, nore of the
pol ari zers to build a whopping big airsloop, maybe even, He sat up
startling her. "Meat storage!"
Kit did not understand. He wasn't sure he wanted
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her to. He would need wire for renote switches, which mght be recovered
frompolarizer toroids if he had the nerve to try it. "I nmay have a way to
keep neat fresh, Kit, but you must help ne see that no one el se touches ny
magi cs. They coul d be dangerous. " She said he was the boss, and he al npost
believed it.

Once the feral es began their escape tunnel, Locklear rigged a |larger sai
and conpl eted his mappi ng chores, amassing several scrolls which seened

gi bberish to the others. And each day he spent two hours at the cave. Wen
vines died, he planted others to hide the entrance. He | earned that

pol ari zers and stasis units came in three sizes, and brought trapped vatach
back in large cages he had separated fromtheir gravity and stasis devices.
Those cl ear cage tops nade admirabl e wi ndows, and the cage nmetal was then
reworked by firelight in the main hall.

Despite Kit's surly glances, he bade Puss sit beside himto learn
met al work, while Boots patiently wove mats and forned trays of clay to his
speci fications for papermaki ng. One day he might begin a journal. Meanwhile
he needed awl s, screwdrivers, pliers-and a | ongbow with arrows. He was al

t hunbs whil e shapi ng them

Boots becane nore shy as her pregnancy advanced. Lockl ear's new soci al
probl em becane the casual nuances from Puss that, by now, he knew were
sexual . She rarely spoke unl ess spoken to, but one day while resting in the
sun with the big kzinrret he noticed her tailtip flicking near his leg, He
had noticed previously that a nmoving rope or vine seened to nesnerize a
kzin; they probably thought it fascinated himas well.
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"Puss, 1l--uh-sleep only with Kit. Sorry, but that's the way of it."
"Pfaugh. | amnore skilled at ch'row than she, and | could make you a
pillow of her fur if I liked." Her gaze was calm challenging; to a male
kzin, probably very sexy.
"W nust all work together, Puss. As head of the household, |I forbid you to
make trouble."
"My Lord," she said with a small nod, but her ear-flick was anmused. "In
that case, am| permitted to help in the birthing?"
"OfF course," he said, touched. "Were is Boots, anyway?"
"Preparing her birthing chanmber. It cannot be |ong now," Puss added,
setting off down the ravine.
Lockl ear found Kit dragging a mat of dirt fromthe tunnel and asked her
about the problenms of birthing. The hardest part, she said, was the
bower - and when mal es were near, the hiding. He asked why Puss woul d be
needed at the birthing.
"Ah," said Kit. "It is symbolic, Rockear. You have agreed to let her play
the mate role. it is not unheard-of, and the newborn male will be safe."
You nean, synbolic |ike our pairing?"
"Not quite that synbolic, 11 she replied with sar~asm as they distributed
stone and earth outside. Prret are flexible."
Then he asked her what ch'row nmeant.
Kit vented a tiny maow O pleasure, then realized suddenly that he did not
know what he had said. Furiously: "She used that word to you? | will break
her tail!l"
"I forbid it," he said. "She was angry because |I told her |I slept only with
you." Pleased with this, Kit subsided as they noved into the tunnel again.
Sone kzin words, he |earned, were triggers. At |east one
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seened to be blatantly | ascivious. He was deflected frorn this Iine of
t hought only when Kit, digging upward now, broke through to the surface.
They replanted shrubs at the exit before dark, and |ounged before the
hearthfire afterward. At |ast Lockl ear yawned; checked his wistconp. "They
are very late," he said.
"Kittens are born at night," she replied, unworried.
"But-1 assuned she'd tell us when it was tine."
"She has not said eight-cubed of words to you. Wy shoul d she confide that
to a mal e?"
He shrugged at the fire. Perhaps they would always treat himlike a
kzi ntosh. He wondered for the hundredth tine whether, when push canme to
shove, they would fight with himor against him

In his mapping sorties, Locklear had skirted near enough to the force walls
to see that Kzersatz was adjacent to four other compounds. One, of course,
was the tantalizing Newduvai. Another was hidden in swirling msts; he
dubbed it Linbo. The others held no charmfor him he named them Wo Needs
It, and No Thanks. He wondered what collections of |ife forns roaned those
nmysterious | ands, or slept there in stasis. The planet m ght have scores of
such zoo compounds.
Meanwhi | e, he unwound a hundred neters of wire froma pol arizer, and stole
switches fromothers. One of his jury-rigs, outside the cave, was a
catapult using a polarizer on a sturdy frame. He could stand fifty neters
away and, with his renbte switch, |ob a heavy stone several hundred neters.
Perhaps a series of the gravity polarizers would make a kind of nass
driver-a true space drive! There was yet hope, he thought, of someday
vi siting Newduvai .
And then he transported sonme materials to the
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manor where he installed a stasis device to keep nmeat fresh indefinitely;
and | ate that same day, Puss returned. Even Kit, ignoring their rivalry,
wel comed the big kzinrret.
"They are all well," Puss reported snugly, paternally. To Locklear's
del i ghted question she replied in severe tones, "You cannot see them
until their eyes open, Rockear. "

"It is tradition," Kit injected. "The nother will suckle themuntil then
and will hunt as she nust."
"I amthe hunter," Puss said. "Wen we build our own nmanor, wll your

househol d hel p?"

Kit | ooked quickly toward Lockl ear, who realized the inplications. By
Cod, they're really pairing off for another household, he thought. After
a nonent he said, "Yes, but you must locate it nearby." He saw Kit rel ax
and decided he'd made the right decision. To celebrate the new

devel opnents, Puss shooed Locklear and Kit outside to catch the late sun
whi |l e she made them an early supper. They sat on their rougb-hewn bench
above the ravine to eat, Puss claining she could return to the birtbing
bower in full darkness, and Lockl ear allowed hinmself to bask in a sense
of well-being. It was not until Puss had headed back down the ravine with
food for Boots, that Locklear realized she bad stolen several small itens
fromhis storage shel ves.

He coul d accept the loss of tools and a knife; Puss had, after -all

hel ped hi m make t hem Wat caused his cold sweat was the fact that the
tiny zzrou transmitter was mssing. The zzrou prongs in his shoul der
began to itch as be thought about it. Puss could not possibly know the

i nportance of the transmitter to hinm maybe she thought it was sone

magi cal tool and maybe she woul d destroy it while studying it.
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"Kit," he said, trying to keep the trenor fromhis voice, "lI've got a
probl em and | need your help."

She seened incensed, but not very surprised, to learn the function of the
device that clung to his back. One thing was certain, he insisted: the
birthing bower could not be nore than a klick away. Because if Puss took
the transmitter farther than that, he would die in agony. Could Kit |ead
himto the bower in darkness?

"I mght find it, Rockear, but your presence there would provoke

vi ol ence, 11 she said. "I must go alone." She caressed his flank gently,
then set off slowy down the ravine on all-fours, her nose close to the
turf until she di sappeared in darkness.

Lockl ear stood for a time at the manor entrance, wondering what this

ni ght would bring, and then saw a long scrawl of light as it slowed to

a stop and wi nked out, many mles above the plains of Kzersatz. Now he
knew what the norning would bring, and knew that he had not one deadly
problem but two. He began to check his pathetic little arnory by the

gl ow of his nenmoconp, because that was better than giving way entirely
to despair.

