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redi stribute.

There was a nonent so short that it had never been successfully neasured, yet always far too
long. For that nonent it seenmed that every mind in the universe, every mind that had ever been or
that woul d ever be, was screaming its deepest enotions at him

Then it was over. The stars had changed again.

Even for Kzanol, who was a good astrogator, there was no point in trying to guess where the ship
was now. At .93 lights, the speed at which the average mass of the universe becomes great enough
to permit entry into hyperspace, the stars becone unrecogni zabl e. Ahead they flared pai nful bl ue-
white. Behind they were dull red, like a scattered coal fire. To the sides they were conpressed
and flattened into tiny lenses. So Knanol sucked a gnal until the ship's brain board nade a
t huddi ng sound, then went to | ook

The brain screen said, "Reestimate of trip tine to Thrintun: 1.72 days."

Not good, he deci ded. He should have cone out much closer to Thrintun. But luck, nore than
skill, decided when a hyperspace ship woul d nmake port. The Principle of Uncertainty is the |aw of
hyperspace. There was no need to be inpatient. It woul d be several hours before the fusor
recharged the battery.

Kzanol swung his chair around so he could see the star nap on the rear wall. The sapphire pin
seermed to tw nkle and gl eam across the length of the cabin. For a nonment he basked in its
radi ance, the radiance of unlinted wealth. Then he junped up and began typing on the brain board.

Sure there was reason to be inpatient! Even now sonebody with a map just like his, and a pin
where Kzanol had inserted his sapphire narker, mght be racing to put in a claim The control of
an entire slave world, for all of Kzanol's lifetime, was his rightful property; but only if he
reached Thrintun first.

He typed: "How |l ong to recharge the battery?"
The brain board thudded al nbst at once. But Kzanol was never to know t he answer.

Suddenly a blinding light shone through the back wi ndow. Kzanol's chair flattened into a couch
a loud nusical note rang, and there was pressure. Terrible pressure. The ship wasn't ever supposed
to use that high an acceleration. It |asted for about five seconds. Then--

There was a sound |like two | ead doors being slapped together, with the ship between them The
pressure eased. Kzanol got to his feet and peered out the rear w ndow at the incandescent cloud
that had been his fusor. A machine has no mind to read; you never know when it's going to betray
you- -

The brain board thudded.
He read, "Tine to recharge battery:" followed by the spiral hieroglyph, the sign of infinity.

Wth his face pressed agai nst the nol ded di anond pane, Kzanol watched the burning power plant
fade anong the stars. The brain nust have dropped it the nonment it became dangerous. That was why
it had been trailed half a nile behind the ship: because fusors sonetinmes expl oded. Just before he
lost sight of it altogether, the light flared again into something brighter than a sun

Thud, said the brain. Kzanol read, "Reestimate of trip time to Thrintun:" foll owed by a spiral
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The shock wave fromthe far explosion reached the ship. It sounded |ike a distant door slamm ng

There was no hurry now. For a long tinme Kzanol stood before his wall map, gazing at the sapphire
pi n.

The tiny star in the tiny jewel w nked back at him speaking of two billion slaves and a fully
industrialized world waiting to serve him speaking of nore wealth and power than even his
grandfat her, the great Racarliw, had known; speaking of hundreds of mates and tens of thousands of
personal retainers to serve his every whimduring his long, lazy life. He was chai n-sucking, and
the eating tendrils at the corners of his nouth withed w thout his know edge, |ike enbattled
earthworns. Useless regrets filled his mnd

Hi s grandfather should have sold the plantation when Plorn's tnuctip slaves produced
antigravity. Plorn could and shoul d have been assassinated in tine. Kzanol should have stayed on
Thrintun, even if he had to slave it for a living. He should have bought a spare fusor instead of
that extra suit and the del uxe crash couch and the scent score on the air plant and, with his | ast
conmerci al, the sapphire pin.

There had been a day when he'd sat clutching a blue-green plastic cord which would make him a
spacecraft owner or a jobless pauper. Bowed white skel etal shapes had raced round and round him
nmut ated racing viprin, the fastest aninal anywhere in the galaxy. But, by the Power! Kzanol's was
faster than all the rest. If only he'd thrown away that thread..

For atine he relived his life on the vast stage tree plantation where he had becone an adult.
Kzathit Stage Logs, with its virtual nonopoly on solid fuel takeoff |ogs, now gone forever. |f
only he were there now. ..

But Kzathit Stage Logs had been a spaceport |anding field for al nbst ten years.

He went to the |l ocker and put on his suit. There were two suits there, including the spare he'd
bought in case
one ceased to function. Stupid. If the suit failed he'd be dead anyway.

He ran a massive, stubby finger around the panic button on his chest. He'd have to use it soon
but not yet. There were things to do first. He wanted the best possible chance of survival

At the brain board he typed: "Compute a course for any civilized planet, minimumtrip tinme. Gve
trip time."

The brain purred happily to itself. Sonetines Kzanol thought it was happy only when it was
wor ki ng hard. He often tried to guess at the enotionless thoughts of the machine. It bothered him
that he couldn't read its mnd. Sonetinmes he even worried about his inability to give it orders
except through the brain board. Perhaps it was too alien, he thought; thrintun had never nade
contact with other than protoplasmc life. Wile he waited for his answer he experinmentally tried
to reach the rescue switch on his back

He hadn't a chance; but that was the |least of his worries. Wien he pushed the panic button the
suit stasis field would go on, and tine would cease to flow inside his suit. Only the rescue
switch would protrude fromthe field. It had been placed so that Kzanol's rescuer, not Kzanol
could reach it

Thud! The screen said, "No solution."

Nonsense! The battery had a trenendous potential, even after a hyperspace junp it nust stil
have enough energy to aimthe ship at sone civilized planet. Wiy would the brain...?

Then he understood. The ship had power, probably, to reach several worlds, but not to slow him
down to the speed of any known world. Well, that was all right. In his stasis field Kzano
woul dn't care how hard he hit. He typed: "Do not consider decrease of velocity upon arrival. Plot
course for any civilized planet. Mninize trip tinme."

The answer took only a few seconds. "Trip time to Awprun 72 Thrintun years 100.48 days."
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Awt prun. Well, it didn't matter where he | anded; he could hop a ship for Thrintun as soon as
they turned oil his field generator. Wuld sone other prospector find Racarliwun in seventy-two
years? Probably.

Spirit of the Power! Hurriedly he typed: "Cancel course to Awtprun." Then he sagged back in his
chair, appalled at his narrow escape.

If he had hit Amprun at nore than nine-tenths |ight, he could have killed upward of a nmillion
peopl e. That was assum ng he hit an ocean! The shock wave woul d knock every flying thing out of
the air for a thousand niles around and scour the | and clean, sink islands, tear down buil dings
hal f around the world.

For a blunder like that, he'd draw death after a year of torture. Torture in the hands of a
telepathic, highly scientific society was a horrible thing. Biology students would watch,
scribbling furiously, while menbers of the Penalty Board carefully traced his nervous systemwth
stinmul ators.

Gradual ly his predi canent becanme clear to him He couldn't land on a civilizdd planet. Al
right. But he couldn't land on a slave planet either; he'd be certain to knock down a few
overseers' palaces, as well as killing billions of conmercials' worth of slaves.

Per haps he could aimto go through a system hoping that the enlarged mass of his ship would be
noti ced? But he dared not do that. To stay in space was literally unthinkable. Wy, he m ght go
right out of the gal axy! He saw hinself |ost forever between the island universes, the ship
di sintegrating around him the rescue button being worn down to a small shiny spot by interstellar
dust... No!

Gently he rubbed his closed eyes with an eating tendril. Could he land on a noon? If he hit a
moon hard enough, the flash m ght be seen. But the brain wasn't good enough to get himthere, not
at such a distance. A noon's orbit is a twisty thing, and he'd have to hit the noon of a civilized
pl anet. Awt prun was the closest, and Awt prun was nuch too far

And to top it off, he realized, he was sucking his Ipt gnal. He sat there feeling sorry for

hinself until it was gone, then began to pace the floor
O course!
He stood stock still in the mddle of the cabin, thinking out his inspiration, |ooking for the

flaw. He couldn't find one. Hurriedly he tapped at the brain board: "Conpute course for a food
planet minimzing trip time. Ship need not slow on arrival. Gve details."”

H's eating tendrils hung Iinp, relaxed. It's going to be all right, he thought, and neant it.

* % %

For protoplasnmic life forms, there are not many habitabl e planets in the gal axy. Nature nakes an
unr easonabl e nunmber of conditions. To insure the right conposition of atnmosphere, the planet nust
be exactly the right distance froma G type sun, nust be exactly the right size, and nust have a
freaki shly oversized nmoon in its sky. The purpose of the noon is to strip away nost of the
pl anet's atnosphere, generally around 99 percent of it. Wthout its noon a habitable world becones
shocki ngly uni nhabitable; its air acquires crushing weight, and its tenperature becones that of a
"hot" oven.

O the 219 habitable worlds found by Thrintun, 64 had |ife. Seventeen had intelligent life; 18
if you were broad m nded. The 155 barren worlds would not be ready for Thrintun occupancy unti
after a |l ong seeding process. Meanwhile, they had their uses.

They coul d be seeded with a tnuctipun-devel oped food yeast. After a few centuries the yeast
generally nutated, but until then the world was a food planet, with all its oceans full of the
cheapest food in the galaxy. O course, only a slave would eat it; but there were plenty of
sl aves.

Al'l over the galaxy there were food planets to feed the slave planets. The caretaker's pal ace
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was al ways on the noon. Who would want to live on a world with barren | and and scumy seas? Not to
mention the danger of bacteria contam nating the yeast. So fromthe noons a careful watch was kept
on the food planets.

After the yeast had nmutated to the point where it was no |onger edible, even to a slave, the
worl d was seeded with yeast-eating whitefood herds. Whitefoods ate anything, and were a good
source of neat. The watch was conti nued.