When he awoke, it was to the warmh of Kit's fur nestled against his
backsi de. There was a tine when she called this obscene, he thought wth
asnle

and then he renmenbered everything, and lit the display of his nmenoconp.
Two hours until dawn. How |l ong until death, he wondered, and woke her

She did not have the zzrou transmtter. "Puss heard ny calls, she said,

"and warned ne away. She will return this norning to barter tools for
things she wants."
"Il tell you who else will return,” he began. "No, don't rebuild the

fire, Kit. | saw what | ooked |ike a
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ship stationing itself many niles away overhead, while you were gone.
Smoke will only give us away. It mght possibly be a Manship, but-expect
the worst. You haven't told ne how you plan to fight."
Hi s hopes fell as she stammered out her ideas, and he countered each one,
reflecting that she was no planner. They woul d hide and anbush the
searchersbut he rem nded her of their projectile and beam weapons. Very
wel |, they would clai mabsolute honmestead rights accepted by all ancient
kzinti clans-but nodern kzinti, he insisted, had probably forgotten those
ancient inmmunities.

"You may as well invite themin for breakfast," he grunbled. "Back on
earth, wonen's weapons included poison. | thought you bad some kzinrret
weapons. "

Poi sons woul d take tine, Rockear. It takes little time, and not rnuch
talent, to set warriors fighting to the death over a female. Surely they
woul d still respond with foolish bravado?"

| don't know, they've never seen a smart kzinrret. And ship's officers
are very disciplined. I don't think they'd get into a free-for-all. Maybe
lure themin here and bit 'emwhile they sleep .

As you (lid to ne?"

"Uh no, I-yes!" He was suddenly gal vani zed by the idea, tantalized by the
treasures he bad left in the cave. "Kit, the machine | set up to preserve
food is exactly the sane as the one | placed under you, to make you sl eep
when | hit a foot switch." He saw her flash of anger at his earlier
duplicity. "An ancient sage once said anything that's advanced enough
beyond your understanding is indistinguishable frommagic, Kit. But magic
can turn on you. Could you get a warrior to sit or lie down by hinsel f?"
"I'f I cannot, | amno prret," she purred. "Cer-
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tainly I can leave one lying by hinmself. O tw. O o

"Ckay, don't get graphic on ne," he snapped. "We've got only one stasis
unit here. If only | could get nmore but | can't |eave in the airboat

wi t hout that damed little transmtter! Kit, you'll have to go and get
Puss now. I'Il prom se her anything within reason. "
"She will know we are at a di sadvantage. Her denands will be outrageous.™

"We're all at a disadvantage! Tell her about the kzin warship that's
hangi ng over us."

"Hangi ng magi cally over us," she corrected him "It is true enough for
me."

Then she was gone, |oping away in darkness, leaving himto funble his way
to the meat storage unit he had so recently installed. The menoconp's
faint light helped a little, and he was too busy to notice the passage

of time until, with its usual sudden blaze, the sunlet of Kzersatz began
to shine.

He was biding the wires fromPuss's bed to the foot switch near the
little room s single doorway when he heard a distant roll of thunder. No,
not thunder: it grewto a crackling how in the sky, and fromthe nearest
wi ndow he saw what he nost feared to see. The kzin lifeboat left a thin
contrail inits pass, circling just inside the force cylinder of
Kzersatz, and its wingtips slid out as it slowed. No doubt of the
newconer now, and it di sappeared in the direction of that first |anding,
so long ago. If only he'd thought to booby-trap that |anding zone wth
stasis units! Well, he might've, given tine.

He finished his work in fevered haste, knowi ng that tinme was now his
eneny, and so were the kzinti in that ship, and so, for all practica
purposes, was the traitor Puss. And Kit? How easy it will be for her to
switch sides! Those females will make out |ike
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bandits wherever they are, and | may learn Kit's decision when these
goddammed prongs take a lethal bite in ny back. Could be any tine now And
then he heard novenents in the high grass nearby, and | eaped for his
| ongbow.
Kit flashed to the doorway, breathless. "She is com ng, Rockear. Have you
set your sleeptrap?"
He showed her the rig. "Toe it once for sleep, again for waking, again
for sleep,"” he said. "Watever you do, don't get near enough to touch the
sl eeper, or stand over him or you'll be in the same fix. |I've set it for
maxi mum power . "
"Why did you put it here, instead of our own bed?"
He coughed and shrugged. "Uh,-1 don't know. just seemed |like-well, hell
it's our bed, Kit! L um didn't like the idea of your using it, ah, the
way you'll have to use it."
"You are an endearing beast," she said, pinching himlightly at the neck
11 to bind me with tenderness."
They both whirled at Puss's voice fromthe main doorway: "Bind who with
t ender ness?"
"I will explain," said Kit, her face bland. "If you brought those trade
goods, display themon your bed. "
"I think not," said Puss, striding into the roomshe'd shared with Boots.
"But I will show themto you." Wth that, she sat on her bed and reached
into her apron pocket, drawi ng out a wtsai for inspection
An instant |ater she was unconscious. Kit, with Locklear Kkibitzing, used
a grass broomto whisk the knife safely away. | should use it on her
throat," she snarled, but she let Locklear take the weapon.
"She cane of her own accord," he said, "and she's a fighter. W need her
Kit. Ht the switch again."
A moment | ater, Puss was blinking, |eaping up,
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t hen suddenly backing away in fear. "Treachery," she spat.
In reply, Locklear tossed the knife onto her bed despite Kit's frown. "Just
a display, Puss. You need the knife, and I'myour ally. But |I've got to
have that little gadget that |ooks like ny wistconp." He held out his
hand.

| left it at the birthing bower. | knew it was inportant,"” she said with a
surly glance as she retrieved the knife. "For its return, | demand our
total release fi-orn this household. | demand your help to build a manor as
large as this, wherever | like. | demand teaching in your magical arts."
She trenbl ed, but stood defiant; a dangerous conbination

11 Done, done, and done," he said. "You want equality, and I'mwlling. But

we may all be equally dead if that kzin ship finds us. W need a | eader. Do
you have a good pl an?"

Puss swal | owed hard. "Yes. Hunt at night, hide until they |eave."
Si ghing, Locklear told her that was no plan at all

g

He wasted | ong mnutes arguing his case: Puss to steal near the landing site
and report on the intruders; the return of' his zzrou transmitter so he
could try sneaking back to the cave; Kit to remain at the nanor preparing
food for a siege and to defend the manor through what he terned guile, if
necessary.

Puss refused. "My place,"” she insisted, "is defending the birthing bower."
"And you will not have a male as a leader , Kit said. "Is that not the way
of it?"

"Exactly," Puss grow ed.
| have agreed to your demands, Puss," Locklear renminded her. "But it won't
happen if the kzin warriors get ne. W' ve proved we won't abuse you.
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At | east give ne back that transmitter. Please," he added gently.

Too late, he saw Puss's disdain for pleading. "So that is the source of
your magic," she said, her ears lifting in a kzinrret smle. "I shal

di scover its secrets, Rockear. "

"He will die if you damage it," Kit said quickly, or take it far fromhim
You have done a stupid thing; w thout this manbeast who knows our eneny

well, we will be slaves again. To nales," she added.
Puss sidled along the wall, now holding the knife at ready, nenacing Kit
until a single bound put her through the doorway into the big room Pausing
at the outer doorway she stuck the wsai into her apron. "I will consider

what you say," she grow ed.

"Wait," Locklear said in his nmpbst commandi ng tone, the only one that Puss
seened to value. "The kzintosh will be searching for me. They have magics
that let them see great distances even at night, and a big nmetal airboat
that flies with the sound of thunder."
"I heard thunder this norning," Puss admitted.

"You heard their airboat. If they see you, they wi H probably capture you.
You and Boots must be very careful, Puss. "

"And do not hesitate to tenpt males into (something) if you can,"” Kit put
in.

"Now you woul d teach nme my business,’
t he ravi ne.

Lockl ear noved to the outer doorway, watching the sky, listening hard.
Presently he asked, "Do you think we can lay siege to the birthing bower to
get that transmtter back?"

"Boots is a suckling nother, which saps her strength,"” Kit replied
matter-of-factly. "So Puss would fight like a crazed warrior. The truth is,
she is stronger than both of us."

Puss spat at Kit, and set off down
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Wth a norose shake of his head, Locklear began to fashion nore arrows
while Kit sharpened his wsai into a dagger, arguing tactics, draw ng
rough concl usions. They nust build no fires at the nmanor, and hope that
the searchers spread out for single, arrogant sorties. The |ifeboat would
hol d ei ght warriors, and others nmight be waiting in orbit. Live captives
m ght be better for negotiations than dead heroes"But even as captives,

t he bastards woul d eat every scrap of ineat in sight," Locklear admtted.
Kit argued persuasively that any warrior worth his wtsai would be nore
likely to negotiate with a potent eneny. "W nust give them casualties,"”
she insisted, .1 to gain their respect. Can these nodern nal es be that
different fromthose I knew?"

Probably not, he admtted. And knowi ng the nodern breed, he knew t hey
woul d be infuriated by his escape, dishonored by his shrewdness. He could
expect no quarter when at last they did |locate him "And they won't go
until they do," he said. On that, they agreed; some things never changed.

Lockl ear, dog-tired after hanging thatch over the gl eanm ng wi ndows, heard
the Iifeboat pass twice before dark but fell asleep as the sun faded.
Much later, Kit was shaking him "Conme to the door," she urged. "She
refuses to cone in."

He stumbl ed outside, found the bench by rote, and spoke to the darkness.
"Puss? You have nothing to fear fromus. Had a change of heart?"

Not far distant: | hunted those sl opes where you said the males |left you,
Rockear . "

It was an obvi ous way to avoi d saying she had reconnoitered as he'd
asked, and he naintained the ruse. "Did you have good hunti ng?"

"Fair. A huge netal thing came and went and
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cane again. | found four warriors, in strange costume and barbaric speech
like yours, with strange weapons. They are nmaking a canp there, and spoke
with surprise of seeing aninmals to hunt." She spoke slowy, pausing often.
He asked her to describe the nales. She had no trouble with that, having
lain in her natural canouflage in the jungle's verge within thirty paces of
the ship until dark. Mist've taken her hours to get here in the dark over
rough country, he thought. This is one tough binbo.
He waited, his hackles rising, until she finished. "You re sure the |eader
had that band across his face?" She was. She'd heard hi m addressed as
"Graf Commander." One with a |ight-banded belly was called "Apprentice
Sonething." And the other two tallied, as well. | can't believe it," he
said to the darkness. "The same foursone that left me here! If they're al
down here, they're deadly serious. Damm their good luck. "
"Better than you think," said Puss. "You told nme they had nagi ¢ weapons.
Now | believe it."
Kit, |eaning near, whispered into Locklear's ear. "If she were injured, she
woul d refuse to show her weakness to us."
He tried again. "Puss, how do you know of their weapons?"
Wth dry amusenent and courage, the di senbodi ed voice said, "The usual way:
t he huge sentry used one. Tiny sunbeams that struck as | reached thick
cover. They truly can see in full darkness.™
"So they've seen you," he said, disnmayed.
"Fromtheir shouts, |I think they were not sure what they saw. But | will
kill themfor this, sentry or no sentry.
Her voice was nore distant now Locklear raised his voice slightly: "Puss,
can we hel p you?"
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"I have been burned before," was the reply.

Kit, noving into the darkness quietly: "You are certain there are only
four ?"

"Positive," was the faint reply, and then they heard only the night wi nd.
Presently Kit said, "It would take both of us, and when wounded she wil|
certainly fight to the death. But we might overpower her now, if we can
find the bower."

"No. She did nore than she prom sed. And now she knows she can kill me by
smashing the transmitter. Let's get sone sleep, Kit," he said. Then, when
he had nestl ed behind her, he added with a chuckle, "I begin to see why the

kzinti decided to breed femal es as nere pets. Sheer self-defense."

"I would break your tail for that, if you had one," she replicd in nock
ferocity. Then he laid his hand on her flank, heard her soft niaow, and
then they slept.

Lockl ear had patrolled nearly as far as he dared down the ravine at

m dnmorning, armed with his wsai, |ongbow, and an arrowfilled quiver
rubbi ng agai nst the zzrou when he heard the first scream He knew that Kit,
wi th her short lance, had gone in the opposite direction on her patrol, but
t he repeated kzin screanms sent gooseflesh up his spine. Perhaps the tabbies
had surrounded Boots, or Puss. He notched an arrow, half clinbing to the
lip of the ravine, and peered over |ow brush. He stifled the exclamation in
his throat.

They'd found Puss, all right--or she'd found them She stood on all-fours
on a |l evel spot below, her tail erect, its tip curled over, watching two
hated fanmiliar figures in a tableau that nust have been as old as kzin

hi story. Al nost naked for this primtive duel
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ebony tal ons out and their nmusky scent heavy on the breeze, they bul ked
stupefyingly huge and feroci ous. The massive gunner, Goon, and engi neer
Yel |l owbel |y circled each other with drawn stilettoes. What boggl ed

Lockl ear was that their nodern weapons lay ignored in neat groups. Wre
t hey going through sone ritual ?

They were like hell, he decided. Fromtinme to time, Puss would utter a
singl e word, acconpanied by a trenor and a tail-twitch; and each tine,
Yel | owbel | y and Goon would stiffen, then scream at each other in
frustration.

The word she repeated was ch'row. No telling how |l ong they' d been there,
but Goon's right forearmdripped bl ood, and Yellowbelly's thigh was a
sodden red nmess. Swayi ng drunkenly, Puss edged nearer to the weapons. As
Yel | owbel | y screaned and | eaped, Goon screanmed and parried, bearing his
smal | er opponent to the turf, What followed then was fast enough to be
virtually a blur in a roil of Kzersatz dust as two huge tigerlike bodies
thrashed and rolled, knives flashing, talons ripping, fangs sinking into
fl esh.

Lockl ear scranbl ed downward through the grass, his progress unheard in
the earsplitting caterwaul s nearby. He saw Puss reach a beamrifle, grasp
it, swng it experinmentally by the barrel. That's when he forgot al
caution and shouted, "No, Puss! Put the stock to your shoul der and pul
the trigger!"