At his present speed Kzanol would hit such a planet hard enough to produce a blazing plume of
i ncandescent gas. The expl oded rock would rise flanming into space, vivid and startling and
unm st akabl e even to a watcher on the nobon. The orange gl ow of the crater would [ ast for days.

Chances were that Kzanol would end underground, but not far underground. The incandescent air
and rock which nove ahead of a neteorite usually blow the nmeteorite itself back into the air, to
rain down over a wide area. Kzanol, wapped safely in his stasis field; would go right back out
his own hole, and would not dig hinself very deep on the second fall. The caretaker could find him
instantly with any kind of rock-penetrating instrunent. A stasis field is the only perfect
reflector.

The brain interrupted his planning. "Nearest available food planet is F124. Estinmated trip tinme
202 years 91.4 days."

Kzanol typed: "Show me F124 and system "

The screen showed specks of |ight. One by one, the mgjor planets and their npbon systens were
enl arged. F124 was a steany, quick-spinning ball: a typical food planet, even its noon's rotation
was al nost nil. The nobon seened overlarge, but also overdistant. An outer planet nade Kzanol gasp
in admration. It was ringed! Gorgeously ringed. Kzanol waited until all the major worlds had been
shown. When the asteroids began to appear in order of size he typed: "Enough. Follow course to
F124. "

He'd left his helnmet off. Other than that he was fully dressed for the long sleep. He felt the
ship accelerating, a throb in the nmetal fromthe notors. The cabin's acceleration field cancel ed
the gees. He picked up his helmet and set it on his neck ring, changed his mnd and took it off.
He went to the wall and tore off his star map, rolled it up and stuck it through the neck ring
into the bosomof his suit. He had the helnet ready to tog down when he started to wonder.

His rescuer could claima large sumfor the altruistic act of rescuing him But suppose the
reward didn't satisfy hin? If he were any kind of thrint he would take the map as soon as he saw
it. After all, there was no |law against it. Kzanol had better nenorize the nap.

But there was a better answer.

Yes! Kzanol hurried to the | ocker and pulled out the second suit. He stuffed the map into one
arm He was elated with his discovery. There was plenty of roomleft in the enpty suit. Briskly he
nmoved about the cabin collecting his treasures. The anplifier helnet, universal synbol of power
and of royalty, which had once belonged to his grandfather. It was a |light but bul ky instrunent
which could anplify the thrint's native Power to control twenty to thirty non-thrints into the
ability, to control an entire planet. His brother's farewell present, a disintegrator with a hand-
carved handl e. He had a thought which made himput it aside. H s statues of Ptul and Myxyl omat.
May they never neet! But both fermal es woul d be dead before he saw them again, unless sone friend
put themin stasis against his return. H s di anond-geared, hulifab-cased watch with the cryogenic
gears, which always ran slow no matter how many tines it was fixed. He couldn't wear it to F124;
it was for formal events only. He wapped each valuable in one of his extra robes before inserting
it into the suit.

There was room | eft over

In a what-the-hell nood he called the little racarliw slave over fromthe storage | ocker and
made it get in. Then he screwed the hel net down and pushed the panic button

The suit |ooked like a crazy mrror. Al the winkies renmained, but the suit was suddenly nore
rigid than dianond or hulifab. He propped it in a corner, patted it fondly on the head, and |eft
it.
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"Cancel present course to F124," he typed. "Conpute and follow fastest course to F124 using only
hal f of renaining
power, conpleting all necessary power naneuvers within the next day."

A day later, Kzanol was suffering mld gnal wthdrawal synptonms. He was doi ng everything he
could think of to keep hinself busy so that he wouldn't have to think about how nmuch he wanted a
gnal .

He had, in fact, just finished an experinent. He had turned off the field in the second suit,
pl aced the disintegrator in its glove, and turned on the field again. The stasis field had
followed its netal surface. The digging instrument had gone into stasis along with the suit.

Then the drive went off. Feeling considerable relief, Kzanol went to the board and typed:
"Conmpute fastest course to eighth planet of F124 system Wit one-half day, then follow course.”
He put on his suit, picked up the disintegrator and some wire line, and went out the airlock. He
used the line to stop his drift until he was notionless with respect to the ship.

Any | ast thoughts?

He' d done the best he could for hinmself. He was falling toward F124. The ship would reach the
unwat ched, uninhabitabl e eighth planet years before Kzanol hit the third. It should make a nice,
big crater, easy to find. Not that he'd need it.

There was a risk, he thought, that the rescue switch m ght be set off by reentry heat. If that
happened he woul d wake up underground, for it took time for the field to die. But he could dig his
way out with the disintegrator

Kzanol poised a thick, clunmsy finger over the panic button. Last thoughts?
Regrettably, there were none.

Kzanol pushed the panic button

* k%

Larry Greenberg clinbed out of the contact field and stood up. Hi s footsteps echoed in the big
dol phin tank room There were no disorientation effects this tine, no trouble with his breathing
and no urge to wiggle nonexistent flippers and tail. Wich was natural enough, since the "nessage"
had gone the other way.

The dol phin naned Charley was |lying on the bottomof the tank. He had sunk from under his own
speci al |y designed contact helnet. Larry wal ked around to where Charley could see himthrough the
gl ass, but Charley's eyes weren't |ooking at anything. The dol phin was twitching, all over. Larry
wat ched with concern, aware that the two marine biol ogists had come up beside himand were | ooking
just as worried. Then Charley stopped twi tching and surfaced.

"That wasss willd," said Charley in his best Donald Duck accent.
"Are you all right?" one of the seadocs asked anxiously. "W kept the field at | owest power."

"Sssure, Billl, I"'nmmffine. But that was wild. | feel like |I sshould have arns and | egs and a
| ong nose overhanging my teeth insstead of a hole in ny head.” \Watever accent Charley had, there
was nothing wong with his vocabulary. "And | havvv thiss terrible urge to nake love to Larry's
wife."

"Me, too," said Doctor Bill Slater, but under his breath.
Larry laughed. "You | echerous fish! Don't you dare! I'Il steal your cows!"

"We trade wives?" Charley buzzed like an MG taking off, then flipped wildly around the tank
Dol phin | aughter. He ended the perfornmance by jetting straight out of the water and |l anding on his
belly. "Has nmy accent inproved?"
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Larry decided there was no point in trying to brush off the water. It had soaked through to his
skin. "Cone to think of it, yes, it has. It's nmuch better."

Charl ey switched to dol phinese, or to pidgin dol phinese, which is dol phinese scal ed down to the
human range of hearing. The rest of his conversation came in a chorus of squeaks, grunts, ear-
splitting whistles, and other extremely rude noises. "Wen's our next session, mind buddy?"

Larry was busy squeezing water out of his hair. "I don't know, exactly, Charley. Probably a few
weeks. |'ve been asked to take on another assignnment. You'll have tinme to talk to your coll eagues,
pass on whatever you' ve | earned about us wal kers fromreading nmy mnd."

"You sure you want nme to do that? Seriously, Larrry, there's sonething I'd like to discuss with
you. "

"Squeak on."

Charl ey deliberately speeded up his delivery. Nobody but Larry G eenberg could have foll owed the
rapi d chorus of barnyard sounds. "Wat's chances of a dol phin getting aboard the Lazy Eight 111?"

"Huh? To Jinx? Jinx's ocean is a foot deep in scum"
"Ch, that's right. Well, sone other world, then."
"Way woul d a dol phin be interested in space travel ?"

"Way woul d a wal ker? No, that's not an honorable question. | think the truth is you' ve given ne
the space bug, Larrry;"

A slow grin spread across Larry's urchin face. He found it curiously hard to answer. "It's a
damm cont agi ous di sease, and hard to get rid of."

"Yes."

“I'"ll think about it, Charley. Eventually you'll have to contact the UN about it, but give ne
me first. We'd have to carry a lot of water, you know. Mich heavier than air."

t
"So |'ve been told."
"Gve nme sone tinme. |'ve got to go practically right now "
"But--"

"Sorry, Charley. Duty calls. Dr. Jansky nade it sound |ike the opportunity of the decade. Now
roll over."

"Tyrant," hissed Charley, which isn't easy. But he rolled over on his back. The three nen spent
a few mnutes rubbing his belly. Then Larry had to | eave. Monmentarily he wondered if Charley woul d
have any trouble assim lating his nenories. But there was no danger; at the | ow contact power
they' d been using, Charley could forget the whole experience if he had to. Including the conquest
of space.

Whi ch woul d be a shane.

* % %

That night he and Judy had dinner with Dr. and Ms. Dorcas Jansky. Dr. Dorcas Jansky was a huge
West Berliner with a blond beard and the kind of flanmboyant, extrovert personality that had al ways
made Larry slightly unconfortable. Had he but known it, Larry had a very simlar psyche; but it
was housed in a much snmaller body. It |ooked different that way. Ms. Jansky was about Judy's size
and al nost as pretty. She was the quiet type, at |east when English was bei ng spoken

The conversation ranged expl osively during dinner. As Larry said later, "It's fun to neet
sonmeone who |ikes to argue about the same things you do." They conpared Los Angel es' outward
growm h to West Berlin's reaching skyscrapers.
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"The urge to reach the stars," said Jansky.

"You' re surrounded by East Germany," Larry maintai ned.

"There's nowhere you can go but up."

They spent usel ess tinme deciding which of the el even forns of communi sm nost cl osely resenbl ed
Marxi sm and finally decided to wait and see which governnment withered away the fastest. They
tal ked smobg-- where did it come from now that there were neither industrial concerns nor
hydr ocar bon- powered vehicles in the Major Los Angel es Basin? Minly cooking, thought Judy.
Cigarettes, said Jansky, and Larry suggested that electrostatic air conditioning mght concentrate
impurities in the outside air. They tal ked about dol phins. Janaky had the nerve to question
dol phin inteffigence, nmerely because they'd never built anything. Larry, touched to the quick
stood up and gave the nost stirring inpronptu lecture of his life. It wasn't until the coffee hour
t hat busi ness was nentioned.