He might as well have told her to bazzfazz the shinstock; and in any
case, poor valiant Puss collapsed while trying to figure the rifle out.
He saw the long ugly trough in her side then, caked with dried blood. A
wonder she was conscious, with such a wound. Then he saw sonet hi ng nore
fearful still, the quieter thrashing as Goon found the throat of
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Yel | owbel | y, whose stiletto handl e protruded from Goon's upper arm
Ducki ng bel ow the brush, Locklear noved to one side, nearer to Puss, whose
breathing was as | abored as that of the males. Or rather, of one nmale, as
Goon stood erect and uttered a victory roar that nmust have carried to
Newduvai . Yellowbelly's torn throat punped the |ast of his blood onto alien
dust.
"I claimny right," Goon screanmed, and added a Wird that Locklear was
beginning to loathe. Only then did the huge gunner notice that Puss was in
no condition to present himw th what he had just killed to get. He nudged
her roughly, and did not see Lockl ear approach with one arrow notched and
anot her hel d between his teeth.
But his ear unbrellas pivoted as a twi g snapped under Locklear's foot, and
Goon spun furiously, the big legs flexed, and for one instant man and kzin
stood twenty paces apart, unnoving. Goon | eaped for the nearest weapon, the
beamrifle Puss had dropped, and saw Lockl ear rel ease the short arrow It
m ssed by a full armspan and now, his bl oodlust rekindled and with no fear
of such a marksnman, Goon dropped the rifle and pulled Yellowbelly's sti-
letto fromhis own arm He turned toward Lockl ear, who was unaccount ably
runni ng toward himinstead of fleeing as a nonkey should flee a | eopard,
and threw his head back in a battle scream
Lockl ear's second arrow, fired froma distance of five paces, pierced the
roof of Goon's nouth, its stainless steel barb severing nerve bundl es at
the brain stem Goon fell like a jointed tree, knees buckling first, arns
bangi ng, and the ground's inpact drove the arrow tip out the back of his
head, slippery with gore. Goon's head lay two paces from Lockl ear's feet.
He neither breathed nor twitched.
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Lockl ear hurried to the sid ' e of poor, courageous,
ill-starred Puss and saw her gazing calmy at him
"One for you, one for me, Puss. Only two nore to
go.
I wish-1 could live to celebrate that," she said, nore softly than he had
ever heard her speak
"You're too tough to let a little burn,” he began
"They shot tiny things, too," she said, a finger migrating to a bl uish
perforation at the side of her ribcage. "Coughing blood. Hard to breathe,"
she nmanaged.
He knew then that she was dying. A spray of slugs, roughly ained at night
froma perineter-control smoothbore, bad done to Puss what a beamrifle

could not. Her lungs filling slowmy with blood, she had still managed to
report her patrol and then return to guard the birthing bower. He asked
through the lunp in his throat, "Is Boots all right?"

"They followed ny spoor. When 1--came out, twitching ny best prret
routine-they did not look into the bower."

Smart, Puss.”

She grasped his wist, hard. "Swear to protect it with your life." Now she
was coughi ng bl ood, fighting to breathe.

Done, " he said. "Were is it, Puss?"

But her eyes were already glazing. Locklear stood up slowy and strode to
the beamrifle, hefting it, thinking idly that these weapons were too heavy
for himto carry in one trip. And then he saw Puss again, and quit

thinking, and lifted the rifle over his head with both hands in a manscream
of fury, and of vengeance unappeased.

The battle scene was in sight of the lake, fully in the open within fifty
paces of the creek, and he
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found it inmpossible to Iift Puss. Locklear cut bundles of grass and spread
themto hide the bodies, trenbling in delayed reaction, and carried three
arnm oads of weapons to a hiding place far up the ravine just under its
lip. He left the dead kzinti wi thout stripping them perhaps a m stake,
but he had no tinme now to puzzle out tightband comm sets or nedkits.
Later, if there was a | ater
He cursed his watery joints, knowing he could not carry a kzin beamrifle
with its heavy accunulator up to the manor. He noved nore cautiously now,
renmenbering those kzin screans, wondering how far they'd carried on the
breeze which was toward the | ake. He read the safety | egends on Goon's
sidearm found he could handl e the massive piece with both hands, and
stuck it and its twin fromYellowbelly's arsenal into his belt, |eaving
his bow and quiver with the other weapons.
He had stunbled within sight of the manor, planning how he could unnast
the airboat and adjust its buoyancy so that it could be towed by a man
afoot to retrieve those weapons, when a crackling humsent a blast of hot
air across his cheeks. Face down, crawing for the lip of the ravine, he
heard a shout from near the manor
"G raf - Commander, the nonkey approaches!" The reply, deep-voiced and
nmuf fl ed, seermed to conefrominside the manor. So they'd known where the
manor was. Heat or notion sensors, perhaps, during a pass in the
lifeboat-not that it nmattered now A classic pincers fromdown and up the
ravi ne, but one of those pincers now | ay under shields of grass. They
could not know that he was still tethered invisibly to that zzrou
transmitter. But where was Kit?
Anot her hail from Brickshitter, whose trenors of inpatience with a beam
rifle had becone Locklear's
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ally: "The others do not answer my calls, but | shall drive the nionkey down
to them" Well, maybe he'd intended nerely to wing his quarry, or follow
hi m
You do that, Locklear thought to himself in cold rage as he scurried back
in the ravine toward his weapons cache; you just do that, Brickshitter. He
had covered two hundred neters when anot her crackl e announced the
pencil -thin beam brighter than the sun, that struck a ridge of stone above
hi m
Whi t e- hot bees stung his face, back and arms; tiny snoke trails foll owed
fragnments of superheated stone into the ravine as Locklear tunbled to the
creek, splashing out again, stunbling on slick stones. He turned, intending
to fire a sidearm but saw no target and realized that firing fromhim
woul d tell volumes to that big sonofabitchkitty behind and above him Well,
they woul dn't have returned unless they wanted himalive, so Brickshitter
was just playing with him driving himas a man drives cattle with a prod.
Beam weapons were limited in rate of fire and accumul ator charge; maybe
Brickshitter would enpty this one with his trenbling.

Then, horrifyingly near, above the ravine lip, the famliar voice: | offer
you honor, nonkey."
Whatt hehel | : the navi gat or knew where his quarry was anyhow. Mopping a

runnel of blood fromhis face, Locklear called upward as he continued his
scranble. "What, a prisoner exchange?" He did not want to be nmore explicit
t han t hat.

"W al ready have the beauteous kzinrret," was the reply that chilled

Locklear to his marrows. "Is that who you woul d have sacrificed for your
wort hl ess hi de?"
That tears it; no hope now, Locklear thought. "Maybe 1'lIl give nyself up if

you'll let her go," he called. Wuld |? Probably not. Dear God, please
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don't give nme that choice because | know there would be no honor in mne

"W have you caged, nonkey," in tones of scorn. "But G raf-Conmander

war ned that you nmay have sone primtive hunti ng weapon, so we accord you

some little honor. It occurs to me that you would retain nore honor if

captured by an officer than by a pair of rankings."

Lockl ear was now only a hundred neters fromthe precious cache. He's too

close; he'll see the weapons cache when | get near it and that'll be al

she wrote. |'ve got to make the bastard carel ess and use what |'ve got.