"You were not the first man to read a dolphin's mnd, M. Geenberg." Jansky now held a gigantic
cigar as if it were a professor's blackboard pointer. "Am| right in thinking that the dol phin
contacts were only training of a sort?"

Larry nodded vigorously. "Right. Judy and | were trying for a berth on the Lazy Eight 111, bound
for Jinx. I knew fromthe standard tests that | had sone telepathic aptitude, and when we got the
word about the bandersnatchi | knew we were in. Nobody's gotten anywhere trying to |earn the

bandersnatchi | anguage, and there aren't any contact nmen on Jinx. So | volunteered for the dol phin
work and Judy started studying |inguistics, and then we put in for the trip as a husband-wife
team | thought our sizes would be the clincher. The dol phin work was just practice for contacting
a bandersnatch.” He sighed. "But this fool economic war with the Belt is fouling up the whole
space effort. The bastards.™

Judy reached across and took his hand. "We'll get there yet," she prom sed.

"Sure we will," said Larry.

"You nmay not need to," said the doctor, enphasizing his words with jerky gestures of his cigar.
"If the nmountain will not conme to Mahonet--" He paused expectantly.

"You don't nean you've got a bandersnatch here?" Judy sounded startled, and well she night.
Bander snat chi wei ghed thirty tons apiece.

"Am | a mmgici an? No bandersnatchi, but sonmething else. Did | nention that | ama physicist?"
"No." Larry wondered what a physicist would want with a contact man

"Yes, a physicist. My coll eagues and | have been working for some twelve years on a tine-
retarding field. W knew it was possible, the mathematics are well known, but the engineering
techni ques were very difficult. It took us years."

"But you got it."

"Yes. W developed a field that will nake six hours of outer, normal tine equivalent to one
second of time inside the field. The ratio of outer tine to inner tine noves in |arge, ahh
quantum junps. The twenty-one-thousand-to-one ratio is all we have been able to get, and we do not
know where the next quantumis."

Judy spoke unexpectedly.
"Then build two machi nes and put one inside the field of the other."

The physicist |aughed uproariously. He seened to shake the room "Excuse ne," he said when he
had finished, "but it is very funny that you should nmake that suggestion so quickly. O course, it
was one of the first things we tried." Judy thought black thoughts, and Larry squeezed her hand
war ni ngly. Jansky didn't notice. "The fact is that one tine-retarding field cannot exist inside
anot her. | have worked out a nmathematical proof of this."
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"Too bad," said Larry.
"Perhaps not. M. Greenberg, have you ever heard of the Sea Statue?"

Larry tried to renenber, but it was Judy who answered. "I have! Lifetinmes did a pictorial on it.
It's the one they found off the Brazilian continental shell."

"That's right," Larry renmenbered al oud. "The dol phins found it and sold it to the United Nations
for sone undersea gadgetry. Some ant hropol ogi sts thought they'd found Atlantis." He renenbered
pi ctures of a misshapen figure four feet tall, with strangely carved arns and | egs and a hunped
back and a featurel ess gl obe of a head, surfaced like a highly polished mirror. "It |ooked Iike an
early rendition of a goblin."

"Yes, it certainly does. | have it here."
"Her e?"

"Here. The United Nations Conparative Culture Exhibit loaned it to us after we explained what it
was for." He crushed his now tiny cigar butt to smithereens. "As you know, no sociol ogi st has been
able to link the statue to any known culture. But |, the doctor of physics, | have solved the
mystery. | believe.

"Tormorrow | will show you why | believe the statue is an alien being in a tine-retarder field.
You can guess what | want you to do. | want to put you and the statue in the tinme-retarder field,
to cancel out our, er, visitor's own field, and let you read its mnd."

They wal ked down to the corner at ten the next norning, and Judy stayed while Larry pushed the
call button and waited for the cab. About two m nutes passed before a yel |l ow and- bl ack- checked
flyer dropped to the corner.

Larry was getting in when he felt Judy grasping his upper arm "Wat's wong?" he asked, turning
hal f ar ound.

"I"'mfrightened," she said. She looked it. "Are you sure it's all right? You don't know anyt hi ng
about himat all!"

"Who, Jansky? Look--"
"The statue.”

"Ch." He considered. "Look, I'mjust going to quickly nake a couple of points. Al right?" She
nodded. "One. The contact gadget isn't dangerous. |'ve been using it for years. Al | get is
anot her person's nenories, and a little insight into how he thinks. Even then they' re danped a
little so | have to think hard to renmenber sonmething that didn't happen to ne personally.

"Two. My experience with dol phins has given ne experience with unhuman mnds. Ri ght?"

"Right. And you always want to play practical jokes after a session with Charley. Renenber when
you hypnotized Ms. Gafton and nmade her--"

"Nuts. 1've always liked practical jokes. Third point is that the time field doesn't natter at
all. It's just to kill the field around the statue. You can forget it.

"Four. Janaky won't take any chances with nmy life. You know that, you can see it. Ckay?"
"Al'l that scuba diving | ast sumer--"

"That was your idea."

"Uh? | guess it was."” She smiled and didn't nmean it. "Ckay. | thought you'd be practicing next
on bandersnatchi, but | guess this is the acid test. And I'mstill worried. You know I'm
prescient.”
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"Well-- oh, well. I'"Il call you as soon as | can." He got into the cab and dial ed the address of
t he UCLA physics school |evel

* k% %

"Mark will be back with the coffee in a mnute," said Dorcas Jansky. "Let nme show you how t he
time-retarding field works." They were in a huge room whose roof contained two of those gigantic
el ectrodes which produce ear-splitting claps of artificial lightning to inpress groups of w de-
eyed col |l ege students. But Jansky didn't seem concerned with the |ightning maker. "W borrowed
this part of the building because it has a good power source,"” he said, "and it was big enough for
our purposes. Do you see that wire construction?”

"Sure." It was a cube of very fine wire nesh, with a flap in one side. The wire covered the top
and floor as well as the sides. Busy worknen were testing and arranging great and conpl ex-I ooking
masses of machi nery, which were not as yet connected to the wire cage.

"The field follows the surface of that wire. The wire side boundary between slow, inside tine
and fast, outside tine. W had sone fun making it, let ne tell you!" Janaky ran his fingers
through his beard, meditating on the hard work to which he had been put. "W think the field
around the alien nust be several quantum nunbers higher than ours. There is no telling how | ong he
has been in there except by the nethod we will use."

"Well, he night not know either."

"Yes, | suppose so. Larry, you will be in the field for six hours of outer tine. That will be
one second of your tine. | understand that the thought transfer is instantaneous?"

"Not instantaneous, but it does take |ess than a second. Set things up and turn on the contact
machi ne before you turn on the time field, and I'll get his thoughts as soon as he cones to life.
Until he does that | won't get anything." Just l|like the dolphins, Larry told himself. It's just
i ke contacting a Tursiops truncatus.

"Good. | wasn't sure. Ahh." Janaky went to tell Mark where to put the coffee. Larry wel coned the
interruption, for suddenly he was getting the willies. It wasn't nearly as bad as it had been the
ni ght before his first session with a dol phin, but it was bad enough. He was remenbering that his
wi fe was sonetimes unconfortably psychic. He drank his coffee gratefully.

"So," Jansky gasped, having drained his cup at a few gulps. "Larry, when did you first suspect
that you were tel ebaddic?"

"Col |l ege," said Larry. "I was going to Washburn University it's in Kansas and one day a visiting
bi gw g gave the whole school a test for psi powers. W spent the whole day at it. Tel epathy,
esper, PK, prescience, even a weird test for teleportati on which everybody flunked. Judy canme up
hi gh on prescience, but erratic, and | topped everyone on telepathy. That's how we nmet. Wen we
found out we both wanted to go starhopping..."

"Surely that wasn't why you two narried?"

"Not entirely. And it sure as hell isn't why we haven't gotten divorced." Larry grinned a feral
grin, then seened
to recollect hinself. "Tel epathy makes for good marriages, you know. "

"I wouldn't know," Janaky sm | ed.

"I mght have made a good psychol ogi st, "’
start now. | hope

they send out the Lazy Eight II11," he said between his teeth. "They can't desert the col onies
anyway. They can't do that."

Larry said without regret. "But it's a little late to

Jansky refilled both cups. The workmen wheel ed sonet hing through the huge doorway, sonething
covered by a sheet. Larry watched them as he sipped his coffee. He was feeling conpletely rel axed.
Jansky drai ned his second cup as fast as he had finished the first. He nust either love it, Larry
deci ded, or hate it.
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Unexpect edl y Jansky asked, "Do you like dol phins?"
"Sure. Very nuch, in fact."

n W1y?ll
"They have so much fun," was Larry's inadequate sounding reply.
"You're glad you entered your profession?"

"Ch, very. It would have surprised ny father, though. He thought | was going to be a pawnbroker.
You see, | was born with..." H's voice trailed off. "Hey! Is that it?"

"Un?" Jansky | ooked where Larry was | ooking. "Yes, that is the Sea Statue. Shall we go and | ook
at it?"

The three nen carrying the statue took no notice of them They carried it into the cubica
structure of fine wire nesh and set it under one of the crystal-iron helnmets of the contact
machi ne. They had to brace its feet with chocks of wood. The other helnmet, Larry's end of the
contact link, was fixed at the head of an old psychoanal yst's couch. The workmen | eft the cage,
single file, and Larry stood in the open flap and peered at the statue.