He thought carefully how to translate a nickname into kzin and began to

ease up the far side of the ravine. "Not if the officer has no honor, you

trenbling shitter of bricks," he shouted, slipping the safety froma

si dearm

Instantly a scream of raw rage and astoni shnent from above at this

unbel i evably nortal insult, followed by the head and shoul ders of an

i nfuriated navigator. Locklear aimed fast, squeezed the firing stud, and

saw a series of dirt clods spit fromthe verge of the ravine. The dammed

thing shot | ow

But Brickshitter had popped from sight as though propelled by Ievers, and

now Lockl ear was clinmbing, stuffing the sidearminto his belt again to

keep both hands free for the ravine, and when he vaulted over the lip

into | ow brush, he could hear Brickshitter babbling into his communit.

He wanted to hear the exchange nore than he wanted to nove. He heard: ".
has two kzin handguns--of course | saw them and heard them had

been sl ower he woul d have an officer's ears on his belt now -Nossir, no

reply fromthe others. How el se woul d he have Hero's weapons? Wat do you

thi nk?-1 think so, too."
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Lockl ear began to nove out again, bel ow brusbtops, as the furious
Bricksbitter was prom sing a nansack to his commander as a trophy. And
they won't get that while | live, be vowed to hinself In fact, with his
prom se, Bricksbhitter was admitting they no | onger wanted himalive. He
did not hear the next hum but saw brush spatter ahead of him sone of

it bursting into flame, and then he was firing at the exposed
Brickshitter who now stood with brave stance, seven and a half feet tal
and weaving fromside to side, firing once a second, as fast as the beam
rifle' s accumul ator would permt.

Lockl ear stood and delivered, moving back and forth. At his second burst,
t he weapon's receiver | ocked open. He ducked bel ow, discarded the thing,
and drew its twin, estinmating be had enptied the first one with thirty
rounds. VWen next he lifted his head, he saw that Brickshitter had

out paced him across the ravine and was firing at the brush again. Even
as the stuff ahead of himwas kindling, Locklear noticed that the brush
behi nd him flamed hi gher than a man, now a wildfire noving in the sane
direction as he, though the steady breeze swept it away fromthe ravine.
H's only path now was along the ravine lip, or init.

He guessed that this weapon would shoot [ow as well, and opened up at a
di stance of sixty paces. Good guess, Brickshitter turned toward hi mand
at the sane instant was slapped by an invisible fist that flung the heavy
rifle -fromhis grasp. Locklear dodged to the Iip of the ravine to spot

t he weapons, saw themtwenty paces away, and dropped the sidearm so that
be coul d hang onto brush as be vaulted over, now in full view of
Bricksbhitter.

Whose stuttering fire with his good armrem nded Lockl ear, nearly too
late, that Brickshitter had other
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weapons beside that beamrifle. Spurts of dirt flew into Locklear's eyes
as he flung hinself back to safety. He crawl ed back for the sidearm
wat chi ng the navigator funmble for his rifle, and opened up again just as
Brickshitter dropped fromsight. Mre wasted anmo.
Behind him the fire was ragi ng downsl ope toward their nutual dead.
Across the ravine, Brickshitter's enraged voice: "Snmall caliber flesh
wound in the right shoulder but | have started brush fires to flush him
| can see beamrifles, close-conmbat weapons and ot her things al nost bel ow
himin the ravine. -Yessir, he is alnost out of ammunition and wants that
cache. Yessir, a few nore bolts. An easy shot."
Lockl ear had once seen an expedition bundle burn with a beamrifle in it.
He began to run hard, skirting still-smoul dering brush and grass, and had
al ready passed the inert bodies of their unprotesting dead when the
ground bucked beneath him He fell to one knee, seeing a cloud of debris
fan above the ravine, echoes of the explosion shoul dering each other down
t he sl opes, and he knew that Brickshitter's left-armed ai mhad been as
good as necessary. Good enough, maybe, to get himself killed in that
cloud of turf and stone and netal fragnments, yes, and good wooden arrows
that had nade a warrior of Locklear. Yet any sensible warrior knows how
to retreat.
The ravi ne wi dened now, the creek dropping in a series of lower falls,
and Lockl ear knew that further headlong flight would send himfar into
the open, so far that the zzrou would kill himif Brickshitter didn't.
And Brickshitter could track his spoor-but not in water. Locklear raced
to the creek, heedless of the ms-step that could smash a knee or ankl e,
and began to negotiate the little falls.
The | ast one faced the | ake. He turned, recognizing that he had cached
his pathetic store of provis-
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i ons behind that waterfall soon after his arrival. It was flanked by thick
fronds and ferns, and Lockl ear ducked into the hideybol e behind that sheet
of water stream ng wet, gasping for breath.
A soft inquiry from sonewhere behind him He whirled in sudden
recognition. It's REALLY a small world, he thought idiotically. "Boots?"
No answer. Well, of course not, to his voice, but he could see the dim
outline of a deep horizontal tunnel, turning left inside its entrance,
with dry grasses lining the floor, "Boots, don't be afraid of ne. Did you
know t he kzin mal es have returned?”
Guarded, grudging it: "Yes. They have wounded nmy mate."

"Wrse, Boots. But she killed one,"-it was her doing as surely as if
herfangs had torn out Yellowbelly's throat-"and | killed another. She
told me to-to retrieve the things she took fromne." It seemed his heart

must burst with this cowardly lie. He was cold, exhausted, and on the
run, and with the transmtter he could escape to wi n another day, and,
and-. And he wanted to slash his wists with his wsai

"I will bring them Do not conme nearer," said the soft voice, nade deeper
by echoes. He squatted under the overhang, the splash of water now dw n-
dling, and be realized that the blast up the ravine had made a nonentary
check dam He distinctly heard the mewing of tiny kzin twins as Boots re-
nmoved the security of her warm soft fur. A nonment |ater, he saw her head
and arms. Both hands, even the one bearing a screwdriver and the
transmtter, bad their claws fully extended and her ears lay so flat on
her skull that they m ght have been caps of skin. Still, she shoved the
articles forward.

Pocketing the transmitter with a thrill of unde-
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served success, he bade her keep the other itens. He showed her the sidearm

"Boots, one of these killed Puss. Do you see that it could kill you just as
easi |l y?"

The grow in tier throat was an illustrated nanual of counterthreat.

"But | began as your protector. | would never harmyou or your kittens. Do

you see that now?"
"ny head sees it. My heart says to fight you. Go."

He nodded, turned away, and eased hinself into the deep pool that was now
fed by a nere trickle of water. Ahead was the | ake, snoke floating toward
it, and he knew that he could run safely in the shall ows hidden by snoke

wi t hout |eaving prints. And fight another day. And, he realized, staring
back at the once-talkative little falls, |eave Boots with her kittens where
the cautious Brickshitter would al most certainly find them because now t he
nmout h of her birthing bower was clearly visible.

No, I'mdamed if you will!

"So check into it, Brickshitter," he nuttered softly, backing deep into the
cool cover of yellow ferns. "l've still got a few rounds here, if you're
still alive."

He was alive, all right. Locklear knewit in his guts when a stone trickled
its way down near the pool. He knew it for certain when he felt soft
footfalls, the alnpbst silent track of a big hunting cat, vibrate the danp
grassy embankment agai nst his back. He eased forward in water that was no
deeper than his arnpits, still hidden, but when the towering kzin warrior
sprang to the verge of the water he nmade no sound at all. He carried only
his sidearm and knife, and Locklear fired at a distance of only ten paces,
actually a trifling space.