The surface was an unbroken, perfect mirror. A crazy mirror. It made the statue difficult to
see, for all that reached the eye was a distorted view of other parts of the room

The statue was less than four feet tall. It |ooked very much Iike a facel ess hobgoblin. The
triangul ar hunp on its back was nore stylized than realistic, and the featurel ess gl obul ar head
was downright eerie. The | egs were strange and bent, and the heels stuck out too far behind the
ankle. It could have been an attenpt to nodel a gnone, except for the strange |l egs and feet and
the stranger surface and the short, thick arnms with massive M ckey Muse, hands.

"I notice he's arnmed," was Larry's first, slightly uneasy comrent. "And he seens to be
crouching."

"Crouching? Take a closer |ook," Jansky invited genially. "And | ook at the feet."

A cl oser | ook was worse. The crouch was nenacing, predatory, as if the supposed alien was about
to charge an eneny or a food animal. The gun, a ringed doubl e-barreled shotgun with no handl e, was
ready to deal death. But--

"I still don't see what you're driving at, but | can see his feet aren't straight. They don't
lie flat to the ground."”

"Right!" Jansky waxed enthusiastic. H's accent thickened noticeably. "That was the first thing
t hought of, when | saw a picture of the statue in the Giffith Park Observatory. | thought, the
thing wasn't nmade to stand up. Why? Then | saw. He is in free flight!"

"Yeah!" It was startling how obvious the thing becane. The statue was in a wei ghtl ess spaceman's
crouch, halfway toward fetal position. O course he was!

"That was when the archaeol ogists were still wondering how the artist had gotten that mrror
finish. Some of them already thought the statue had been left by visitors fromspace. But | had
al ready conpleted ny tine field, you see, and | thought, suppose he was in space and sonethi ng
went wong. He might have put himself in slowtine to wait for rescue. And rescue never canme. So
went to Brasilia C udad and persuaded the UNCCE to let me test ny t'eory. | ained a liddle |aser
beam at one finger..

"And what happened? The |aser couldn't even mark the surface. Then they were convinced. | took
it back here with ne." He beaned happily.

The statue had seened fornidable, arned and crouched and ready to spring. Now it was merely
pitiful. Larry asked, "Can't you bring himout of it?"

Jansky shook his head violently. "No. You see that unshiny bunp on his back?"
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Larry saw it, just below the apex of the triangular hunmp. It was just duller than the perfect
mrror surface which surrounded it, and faintly reddened.

"It sticks out of the field, just a little. Just a few nblecules. | think it was the switch to
turn, off the field. It may have burned off when our friend came through the air, or it may have
rusted away while he was at the bottom of the ocean. So now there is no way to turn it off. Poor
designing," he added contenptuously.

"Well, | think they are ready."

Larry's uneasi ness returned. They were ready. Machinery hunmed and gl owed outside the cage. The
di sk were steady on the hunped contact machine, fromwhich two nulticolored cables led to the
hel nets. Four workmen in |ab snocks stood nearby, not working but not idling. Witing.

Larry wal ked rapidly back to the table, poured and drained half a cup of coffee, and went back
into the cage. "lI'mready too," he announced.

Jansky smled. "Ckay," he said, and stepped out of the cage. Two workmen inmedi ately cl osed the
flap with a zipper fwenty feet |ong.

"Gve me two mnutes to relax,"” Larry called. "Okay," said Jansky.

Larry stretched out on the couch, his head and shoul ders inside the nmetal shell which was his
contact helnet, and closed his eyes. Was Jansky wondering why he wanted extra tinme? Let him
wonder. The contact worked better when he was resting.

Two m nutes and one second from now, what wonders woul d he renmenber?

* k%

Judy Greenberg finished programm ng the apartnent and left. Larry wouldn't be back until late
tonight, if then; various people would be quizzing him They would want to know how he t ook the
"contact." There were things she could do in the neantine.

The traffic was amazing. In Los Angeles, as in any other big city, each taxi was assigned to a
certain altitude. They took off straight up and | anded strai ght down, and the coordi nator took
care of things when two taxis had the sane destination. But here, taxi |evels must have been no
nmore than ten feet apart. In the three years they had been living here Judy had never gotten used
to seeing a cab pass that close overhead. The traffic was faster in Kansas but at least it was set
to keep its distance.

The taxi let her off at the edge of the top strip, the transparent pedestrian walk thirty
stories above the vehicular traffic, in a shopping district. She began to
wal k.

She noticed the city's widely advertised cleanup project at work on many of the bl ack-si ded
bui l di ngs. The stone cane away startlingly white where the decades, sonetines centuries, of dirt
had washed of f. Judy noticed with anusenent that only corner buildings were being cl eaned.

"I should have said, 'Wat do you nean, experience in reading alien mnds? Dol phins have been
I egally human since before you were born!' That's what | should have said,” said Judy to herself.
She began to laugh | quietly. That would have i npressed him Sure it woul d!

She was about to enter a wonen's | eather goods store when it happened. In the back of her m nd
sonet hi ng sl owed, then di sappeared. Involuntarily Judy stopped wal king. The traffic around her
seermed to nove with bew | dering speed. Pedestrians shot by on twinkling feet or were hurled at
suicidal velocities by the slidewal ks. She had known sonething was coning, but she had never
imagined it would feel like this, as if something had been jerked out of her

Judy went into the shop and began searching for gifts. She was determned not to let this throw
her. In six hours he would be back

"Zwei mnuten," Doctor Jansky muttered, and threw the switch
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There was a conpl ai ni ng whine fromthe machinery, rising in pitch and anplitude, higher and
| ouder until even Jansky blinked unconfortably. Then it cut off, sharply and suddenly. The cage
was an unbroken mrror.

The tim ng mechani smwas inside the cage. It would cut the current in "one second."

"It is thirteen twenty," said Jansky. "l suggest we should be back here at nineteen hours." He
I eft the roomwi t hout | ooking back

Kzanol dropped the wire and pushed the button in his chest. The field nust have taken a nonent
to build up, for the universe was suddenly jagged with flying streaks of |ight.

Gravity snatched at him If there were other changes in his personal universe Kzanol didn't
notice. Al he knew was the floor beneath him and the bl ock of something beneath each heel - spur
and the wei ght which yanked himdown. There was no tine to tense his legs or catch his bal ance. He
bl eated and threw both arns out to break his fall

Jansky was the last to arrive. He cane pronptly at nineteen hours, pushing a keg of beer on a
cart. Someone took it from himand wheeled it over to a table.

H s i mage wavered as it passed the cube; the wire wall couldn't have been quite flat.

A newcomer was in the building, a dunpy nman about forty years old, with a blond Mhican haircut.
When Jansky was rid of the keg he cane forward to introduce hinmself. "I'mDr. Dale Snyder, M.
Greenberg' s experinental psychologist. I'll want to talk to himwhen he gets out of there, make
sure he's all right."

Jansky shook hands and offered Snyder a fair share of the beer. At Snyder's insistence he spent
sone tine explaining what he hoped to acconplish

At nineteen twenty the cage remained solid. "There may be a little delay," said Jausky. "The
field takes a few minutes to die. Sonetines |onger."

At nineteen thirty he said, "I hope the alien tinme field hasn't reinforced mne." He said it
softly, in Gernan.

At nineteen fifty the beer was al nost gtnme. Dal e Snyder was making threatening noises, and one
of the technicians was soothing him Jansky, not a diplomt, sat staring fixedly at the silvered
cube. At long intervals he woul d remenber the beer in his paper cup and pour it whole down his
throat. H's | ook was not reassuring.

At twenty hours the cube flickered and was transparent. There was a cheer as Jansky and Snyder
hurried forward. As he got closer Jansky saw that the statue had fallen on its face, and was no
| onger under the contact hel net.

Snyder frowned. Jansky had done a good job of describing the experinent. Now the psychol ogi st
suddenl y wondered: Was that sphere really where the alien kept its brain? If it wasn't, the
experiment would be a failure. Even dol phins were -deceptive that way. The brains were not hi the
bul gi ng "forehead,"” but behind the bl owhole; the "forehead" was a weapon, a heavily padded ram

Larry Greenberg was sitting up. Even fromhere he | ooked bad. H's eyes were glassy, unfocused
he made no nove to stand up. He | ooks nad, thought Dorcas Jansky, hoping that Snyder woul dn't
think so too. But Snyder was obviously worried.

Larry clinbed to his feet with a peculiar rolling notion. He seened to stunble, recovered,
tottered to the edge of the wire curtain. He | ooked |ike he was wal king on raw eggs, trying not to
break them He stooped like a weight lifter, bending his knees and not his back, and picked up
sonmething fromwhere it lay beside the fallen statue. As Jansky reached the wire, Larry turned to
himwith the thing in his hands.

Jansky screanmed. He was blind! And the skin of his face was conming apart! He threw his arns over
his face, feeling the sane tornent in his arnms, and turned to run. Agony |l ashed his back. He ran
until he hit the wall.
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* % %

A nmonent earlier she'd been sound asl eep. Now she was w de awake, sitting straight up in bed,
eyes searching the dark for she didn't know what. She groped for the light switch, but it wasn't
in the right place; her swinging armcouldn't even find the bed control panel. Then she knew t hat
she was on Larry's side of the bed. She found his panel on her right and turned on the | anp.

Where was he? She'd gone to sl eep about seventeen, conpletely beat. He nust be still at UCLA
Sonet hi ng had gone wong, she could feel it!

Was it just a nightmare?

If it had been a nightnmare she couldn't remenber a single detail. But the nood clung, haunting
her. She tried to go back to sleep and found she couldn't. The room seened strange and awful. The
shadows were full of unseen craw ing nonsters.

Kzanol bleated and threw both arms out to break his fall

And went insane. The inpressions poured riotously through his flinching senses and overwhel nmed
him Wth the desperation of a drowning man trying to breathe water, he tried to sort them out
before they killed him

First and nost nmonstrous were the menories of an unfamiliar breed of slave calling itself Larry
Greenberg. They were nore powerful than anything that had ever reached his Power sense. |If Kzanol
had not spent so many years controlling alien |life forns, growing used to the feel of alien
t houghts, his whole personality woul d have been drowned.

Wth a trenendous effort he nanaged to exclude nost of the G eenberg nind fromhis
consci ousness. The vertigo didn't pass. Now his body felt weird, hot and nal forned. He tried to
open his eye, but the nuscles wouldn't work. Then he must have hit the right conbination and his
eye opened. Twi ce! He npaned and shut it tight, then tried again. His eye opened tw ce, two
di stinct and separate notions, but he kept them open because he was | ooking down at his own body.
H s body was Larry Geenberg.

He' d had enough warning. The shock didn't kill him

G ngerly Kzanol began to probe the G eenberg mind. He had to be careful to get only a little
information at a tinme, or he would be swanped. It was very different fromordinary use of the
Power; it was a little like practicing with an anplifier helnet. He got enough to convince him
that he really had been tel eported, or telepathed, or sone ptavv-sired thing, into an alien slave
body.

He sat up slowy and carefully, using the G eenberg reflexes as nuch as he dared because he
wasn't used to the strange muscles. The doubl e vision tended to confuse him but he could see that
he was in a sort of netal mesh enclosure. Qutside... Kzanol got the worst shock of all, and again
he went i nsane.

CQutside the enclosure were slaves, of the same strange breed as his present self. Two of them
were actually coming toward him He hadn't sensed themat all and he still couldn't.

Power | ess!

Athrint is not born with the Power. Generally it takes around two thrintun years for the Power
sense to devel op, and another year before the young thrint can force a coherent order on a sl ave.
In some cases the Power never cones. |If a thrint reaches adulthood without the Power, he is called
a ptavv. He is tattooed permanently pink and sold as a slave, unless he is secretly killed by his
famly. Very secretly. There is no better ground for blackmail than the know edge that a wealthy
fam |y once produced a ptavv.

An adult thrint who | oses the Power is |less predictable. If he doesn't go thrint-catatonic he
may commt suicide; or he may go on a killing spree, slaughtering either every slave or every
thrint that crosses his path; or he may conpul sively forget even the existence of a Power. The
Powerl oss is nore crippling than going blind or deaf, nore huniliating than castration. If a man
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could lose his intelligence, yet retain the menory of what he had |ost,, he nmight feel as Kzano
felt; for the Power is what separates Thrint from Ani nal

Still daring to hope, Kzanol |ooked directly at the advancing aliens and ordered themto STOP
The sense wasn't working, but maybe.... The slaves kept com ng

They were | ooking at hinl Hel plessly he cast about for some way to stop them from | ooki ng. They
were witnessing his shane, these undersized furry whitefoods who now consi dered himan equal. And
he saw the disintegrator, |lying near the abandoned Kzanol body's out-flung hand.

He got to his feet all right, but-when he tried to hop he alnost fell on his face. He nanaged to
wal k over, looking like a terrified novice trying to nove in |ow gravity. The nearest slave had
reached the cage. Kzanol bent his funny knees until he could pick up the disintegrator, using both
hands because his new fingers |ooked so fragile and delicate and helpless. Wth a grow that
somehow got stuck in his throat, he turned the digging instrument on the aliens. \Wen they were
all cowering on the floor or against the walls he whirled and ran, smashed into the wire, backed
off and disintegrated a hole for hinself and ran for the door. He had to | et Greenberg through to
open the door for him

For a long time he thought only of running.

There were green |lights bel ow, spaced sparsely over the |and between the cities. You had to fly
high to see two at a tine. Between cities nost cars did fly that high, especially if the driver
ivas the cautious type. The lights were service stations. Usually a car didn't need servicing nore
than twice a year, but it was nice to be able to see hel p when you were in open country. The
I oneliness could get fierce for a city man, and nost nmen were city men.

It was al so nice to know you could land near a green light without finding yourself on top of a
tree or halfway over a cliff.

Kzanol steered very wide of the cities, and avoided the green lights too. He couldn't have faced
a slave in his present state. Wien he left the physics | evel he had gone straight to the roof
parking levels, to the haven of his Vol kswagen, and taken it straight up. Then he had faced the
probl em of destination. He didn't really want to go anywhere. When he reached altitude he set the
car for New York, knowing that he could change back to California before he got there. Henceforth
he let the car drive itself, except when he had to steer around a city.

He did a ot of steering. The green country was nore nearly islands in a sea of city than vice
versa. Tine and again he found narrow i sthnuses of city, lines of buildings half a mile across
followi ng old superhi ghways. He crossed these at top speed and went on

At one hour he had to bring the car down. The drive had been grueling. Only his mad urge to flee
had kept him going; and he was beginning to know that he had nowhere to flee to. He felt aches and
pai ns that were sheer torture to him although G eenberg woul d have ignored themfromhabit. H's
fingers were cranped and sore; they seened nore delicate than ever. He was not mstaken in this.
The Greenberg nenory told himwhy the little finger of his I eft hand ached constantly: a baseball
acci dent that had heal ed wong. And G eenberg had taken this crippling disaster for granted!

Kzanol was al nost afraid to use his hands for anything. There were other pains. H's cranped
muscl es ached fromsitting in one position for five hours. His right leg was in agony fromits
constant pressure on the throttle during override maneuvers. He itched everywhere that clothing
pressed agai nst his body.

He brought the car down in the mddle of a stunted wood in Arizona. Hurriedly lie got out and
stripped off his clothes. Mich better! He tossed theminto the right-hand seat-- he m ght need
them agai n soneti me-- got back in and turned on the heater. Now he itched where he touched the
seat, but he could stand it.

He had been letting G eenberg's reflexes drive the car, and in the process had gotten used to
the presence of Greenberg in his mnd. He could draw on the nenory set with little disconfort and
wi t hout fear. But he had not becone used to the alien body he now wore, and he had no slightest
intention of adjusting to the Ioss of the Power. Kzanol wanted his body back
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He knew where it was: he'd seen it when he got the disintegrator. The G eenberg nenories filled
in the details for him Cbviously he had thrown the disintegrator when he put his arnms out to
protect hinself. The body woul d keep until he found sonme way of getting back to it.

To do that he would need a way to operate the nmen who operated the contact nachi ne. He woul d
need a great deal of technological help to break the Kzanol body out of stasis; he'd seen, as
Greenberg, the rusted spot on his back. But to get all this help he needed the Power. How? Hi s
human brain didn't have the Power in it.

But there was one chance. Humans had space travel, renenbered Kzanol/ G eenberg. Pitiful space
travel: ships that took decades to cross between the inhabited worlds, and days even to cruise the
pl anets of the "solar system" But space travel it was. If he could find the F124 system and if
it were close enough to reach, he could get the anplifier helnmet. And G eenberg had had
rudi mentary tel epat hy.

The hel met coul d boost his tiny talent into a senblance of thrintun Power.

Wiere was he now? He nust have missed F124, Kzanol decided, and gone on to a haphazard collision
with this planet Earth. Were and when had he | anded? Could he reach the lost planet within
Greenburg's lifetime?

Greenberg's body wanted dinner (it was 1:20 hours), water, and a cigarette. Kzanol had no
trouble ignoring the hunger and thirst, for a thrint would kill hinmself if he ate enough to
satisfy his hunger, and rupture his storage sac if he drank until he wasn't thirsty. The battle
for food had been very fierce anong the thrint's dunb ancestors. But he had cigarettes. He snoked
and found that he liked it, although he had to fight an urge to chew the filter.

Where was he? He let Larry Greenberg's nenory cone to the surface. Hi gh school. History class,
with | ousy grades. The race for space; Mon bases; Mars bases. The Belt. Col oni zation of the Belt.
The econonics behind the Belt. Confinenent Asteroid. Overpopulation on Earth. Fertility Laws;
Fertility Board; Superman |nsurrection. Sanction against the Belt, during an argunment over the use
of the Jovian noons. There was a | ot of extraneous nmaterial coming through, but Kzanol was gettny
a good picture of the solar system He was on the third planet, and it was binary. He had been
extremely lucky to hit it.

The UN power sender on Mercury. Failure of the economic sanction. Linmts of Belt autonomicity.
Industrial warfare. Wiy was the Belt being treated as a villain? Forget it. Belt mning of
Saturn's rings for water. Saturn's rings. Rings!

"Youch!" Kzanol hurled the cigarette butt away and stuffed his burnt fingers in his nouth.

F124. So this is F124, he thought. It doesn't look like F124. He started to shiver, so he turned
up the heater.

At one-thirty Judy got up and went out. The nightnare feeling had beconme too much to bear, alone
in the dark. And Larry hadn't call ed.

A cab dropped to the corner in answer to her ring. She didn't know t he address of the UCLA
Physi cs Level, but there was a phone in the cab. She had Information type the address on the cab
destination board. The cab whirred and rose.

Judy | eaned back in the soft seat. She was tired, even though she couldn't sleep

The enornmous pillar that was UCLA blazed with light; but these were night lights, to protect the
structure fromaircraft. Yet-- a level halfway up was three tines as bright as the rest. Judy
guessed which level this was, even before the cab started down. As they swooped toward the | anding
bal cony she noticed other details.

The big square vehicle was an anbul ance, one with large capacity. Those little cars with the
ext ended notor housi ngs were police. There were tiny figures noving around.

* % %

Automatically Kzanol lit his last cigarette. H's nouth and throat were raw, was that normal ? He
remenbered that it wasn't, except when he had been snoking far too nuch
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And then the Tinme of Ri pening would conme. Suddenly everyone would be in a hurry; Dad and
Grandpa would return to the house very late and bone-tired, and the slaves never rested at all.
Al'l day and night there was the sound of trees being. felled, and the | ow whirr of the stripping
pl ant.