But a trenmendous trifle, for Brickshitter was welltrained and did not pause
after his | eap before hop-
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ping aside in a squat. He was | ooking straight at Locklear and the
hori zontal spray of slugs ceased before it reached him Brickshitter's arm
was a blur. Foliage shredded where Lockl ear had hidden as the little man
dropped bel ow the surface, feeling two hot slugs trickle down his back after
their velocity was spent underwater.
Lockl ear could not see clearly, but propelled hinself forward as he broke
the surface in a desperate attenpt to reach the other side. He knew his
sidearmwas enpty. He did not know that his opponent's was, until the kzin
navi gator threw t he weapon at him screaned, and | eaped.
Lockl ear pulled hinself to the bank with fronds as the big kzin strode
toward himin water up to his belly.' Too late to run, and Brickshitter had
a | ook of cool confidence about him | |ike himbetter when he's not so
cool. "Conme on, you kshat, you vatach's ass," he chanted, backing toward
the only place where he might have safety at his back-the stone shelf
bef ore Boots's bower, where great height was a di sadvantage. "Cone on, you
fur-licking, brickshitting hairball, do it! Leaping and screan ng
scream ng and | eapi ng; you stupid no-nanme," he finished, wondering if the
[ ast was an insult.
Evidently it was. Wth a how ing scream of savagery, the big kzin tried to
| eap clear of the water, falling headl ong as Lockl ear reached the stone
shel f. Dagger now in hand, Brickshitter floundered to the bank spitting,
emtting a string of words that doubl ed Lockl ear's comrand of kzinti
curses. Then, alnost as if reading Locklear's mnd, the navigator paused a
few paces away and held up his knife. And his voice, though quivering, was
exceedingly mld. "Do you know what | amgoing to do with this, nonkey?"
To break through this facade, Locklear nade it
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of f - handed. "Cut your ch'rowing throat by accident, nost likely," he
sai d.
The effect was startling. Stiffening, then baring his fangs in a how of
frustration, the warrior sprang for the shelf, seeing in md-1|eap that
Lockl ear was waiting for exactly that with his wsai thrust forward, its
ti p made needl e-sharp by the same fenmale who had once dulled it. But a
kzin warrior's training went deep. Pivoting as he |l anded, rolling to one
side, the navigator avoided Locklear's thrust, his long tail lashing to
catch the little man's |egs.
Lockl ear had seen that one before. H s blade cut deeply into the kzin's
tail and Brickshitter vented a yelp, whirling to spring. He feinted as
if to hurl the knife and Lockl ear threw both arnms before his face, seeing
too late the beginning of the kzin's squatting |leap in close quarters,
like a swordsnman's bal estra. Lockl ear slamed his back painfully agai nst
the side of the cave, his own blade slashing blindly, and felt a
horrendous fiery trail of pain down the Iength of his knife arm before
the graceful kzin noved out of range. He sw tched hands with the wtsai
| amgoing to carve off your mal eness while you watch, nonkey," said
Brickshitter, seeing the blood begin to course fromthe open gash on
Lockl ear's arm
"One word before you do," Locklear said, and pulled out all the stops.
"Ch'row your grandnother. Ch'row your patriarch, and ch'row yourself

Wth each repetition, Brickshitter seemed to coil into hinmself a bit
farther, his eyes not slitted but saucer-round, and with his |ast phrase
Lockl ear saw sonething fromthe edge of his vision that the big kzin saw
clearly. Ropelike, tenptingly busby, it was the flick of Boots's tail at
the nmouth of her bower.
Li ke most feline hunters fromthe creche onward,
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the kzin warrior reacted to this stinulus with rapt fascination, at |east
for an instant, already goaded to insane heights of frustration by the
sexual triggerword. His eyes rolled upward for a flicker of tinme, and in
that flicker Locklear acted. H s headlong rush carried himin a full body
sl am agai nst the navigator's injured shoul der, the wsai going in just bel ow
the ribcage, torn from Locklear's grasp as his opponent flipped backward in
agony to the water. Locklear cartwheeled into the pool, weaponless, choosing
to swimbecause it was the fastest way out of reach.

He flailed up the enbanknent searching wildly for a | oose stone, then
tossed a gl ance over his shoulder. The navigator lay on his side, half out
of the water, blood punmping fromhis belly, and in his good armhe held
Locklear's tvtsai by its handle. As if his armwere the only part of him
still alive, he flipped the knife, caught it by the tip, forced hinself
erect.

Lockl ear did the first thing he could renmenber fromdealing with vicious
ani mal s: reached down, grasped a handful of thin air, and m m cked hurling
a stone. It (lid not deter the navigator's convul sive nove in the
slightest, the wsai a silvery whirr before it thunked into a tree one pace
from Lockl ear's breast. The kzin's notion carried himforward into water,
face down. He did not entirely submerge, but slid forward inert, arnms at
his sides. Locklear westled his blade fromthe tree and waited, his chest
heavi ng. The navi gator did not nove again.

Lockl ear held the knife aloft, eyes shut, for |ong nonents, tears of

exul tation and vengeance coursing down his cheeks, mxing with dirty water
fromhis hair and clean blood fromhis cheek. Hi s eyes snapped open at the
voi ce.

"May | nanme ny son after you, Rockear?" Boots, just inside the overhang,
held two tiny spotted kit-
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tens protectively where they could suckle, It was, he felt, neant to be
an honor merely for himto see them
"l would be honored, Boots. But the nodern kzin customis to nake sons
earn their names, | think."
"What do | care what they do? W are starting over here.”
Lockl ear stuffed the blade into his belt, wi ping wet stuff fromhis face
again. "Not unless | can put away that scarfaced commander. He's got Kit

at the manor unless she has him I'mgoing to try and bias the results,”
he said grimy, and scanned the hei ghts above the ravine.
To his back, Boots said, "It is not traditional, but-if you cone for us,

we would return to the manor's protection
He turned, glancing up the ravine. "An honor. But right now, you'd better
cone out and wait for the waterfall to resunme. Wen it does, it mght
flood your bower for a few mnutes.” He waved, and she waved back. When
next he gl anced downsl ope, fromthe upper lip of the ravine, he could see
the brushfire dwindling at the jungle's edge, and water just begi nning

to carve its way through a junble of debris in the throat of the ravine,

and a small lithe orangeyell ow figure holding two tiny spotted dots,
patiently waiting in the sunlight for everything he said to conme true.
"Lady," he said softly to the waiting Boots, "I sure hope you picked a
wi nner."

He coul d have di sappeared into the wilds of Kzersatz for nonths but
Scarface, with vast advantages, mght call for nore searchers. Besides,
runni ng woul d be reactive, the act of mndless prey. Locklear opted to
be proactive-a hunter's m ndset.
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Recal ling the violence of that exploding rifle, he alnost ignored the area
because nothing useful could remain in the crater. But curiosity made him
pause, squinting down fromthe heights, and excellent vision gave him an
edge when he saw the dull gleamof Brickshitter's beamrifle across the
ravine. It was probably fully discharged, else the navigator would not
have abandoned it. But Scarface woul dn't know that.

Lockl ear doubl ed back and retrieved the heavy weapon, chuckling at the
sharp stones that lay atop the turf. Brickshitter must have expended a
few curses as those stones rai ned down. The faint orange |ight near the
scope was next to a legend in Kzinti that translated as "insufficient
charge." He thought about that a nmonment, then sneared his own bl ood over
the light until its gl eamwas hi dden. Shouldering the rifle, he set off
again, circling high above the ravine so that he could come in fromits
upper end. Sonehow the weapon seened |ighter now, or perhaps it was just
his second wi nd. Locklear did not pause to reflect that his decision for
i medi ate action brought optimsm and that optim smis another word for
accumul at ed energy.

The sun was at his back when he stretched prone behind | ow cover and
paused for breath. The zoom scope of the rifle showed that soneone had

ri pped the thatches fromthe nmanor's w ndow bul ges, no doubt to give
Scarface a better view. Wrks both ways, hotshot, he mused; but though
he coul d see through the wi ndows, he saw not hi ng nove. Presently he began
to crawl forward and down, holding the heavy rifle in the crooks of his
arnms, abrading his el bows as he went from brush to outcrop to declivity.
H s shadow stretched before him Good; the sun would be in a watcher's
eyes and he was dry-nout hed
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wi th awareness that Scarface nmust carry his own arsenal
The vines they had planted already hid the shaft of their escape tunne
but Lockl ear paused for long nonments at its nmouth, listening, waiting
until his breath was quiet and regular. \Wat if Scarface were waiting in
the tunnel ? He ducked into the rifle sling, put his wsai in his teeth,
and eased down feet-first using renenbered hand and foothol ds, his heart
hamrering his ribs. Then he scuffed earth with his knee and knew that his
entry would no longer be a surprise if Scarface was waiting. He dropped
the final two neters to soft dirt, squatting, hopping aside as he'd seen
Brickshitter do
Not hi ng but darkness. He waited for his panting to subside and then noved
forward with great caution. It took himfive mnutes to stalk twenty
meters of curving tunnel, feeling his way until he saw faint |ight
filtering fromabove. By then, he could hear the fitz-row of kzin
voi ces. He eased hinself up to the opening and peered through long slits
of shamboo matting that Boots had woven to cover the rough walls.
Am | earning, mlady, that even the nost potent Wrd loses its
strength when used too often,” a nale voice was saying. Scarface, in
tones Lockl ear had never expected to hear. "As soon as this operation
is conplete, rest assured | shall be the npost gallant of suitors.™
Lockl ear's view showed only their | egs as nodern wani or and anci ent
courtesan faced each other, seated on benches at the rough-hewn dining
table. Kit, with a sulk in her voice, said, "I begin to wonder if your
trut hful ness extends to ny attractions, mlord."
Scarface, fervently: "The truth is that you are a warrior's wl dest
fantasies in fur. | cannot say how
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often | have wished for a mate | could actually talk to! Yet | amfirst
Graf - Commander, and second a kzintosh. Excuse ne," he added, stood up, and
strode to the main doorway, now in full view of Locklear. H's belt held
cerenonial wsai, a sidearmand God knew what el se in those pockets. H's
beamrifle | ay propped beside the doorway. Taking a brick-sized device from
his broad belt, he muttered, "I wonder if this rude hut is interfering with
our signals."

A click and then, in gruff tones of frustrated command, he said, "Hunt

| eader to all units: report! If you cannot report, use a signal bonb from
your beltpacs, dammit! |If you cannot do that, return to the hut at triple
time or I will hang your hides froma pennant pole."

Lockl ear grinned as Scarface noved back to the table with an al nost hunman
sigh. Too bad I didn't know about those signal bonbs. Warmthis place up a
little. Maybe | should go back for those beltpacs. But he abandoned the
noti on as Scarface resumed his courtship.

"I have hinted, and you have evaded, nilady. | nust ask you now, bluntly:
will you return with me when this operation is over?"

"I shall do as the conmander wi shes," she said dermurely, and Lockl ear

gri nned again. She hadn't said "Graf-Commander"; and even if Lockl ear
didn't survive, she mght very well wind up in command. Oh sure, she'd do
what ever the commander [i ked.

"Anot her point on which you have been evasive," Scarface went on; "your
assessnment of the nonkey, and what relationship he had to either of you."
Lockl ear did not miss this nuance; Scarface knew of two kzinrret,
presumably an initial report fromone of the pair who' d found Puss. He did
not know of Boots, then
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"The manbeast ruled us with strange magic forces, mlord. He nade us
fearful at times. At any time he m ght be anywhere. Even now. " Enough of
that crap, Locklear thought at her, even though he felt she was only
trying to put the wind up Scarface's backsi de. Fat chance! Lull the
bastard, put himto sleep.

Scarface went to the heart of his question. "Did he act honorably toward

you bot h?"

After a |long pause: | suppose he did, as a nanbeast saw honor. He did not
ch'rom ne, if that is-"

"Mlady! You will rob the Wrd of its nmeaning, or drive nme mad."

| have an idea. Let me dance for you while you lie at your ease. | wll
avoid the termand drive you only a little crazy."

"For the eighth-squared tine, | do not need to lie down. | need to

conplete this hunt; duty first, pleasure after. 1-what?"

Lockl ear's nose had brushed the matting. The noi se was faint, but
Scarface was on his feet and at the doorway, rifle in hand, in two
seconds. Locklear's nose itched, and he pinched his nostrils painfully.

It seened that the damed tabby was never conpletely off-guard, nade edgy
as a wsai by his failure to contact his crew Locklear felt a sneeze

com ng, sank down on his heels, rubbed furiously at his nose. \Wen he
stood up again, Scarface stood a pace outside, denmanding a response wth
his commset while Kit stood at the doorway. Locklear scratched carefully

at the mat, willing Kit alone to hear it. No such |uck
Scarface began to pace back and forth outside, and Lockl ear scratched
louder. Kit's ear-unbrellas flicked, lifted. Another scratch. She turned,

and saw him
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nove the matting. Her nmouth opened slightly. She's going to warn him
Lockl ear thought wildly.

'Perhaps we could stroll down the ravine, nmilord , she said easily, taking
a few steps outside.

Lockl ear saw the big kzin comander pass the doorway once, twi ce, nuttering
furiously about indecision. He caught the words, " Return to the
lifeboat with you now if | have not heard fromthemvery soon," and knew
that he could never regain an advantage if that happened. He paced his
advance past the matting to coincide with Scarface's novenents, easing the
beamrifle into plain sight on the floor, Dow with his head and shoul ders
out above the dusty floor, now his waist, now his-his-his sneeze cane

wi t hout war ni ng.

Scarface | eaped for the entrance, snatching his sidearmas he came into

vi ew, and Lockl ear gave hinmsel f up then even though he was aimng the heavy
beamrifle froma prone position, an enpty threat. But a bushy tail flashed
between the warrior's ankles, and his next bound sent him skidding forward
on his face, the sidearmstill in his hand but pointed away from Lockl ear
And the nuzzle of Locklear's beamrifle poked so near the commander's nose
that he could only focus on it cross-eyed. Locklear said it al nost

pl easantly: "could even a nonkey m ss such a target?"

"Perhaps," Scarface said, and swallowed hard. "But | think that rifle is
exhausted. "

"The one your nervous brickshitting navigator used? It probably was," said
Lockl ear, brazening it out, adding the necessary lie with, "I broiled him
with this one, which doesn't have that cute little |ight gl ow ng, does it?
Now t hen: skate that little shooter of yours across the floor. Your crewis
al | bugbait,
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Scarface, and the only thing between you and kitty heaven is ny good
bunor, "

Much | ouder than need be, unless he was counting on Kit's hel p: "Have you
no end of insults? Have you no sense of honor? Let us settle this as
equal s.