Bef ore he was ol d enough to help, he used to sit beneath the guardi an sunflowers and watch the
trees go into the stripping plant. They would go in |looking |like any other npul tree: perfectly
straight, with the giant green flower at the top, and the dark blue stalk ending in a tapering tap
root. In the stripping plant the flower and the soft bark and the tap root would be renoved. The
| ogs woul d cone out shining in the sun, with nothing left but the solid fuel rocket core and the
thin iron-crystal skin beneath the bark. Then the | ogs woul d be shipped to all the nearby
civilized worlds, in ships which lifted on other stage tree | ogs.

But first there was the testing. A log was selected at randomand fitted into the testing bl ock
G andf at her and Dad woul d be standi ng by, each | ooking Iike he had sucked a sour gnal. They
wat ched with single-m nded concentration as the log was fired, ready to di sapprove a whole crop at
the slightest sign of msfire. Kzanol used to try to inmtate their expressions. The little tnuctip
techni ci ans woul d be running around setting instrunents and | ooking harried and i nportant. They
seenmed too small to be intelligent aninmals, but they were. Their quaint biological science had
mut ated the stage trees out of worthless npul trees. They had created the sunflowers which guarded
the house: a hedge of twelve-foot trunks, each bearing a flexible silver mrror to focus sunlight
on the green photosynthetic node, or to shift that focus onto an attacki ng enemy. Tnuctipun had
built the gigantic, mndless yeast-eating whitefoods which fed the fam |y and the carnivorous
tnucti pun thensel ves. They had been given nore freedomthan any other slave race, because

they had proven the worth of their freethinking brains.

A tnuctip would set off the |og. The flame woul d shoot

out over the valley, blue-white and very straight, darkening at the end to red snoke, while
instrunents nmeasured the log's precise thrust and Grandfather snmled in satisfaction. The flane
shook the world with its sound, so that little Kzanol used to fear that the thrust was in-creasing
the planet's spin..

Kzanol / Greenberg reached to knock the ash off his last cigarette and saw his second-to-I| ast
burning in the ash tray, two-thirds snoked. He hadn't done that since high school! He cursed a
thrintun curse and al nost strangled on it; his throat positively wasn't built for overtaik.

He wasn't gaining anything with his rem niscing, either

Wherever in the universe he was, he still had to reach

a spaceport. He needed the anplifier. Later he could figure out why there were aliens on F124,
and why they thought they had been here | onger than was possible. He started the notor and punched
for Topeka, Kansas.

He'd have to steal a ship anyway. It might as well be an armed ship (since this region of space
was | awl ess by definition, having no thrintun), and there was a mlitary spaceport near Topeka.

Wait a moment, he thought. This couldn't be F124. There were too many pl anets! F124 had only
ei ght, and here there were nine.

Now t hat he was started he noticed ot her discrepancies. The asteroid belt of F124 had been far
t hi cker, and her noon had had a slight rotation, he remenbered. He was in the wong systen

Merely a coincidence! Kzanol grinned. And what a coincidence! The habitable planet, the ringed

pl anet, the ordered sizes of the worlds ... cone to think of it, he was the only thrint ever to
have found two slave planets. He would be the richest being in the galaxy! He didn't care, now, if
he never found the map. But, of course, he still needed the amplifier

* % %

Judy felt that she was on the verge of a tantrum "But can't they talk at all?" she begged,
knowi ng she was bei ng unreasonabl e.

Los Angel es Police Chief Lloyd Masney's patience was wearing thin. "Ms. Geenberg," he said
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heavily. "You know that Doctor Jansky is having his eyes and face replaced at this nmonent. Also a
wi de patch of skin on his back, which was taken off alnost down to the spinal cord. The others are
al nost as badly off. Dr. Snyder has no eye danmge, but the part of his face that he didn't cover
with his hands is being replaced, and the pal ns of his hands, and sone skin fromhis back. Knudsen
did have his spinal cord opened, and sone ribs too. The autodoc won't |et us wake any of them up
even under police priority, except for M. Trinonti. He is being questioned while the 'doc

repl aces skull and scalp fromthe back of his head. He has had a bad shock, and he is under | ocal
anesthetic, and you may not disturb hini! You may hear the transcription of our interview when we
have it. Meanwhile, may | offer you some coffee?"

"Yes, thank you," said Judy. She thought he was giving her a chance to get a grip on herself,
and was grateful. When he came back with the coffee she sipped it for a few nonents, covertly
studyi ng the police chief.

He was a burly man who wal ked |i ke he had bad feet. No wonder if he did; his hands and feet were
both tiny in proportion to the rest of his body. He had straight white hair and a dark conpl exi on.
H s bushy nustache was al so white. He seened al nbst as inpatient as she. She had not yet seen him
sit in normal fashion; now his | egs were draped over one armof his swivel chair while his
shoul ders rested agai nst the other

"Have you any idea where he is now?" She couldn't restrain herself.

"Sure," Masney said unexpectedly. "He just crossed the Kansas-Col orado border at a hei ght of
ni ne thousand feet. | guess he doesn't know how to short out his |license sender. But then, maybe
he just didn't bother."

"Maybe he just doesn't like cities," said the old man in the corner. Judy had thought he was
asl eep. He had been introduced as Lucas Garner, an Armof the UN. Judy waited for himto go on
but he seened to think he had expl ai ned hinsel f. Masney explained for him

"You see, we don't advertise the fact that all our override beanmers are in the cities. |I figure
that if he knows enough to go around the cities, which he's been doing, he nust know enough to
short out his license so that we can't follow him Luke, have you got some reason to think he
doesn't like cities?"

Luke nodded. Judy thought he | ooked |ike the oldest man in the world. H s face was as winkl ed
as Satan's. He rode a ground-effect travel chair as powerful as a personal tank. "I've been
expecting sonething like this for years," he said. "Lloyd, do you renenber when the Fertility Laws
went into force, and | told you that a | ot of hom cidal nuts would start killing bachel ors who had
gotten pernmits to have children? And it happened. This is like that. | thought it m ght happen on
Jinx, but it happened here instead.

"Larry Greenberg thinks he's an alien.”
Judy was stunned. "But he's done this before," she protested.

"No." Garner drew a lit cigarette fromthe armof his chair. "He hasn't. He's worked with nen
and dol phins. Now he's run into sonething he can't take. |I've got a hunch what it is, and I'd give
my wheel chair" --Judy |ooked, but it didn't have wheels-- "to knowif I'mright.

"Ms. Greenberg. Has your husband ever been asked to read the mnd of a tel epath?”
Mut el y Judy shook her head.

"So," said Garner. Again he | ooked like he'd gone to sleep, this time with a cigarette burning
between his fingers. H s hands were huge, with nmuscles showi ng beneath the | oose, nottled skin
and hi s shoul ders bel onged on a bl acksmith. The contrast between Ganer's nassive torso and his
hel pl ess, al nost fleshiess legs made himlook a little Iike a bald ape. He cane to life, sucked in
a massi ve dose of snobke, and went on tal king.

"Lloyd's men got here about fifteen minutes after Larry Geenberg left. Trinmonti called the
cops, of course; nobody el se could nove. Lloyd hinself was here in another ten. Wien he saw the
wounds on the nen G eenberg shot, he called ne in Brussels.
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"I"'man Arm a nenber of the UN Technol ogi cal Police. There was a chance the weapon that made
t hose wounds woul d have to be suppressed. Certainly it needed investigation. So ny first interest
was the weapon.

"l don't suppose either of you ever heard of Buck Rogers? No? Too bad. Then I'Il just say that
noi hing in our present technology could have led to a weapon like this.

"I't does not destroy matter, which is reassuring. Rewiting one |l aw of physics is worse than
trying to eat one peanut. The weapon scatters matter. Lloyd' s nen found traces of blood and flesh
and bone formng a greasy layer all over the room Not nerely mcroscopic traces, but clunps too
small to see at all

"Trinmonti's testinony was a godsend. Cbviously the Sea Statue dropped the weapon, and G eenberg
used it.
Why ?"

Masney runbled, "CGet to the point, Luke."

"Ckay, here it comes. The contact helnet is a very conplicated psionics device. One question the
psychol ogi sts have wondered about is this. Wy don't the contact nen get nore confused when
extraneous nmenories pour in? Usually there's a few nminutes of confusion, and then everything
straightens out. They say it's because the incom ng nenories are weak and fuzzy, but that's only
hal f an answer. It nmay even be a result, not a cause.

"Picture it. Two nmen sit down under crystal-iron hel nets, and when one of them gets up he has
two conpl ete sets of menories. Wi ch one is hin®

"Well, one set remenbers a different body fromthe one he finds hinmself in. Mre inportant, one
set remenbers being a telepath and the other doesn't! One set renenbers sitting down under a
contact helnet with the foreknow edge that when her gets up he will have two sets of nenories.
Naturally the contact nman will behave as if that set were his own. Even with eight or ten
different menory sets, the contact man will automatically use his own.

"Well, let's say the Sea Statue is a telepath. Not a tel epathy-prone, like Larry G eenberg, but
a full telepath, able to read any m nd whenever be chooses. Suddenly all bets are off. G eenberg
wakes with two sets of nenories, and one set renenbers readi ng hundreds of other nminds, or
t housands! CGot it?"

"Yes. Ch, yes,"” said Judy. "I warned hi msonething was going to happen. But what can we do?"

"If he doesn't pass over a city soon we'll have to send up interceptors. W'd better wait 'ti
Snyder gets out of the 'doc."

* k% %

Kzanol dropped the car again half an hour later. He had been wondering about the peculiar gritty
feeling in his eyes, and when he felt he was about to | ose consciousness he becane frightened.
Then his Geenberg nenories told himwhat was wong. He was sl eepy.

He didn't even waste tinme worrying about it. Kzanol was getting used to the huniliations that
came with Greenberg's body. He put the car down in a plowed field and sl ept.