Kit stood at the doorway now.

"The sidearm Graf-Comander. Or neet your ancestors. Your crew tried

to kill me and nonkey see, nonkey do."

The sidearmclattered across the rough floor mat. Lockl ear chose to avoid
further insult; the last thing he needed was a | oss of self-control from
the big kzin. "Hands behind your back. Kit, get the strongest cord we
have and bind him the feet, then the hands. And stay to one side. If |
have to pull this trigger, you don't want to get splattered.”

M nutes later, holding the sidearmand sitting at the table, Locklear
studi ed the prisoner who sat, |egs before him back against the doorway,
and expl ained the facts of Kzersatz life while Kit cleaned his wounds.
She nmurnured that his cheek scar would someday be t'rralap as he
expl ai ned the options. "So you see, you have nothing to | ose by giving
your honorabl e parole, because | trust your honor. You have everything

to |l ose by refusing, because you'll w nd up as barbecue. "

"Men do not eat captives," Scarface said. "You speak of honor and yet you
lie."

"Ch, | wouldn't eat you. But they would. There are two kzinrret here who,
if you'll recall, hate everything you stand for."
Scarface | ooked glumy at Kit. "Can this be true?"

She replied, "Can it be true that nodern kzinrret have been bred into
cattle?"
"Both can be true,’

he conceded. "But nobnk-
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men are devious, false, conniving little brutes. How can a kzinrret of your
intelligence approve of thenP"

"Rockear has defeated your entire force-with a little help, she said. I am
content to pledge ny honor to a male of his resourceful ness, especially
when he does not abuse his | eadership. | only wish he were of our race,”

she added wistfully.

Searface: "My parole woul d depend on your absol ute truthful ness, Rockear."
A pause from Lockl ear, and a nod. "You've got it as of now, but no backing
out if you get some surprises later."

"One question, then, before | give ny word: are all ny crewtruly
casual ti es?"

"Deader than this beamrifle,’
upward, squeezing its trigger
Later, after pledging his parole, Scarface observed reasonably that there
was a world of difference between an insufficient charge and no charge. The
roof thatching burned slowy at first; slowy enough that they managed to
renove everything worth keeping. But at last the whole place burned nmerrily
enough. To Locklear's surprise, it was Scarface who nentioned safe renpval
of the zzrou, and pulled it |loose easily after a few deft nanipul ati ons of
the transmitter.

Kit seenmed anmused as they ate al fresco, a hundred neters fromthe enbers
of their manor. "It is a tradition in the ancient culture that a major

Lockl ear said, grinning, holding its nuzzle

change of househol d | eadership requires burning of the old manor," she
explained with a smle of her ears.
Lockl ear, still uneasy with the big kzin warrior so near and now w t hout
his bonds, surreptitiously felt of the sidearmin his belt and asked, "Am
I not still the |eader?"

"Yes," she said. "But what kind of |eader would
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deny happiness to his followers?" Her |owered gl ance toward Searface could
hardly be m sunder st ood.

The ear unbrellas of the big male turned a deeper hue. | do not wish to
di shonor another warrior, Locklear, but-if | amto remain your captive
here as you say, um such fermal es may be inpossibly overstinulating."

"Not to me," Locklear said. "No offense, Kit; I'mhalf in love with you
nyself. In fact, | think the best thing for my own sanity would be to
seek, uh, fenmales of my own kind."

"You intended to take us back to the manworlds, | take it," said Scarface

wi th some snmugness.

"After a bit nore research here, yes. The hell with wars anyhow. There's
a lot about this planet you don't know about yet. Fascinating!"

You will never get back in a |lifeboat," said Scarface, and the cruiser

s now only a nenory."

You didn't!"

"I assuredly did, Locklear. My first act when you rel eased nmy bonds was
to send the sel f-destruct signal. "

Lockl ear put his head between his hands. "Way didn't we hear the |ifeboat
go up?"

"Because | did not think to set it for destruct. It is not exactly a
maj or asset."

"For me it dammed well is," Locklear grow ed, then went on. "Look here:

I won't release Kit fromany pair-bonding to me unl ess you prom se not
to sabotage ne in any way. And | further pronmise not to try turning you
over to sone mlitary bunch, because I'mthe, uh, mayor of this frigging
pl anet and | can declare peace on it if |I want to. Honor bound, honest

i njun, whatever the hell that means, and all the rigamarol e that goes
with it. Goddanmit, | could have bl own your head off."
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"But you did not know that."

"Wth the sidearm then! Don't ch'r--don't fiddle ne around. Put your honor
on the line, mster, and put your big paw against inine if you nean it."
After a long look at Kit, the big kzin commander reached out a hand, palm
vertical, and Locklear nmet it with his own. "You are not the man we |eft
here," said the vanqui shed kzin, eyeing Locklear w thout malice. "Brown and
tough as dried neat-and ol der, | would say. "

"Cetting hunted by armed kzinti tends to age a feller,
"I"'mglad we found peace with honor. "

"Was any commander"' the commander asked no one in particular, "ever faced
with so many conflicts of honor?"

"You, 11 resolve them" Lockl ear predicted. "Think about it: |I'm about to
make you the head captive of a brand new region that has two newborn babes
init, two intelligent kzinrret at |east, and over an eightsquared other
kzinti who have been in stasis for |onger than you can believe. Wake 'em
or don't, it's up to you, just don't interfere with me because | expect to
be here part of the time, and sonewhere else at other tines. Kit, show him
how to use the airboat. If you two can't figure out howto use the stuff in
this Qutsider zoo, | miss ny-"

"Qutsiders?" Scarface did not seemto |ike the sound of that.

"That's just my guess," Lockl ear shrugged. "Mybe they have hi dden sensors
that tell 'em what happens on the planet Zoo. Maybe they don't care. Wat

| care about, is exploring the other compounds on Zoo, one especially. |
may not find any of my kind on Newduvai, and if | do they m ght have
foreheads a hal f-inch high, but it bears |ooking into. For that I

Lockl ear chuckl ed.
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need the lifeboat. Any reason why it wouldn't take ne to another conpound
on Zoo?"
"No reason." After a monent of rum nation, Scarface put on his best
negoti ation face again. "If | teach you to be an expert pilot, would you
I et me disable the hyperwave comm set ?"
Lockl ear thought hard for a simlar time. "Yes, if you swear to leave its
| ocal functions intact. Look, fella, we may want to talk to one anot her
withit."
"Agreed, then," said the kzin commander.
That night, Locklear slept poorly. He | ay awake for a time, wondering if
Newduvai had its own speci nen cave, and whether he could find it if one
exi sted. The fact was that Kzersatz sinply |lacked the kind of conmpany he
had in m nd. Not even the right kind of cathouse, he groused silently.
He was not enormously heartened by the prospect of wooing a Neandertha
nynphet, either. Well, that was what field research was for. Please, Cod,
at least a few Cro-Magnons! Patience, Locklear, and earplugs, because he
could not find sleep for |ong.
It was not nerely that he was alone, for the enbers near his pallet kept
himas toasty as kzinrret fur. No, it was the infernal yowing of those
cats sonewhere below in the ravine