He woke at first light and took the car up at once. And then, incredibly, he began to enjoy
hi msel f. Towns and cities appeared before the speeding car, and he circled them cautiously; but
the countryside began to attract his attention. The fields of grain and alfalfa were strange in
their small size and checkerboard design. There was other vegetation, and he dropped |low to
examne the trees. Trees with shapel ess woolly green heads instead of flowers. Trees that
sonetimes hugged the ground as if fearing the sky. Perhaps the wi nds were dangerous on this world.
Trees that al nost never grew conpletely straight; they were weird and asynmetrical and beautiful,
and the Greenberg nmenory could tell himlittle about them G eenberg was a city man. He curved out
of his way to see them He dipped | ow over quaint houses with peaked roofs, delighted by their
novel architecture, and he wondered agai n about Earth's weather. G eenberg, jogged this tineg,
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remenbered a Kansas tornado. Kzanol was inpressed.

Kzanol was as happy as a tourist. True, he was even nore unconfortable, for he was hungry and
thirsty and in need of nicotine or gnals. But he could ignore these minor disconforts; he was a
thrint, he knew that a gnal would be deadly poison, and it had been Greenberg's fixed belief that
he coul d stop snmoki ng whenever he pl eased. Kzanol believed himand ignored the craving. Normally
he woul d trust anything he found in the G eenberg nenory.

So he gawked at the scenery like any tourist doing something new and different.

After two hours it began to pall. The problem of where in space he was was worryi ng himagain
But he saw the solution already. The Topeka Public Library was the place to go. If a nearby solar
system had been found which was nearly identical with this one, he would find it listed there. The
Belt tel escopes, unhanpered by atnospheric distortion, were able to see planets circling other
suns; and the interstellar ranscoop robots had been searching out man-habitable systens for nearly
a century. If the F124 system had not yet been found, it was beyond the reach of terran ships, and
he might as well decently commt suicide.

Amazi ng, how nearly alike were the F124 system and the solar system There were the two
habitable binary thirds, the giant fifths, the asteroid belts, simlar in positionif not in
density, the correspondence of size and position of the first eight planets of each system the
ringed sixth it was al nbst too much to believe.

Ch, Powerl oss. Kzanol / Greenberg sighed and cracked his knuckles, badly frightening hinself. It
*was* too nmuch to believe. He didn't believe it.

Suddenly he was very tired. Thrintun was very far away in an unknown direction. The anplifier
hel met, and everything el se he owned, were probably equally unreachable in a conpletely different
direction. H s Power was gone, and even his body had been stolen by sone terrifying slave sorcery.
But worst of all, he had no idea what to do next!

A city rose in the distance. Hs car was making straight for it. He was about to steer around it
when he realized it nust be Topeka. So he put his head in his arns and wi shed he could | ose
consci ousness again. The strength seened to have | eaked out of him

This had to be F124.
But it couldn't be. The systemhad an extra world and not enough asteroids.

But, he renenbered, Pluto was supposed to be a stowaway in the solar system There was its queer
orbit, and sonme nmat hematical discrepancy in its size. Perhaps it was captured by Sol before he
awakened.

But in three hundred years? Hi ghly unlikely.

Kzanol raised his face, and his face showed terror. He knew perfectly well that three hundred
years was his lower limt; the brain board had given hima three-hundred-year journey using half
the ship's power. He m ght have been buried nuch |onger than that.

Suppose he accepted Pluto. Wat about the slave race, happily living where there should have
been only yeast, covering the oceans a foot deep, or at nost whitefoods, big as brontosaurs and
twice as pretty, wandering along the shorelines feeding on mutated scun?

He couldn't explain it, so he dropped it.

But the asteroid belt was certainly thinner than it had been. True, it would have thinned out
anyway in time, what with photon pressure and solar w nd pushing dust and the smaller particles
outward into deep space, and collisions with the bigger planets renoving a few rocks, and even
sone of the nobst eccentric asteroids being slowed and killed by friction with the sol ar atnosphere
whi ch nust extend well past Earth. But that was not a matter for a few hundred years. O even
t housands. O hundreds of--

And he knew.
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Not hundreds of years, or hundreds of thousands. He had been at the bottomof the sea while the
sol ar systemcaptured a new planet, and |lost a good third of its asteroid belt, while oceans of
food yeast nutated and went bad, and nutated again, and again... At the bottom of the sea he had
wai ted whil e yeast becane grass and fish and now wal ked on two legs like a thrint.

A billion years wouldn't be |ong enough. Two billion mght do it.

He was hugging his knees with both arnms, alnost as if he were trying to bury his head between
them A thrint couldn't have done that. It was not the pure passage of tinme that frightened him
so. It was the |oss of everything he knew and | oved, even his own race. Not only Thrintun the
worl d, but also Thrint the species, nust be lost in the past. If there had been thrintun in the
gal axy they woul d have col oni zed Earth | ong ages ago.

He was the last thrint.
Slow y he raised his head, to stare, expressionless, at the wide city beneath him
He coul d damm wel | behave like a thrint.

The car had stopped. He nust be over the center of Topeka. But which way was the spaceport? And
how woul d he get in? G eenberg, worse luck, had had no experience in stealing spacecraft. Well,
first find out where it was, and then..

The ship was vibrating. He could feel it with those ridiculously delicate fingertips. There was
sound too, too high to hear, but he could feel it jangling in his nerves. Wat was goi ng on?

He went to sleep. The car hung for a nonent |onger, then started down.
* k%
"They always stack ne in the rear of the plane,” Garner grunbl ed.

LI oyd Masney was unsynpathetic. "You're lucky they don't make you ride in the baggage
conmpartnent-- seeing as you refuse to | eave that hot rod there alone.”

"Wll, why not? I'"'ma cripple!™

"Uh huh. Aren't the Ch'ien treatnents working?"

"Well, yes, in a manner of speaking. My spinal cord is carrying some nmessages again. But wal ki ng
ten paces around a roomtwi ce a day just about kills nme. It'll be another year before | can wal k
downt own and back. Meanwhile ny chair rides with me, not in the luggage conpartnent. |'mused to
it."

"You'll never miss that year," Masney told him "How old are you now, Luke?"

"Hundred and seventy next April. But the years aren't getting any shorter, Lloyd, contrary to
public opinion. Wy do they have to stack me in the rear? | get nervous when | see the wings turn
red hot." He shifted unconfortably.

Judy Greenberg cane back fromthe rest roomand sat down next to Lloyd. Luke was across the
aisle, in the space nade by renmoving two chairs before takeoff. Judy seened to have recovered
ni cely; she | ooked and noved as if she had just left a beauty parlor. Froma di stance her face was
calm Garner could see the slight tension in the nuscles around the eyes, in the cheeks, through
the neck. But Garner was very old. He had his own, non-psychic way of reading ninds. He said, as
if to enpty air, "W'll be landing in half an hour. Greenberg will be sleeping peacefully until we
get there."

"Good," said Judy. She |eaned forward and turned on the tridee screen in the seat ahead.

* k%

Kzanol felt a brand new and horribly unpl easant sensation, and woke up sputtering. It was the
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scent of amonia in his nostrils. He woke up sputtering and gaggi ng and bent on mass nurder. The
first slave he saw, he ordered to kill itself in a horrible manner

The slave sniled tremulously at him "Darling, are you all right?" Her voice was terribly
strained and her snile was a lie.

Everything came back in a rush. That was Judy... "Sure, beautiful, I'mfine. Wuld you step
out side while these good people ask nme sone questions?"

"Yes, Larry." She stood up and left, hurrying. Kzanol waited until the door was cl osed before he
turned on the others.

"You." He faced the man in the travel chair. He nust be in charge; he was obviously the ol dest.
"Why did you subject Judy to this?"

"I was hoping it would jog your menory. Did it?"

"My nenory is perfect. | even renenber that Judy is a sentient fenale, and that the idea of ny
not being Larry Greenberg would be a considerabl e shock to her. That's why | sent her away."

"Good for you. Your ferales aren't sentient?"

"No. It must be strange to have a sentient mate." Kzanol dug nonentarily into G eenberg's
menories, snmled a dirty smle, then got back to the business at hand. "How did you bring ne
down?"

The ol d one shrugged. "Easy enough. W put you to sleep with a sonic, then took over your car's
autopilot. The only risk was that you might be on manual. By the way, |'m Garner. That's Masney."

Kzanol took the information w thout coment. He saw that Masney was a stocky nman, so wide that
he seenmed nuch shorter than his six feet two inches, and his hair and eating tendrils or whatever
were dead white.

Masney was staring thoughtfully at Kzanol. It was the kind of | ook a new biol ogy student gives a
preserved sheep's heart before he goes to work with the scal pel

"Greenberg," he said, "why'd you do it?"

Kzanol didn't answer.

"Jansky's lost both his eyes and nost of his face. Knudsen will be a cripple for nearly a year
you cut his spinal cord. Wth this." He pulled the disintegrator out of a drawer. "VWhy? D d you
think it would make you king of the world? That's stupid. It's only a hand weapon."

"I't's not even that," said Kzanol. He found it easy to speak English. Al he had to do was
relax. "It's a digging or cutting tool, or a shaping instrument. Nothing nore."

Masney stared. "G eenberg,
you are?"

he whi spered, as if he were afraid of the answer, "who do you think

Kzanol tried to tell him He alnost strangled doing it. Overtalk didn't fit human vocal cords.
"Not Greenberg," he managed. "Not a... slave. Not hunan."

"Then what ?"

He shook his head, rubbing his throat.

"Ckay. How does this innocuous tool work?"

"You push that little button and the beam starts renoving surface material."
"That's not what | neant."

"Ch. Well, it suppresses the... charge on the electron. | think that's right. Then whatever is
in the beamstarts to tear itself apart. W use the big ones to scul pture nountains." H's voice
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dropped to a whisper. "W did." He started to choke, caught hinself. Masney frowned.
Garner asked, "How | ong were you underwater?"

"I think between one and two billion years. Your years or nmine, they aren't that nuch

different."

"Then your race is probably dead."

"Yes." Kzanol |ooked at his hands, unbelievingly. "How in--" he gurgled, recovered, "how under
the Power did | get into this body? G eenberg thought that was only a tel epathy machi ne!"

Gar ner nodded. "Right. And you've been in that body, so to speak, all along. The alien's
menori es were superinmposed on your brain, Greenberg. You' ve been doing the sane thing with
dol phins for years, but it never affected you this way. Wat's the matter with you, G eenberg?
Snap out of it!"

The slave in the travel chair made no nove to kill hinself. "You," Kzanol/ G eenberg paused to
transl ate, "whitefood. You despicable, decaying, crippled whitefood with defective sex organs.
Stop telling ne who | aml | know who | am " He | ooked down at his hands. Tears forned at the
corners of his eyes and ran itching down his cheeks, but his face remai ned as expressionless as a
nmoron's. Garner blinked at him "You think you are what's-his-nane, the alien terror from Quter
Space? Nuts. The alien terror is down on the first floor of this building, and he's perfectly
harm ess. If we could get himback to normal time he would be the first to call you an inpostor
Later 1'll take you down and show himto you

"Part of what you said is true. | am of course, an old man. But what is a, er, whitefood?" He
made the word a separate question.

Kzanol had cal ned down. "I translated. The whitefood is an artificial animal, created by the
tnuctipun as a neat aninmal. A whitefood is as big as a dinosaur and as snmooth and white as a
shmoo. They're a lot |ike shmoos. W can use all of their bodies, except the skeleton, and they
eat free food, which is alnost as cheap as air. Their shape is like a caterpillar reaching for a
| eaf. The nouth is at the front of the belly foot."

"Free food?"

Kzanol / Greenberg didn't hear him "That's funny. Garner, do you renenber the pictures of
bandersnatchi that the second Jinx expedition sent back? Greenberg was going to read a
bandersnat ch m nd soneday."

"Sure. Hey!"
"Bandersnatchi are whitefoods," said Kzanol/ G eenberg. "They don't have m nds."

"l guessed that. But, son, you've got to remenber that they've had two billion years to devel op
m nds. "

"I't wouldn't help them They can't nutate. They were designed that way. A whitefood is one big
cell, with a chronmosome as long as your armand as thick as your little finger. Radiation could
never affect them and the first thing that woul d be harmed by any injury would be the buddi ng
appar atus." Kzanol / Greenberg was bew | dered. \What price another coincidence? "Wy woul d anyone
think they were intelligent?”

"Well, for one thing," Garner said nmildly, "the report said the brain was trenendous. Wi ghed as
much as a three-year-old boy."

Kzanol / Greenberg | aughed. "They were designed for that, too. The brain of a whitefood has a
wonder ful flavor, so the tnuctip engineers increased its size. So?"

"So it's convoluted |ike a human brain."
Why, so it was. Like a human brain, and a tnuctip brain, and a thrint brain, for that matter

Now why- -
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Kzanol / G eenberg cracked his knuckles, then hurriedly separated his hands so that he couldn't do
it again. The mystery of the intelligent "bandersnatch” bothered him but he had other things to
worry about. Wiy, for exanple, hadn't he been rescued? Three hundred years after he pushed the
pani ¢ button, he nust have struck the Earth |ike the destroying wath of the Powergiver. Soneone
on the noon nust have seen it.

Coul d the lunar observation post have been abandoned?
Why ?

Garner crashed into his thoughts. "Maybe sonething bigger than a cosm c ray nade the nutations.
Sonet hing |i ke a machi ne-gun volley or a neteor storm"

Kzanol / G eenberg shook his head. "Any other evidence?"

"Ch, hell yes. Geenberg, what do you know about Jinx?"

"A good deal ," said Kzanol /G eenberg. Larry's know edge of Jinx had been as thorough as any
colonist's. The nmenories clicked into place, unbidden, at the sound of the word. Jinx..

Moon of Binary, third planet out fromSirius A Binary was a banded orange gi ant, bigger than
Jupiter, and nuch warnmer. Jinx was six times as big as Earth, with a gravity of one point seven
eight, and with a period of rotation nore than four days long. O all the factors which had shaped
Jinx, the nost inportant had been its lack of radioactive materials. For Jinx was solid al
through its rocky lithosphere and hal fway to the center of its nickel-iron core.

Long ago-- before even his time, Kzanol's tine-- Jinx had been much closer to Binary. So close
that the tides had stopped her spin and pulled her into an egg shape. Later, those sanme tides had
pushed her outward. Not unusual. But, though the atnosphere and ocean assuned a nore spherica
shape, Jinx did not. The body of the noon was still egg shaped.

Jinx was an Easter egg, banded in different colors by the varying surface pressures.

The ocean was a broad ring of what nust be extrenely salty water running through the poles of
rotation. The regions which the colonists called the Ends, marked by the points nearest to and
furthest fromBinary, were six hundred nmiles "higher" than the ocean: six hundred miles further
fromthe noon's center of mass. They stuck right out of the atnmosphere. In the photographs masered
in fromthe first expedition, the Ends had shown bone white, with a tracery of sharp bl ack
shadows. Further fromthe Ends the shadows di sappeared beneath the atnosphere, and cl ouds began to
appear. The clouds becane thicker and thicker, with

brown-and-gray earth showing nore and nore rarely, until suddenly the clouds were in ful
control. The ocean was forever hidden beneath a band of pernmanent fleecy cloud thousands of miles
wide. At sea level the air was terrifically dense, with a constant tenperature of two hundred and
seventy degrees Fahrenheit.

The colony of Sirius Mater was on the Eastern continent, three thousand mniles east of the ocean
a triangle of cultivated Iand and inflatable buildings at the fork of two rivers. The first
col oni sts had picked a | anding place with a high surface pressure, know ng that the denser
at nrosphere would help protect themfromthe tenperature changes during the |ong days and ni ghts,
and fromthe ultraviolet scourge of blue-white Sirius A Sirius Mater now boasted a popul ati on of
al nrost two hundred punsters of all ages..

"Good," said Garner. "Then | won't have to explain anything. Can | borrow the phone, LIl oyd?"
"Sure." Lloyd hooked a thunb at one wall.

The phone screen was a big one; it covered half the wall. Luke dialed thirteen quick notions of
the forefinger. In a nonent the screen cleared to reveal a slender young wonan with wavy brunette
hai r.

"Technol ogi cal Police, Records Ofice."
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"This is Lucas Garner, operative-at-large. Here's ny ident." He held a plastic card up to the
canmera. "lI'd like the bandersnatchi sections fromthe Jinx report of 2106."

"Yes sir." The woman rose and wal ked of f canera.

Kzanol / Greenberg | eaned forward to watch. The last report fromJinx had arrived only two nonths
ago, and nost of it had not been nade public. He renenbered seeing stills of the bandersnatchi
but no nore. Now, with new eyes eager to conpare, he would see whether a bandersnatch was really a
whi t ef ood.

It should not have mattered. By all rights he should have felt as he had when Masney's sonic

sleeping pill first wore off. Friendless, honel ess, disenbodied, defeated past all hope. But a
prisoner's first duty is always to escape; by collaboration, by treachery, by theft and nurder, by
any nmeans at all. If he could lull these arrogant slaves into jhinking he woul d cooperate; would

give information freely And he had to know. Later he woul d deci de why the
question seened so inportant. Now he only knew that it was. The suggestion that a whitefood
m ght be intelligent had hit himwith the force of a deadly insult.

Why? But never nind why. Was it true?

The girl was back, smiling. "M. Garner, I'll now turn you over to Mayor Herkimer." She touched
sonet hi ng bel ow t he edge of her desk

The picture dissolved and reforned, but now it was ragged, shot with random dots of col ored
light. A nmaser beam had crossed nine light years to bring this picture and had been sonewhat torn
up on the way, by dust and gee fields and crossing |ight waves.

Mayor Herki nmer had brown hair and a bushy brown beard over a square jaw. Hs voice was ragged
with interference, but his enunciation was clear and careful and tw sted by an unknown accent.

"Since everything that wasn't wel ded down had | ong since been renoved fromthe Lazy Eight 11,
and since the fusion plant in the Lazy Eight | was not damaged in the original |anding and wll
gi ve us power for a god-dam century, and since there was little work to be done until spring in
any case, the Authority voted to risk the Lazy Eight Il in exploring Jinx's oceanic regions.
Accordingly six of us red-hot explorers, nanely--" Herkinmer naned names, "took the ship up and
went west. A circular flying wing isn't exactly a goddam airpl ane, but the ship was lighter than
during first landing, and we had enough power to stay up forever or to nake a straight-up |anding
anywhere we could find flat |and.

"One problemwas that the goddamvisibility kept dropping--"
Gar ner whi spered, "Their slang seens to have changed sonmewhat since they noved to Jinx."
"Ch, you noticed that?"

Kzanol / Greenberg twi tched in annoyance at the interruption. That woul d have marked himfor an
ali en anywhere! In 2106 you | earned not to hear extraneous noi ses before you went insane.

"--Couldn't see at all. The light fromthe fusion drive didn't show us the ground until we were
two hundred feet up. We landed on the solid jets, near the shoreline, and started the caneras.
Ri ght away we were surrounded by these."

Mayor Herkiner had a sense of drama. As he stopped tal king, the scene junped to a sandy, sloping
beach. The sand in the foreground was bl ackened and blown into a curving wall. Beyond, the ocean
There were no waves on that ocean. The water seenmed thick. Thick and gray and I|iving.

Sonet hi ng noved into view. Sonething white; sonething |like an enornously nagnified slug, but
with a snooth, slick skin. Fromthe front of the beast reared a brontosaur neck with no head at
all. At its base the neck was as wide as the animal's shoulders. It rose in a conical slope. The
tip was thick and rounded, featureless but for two tufts of black bristles.

The canera watched as the beast approached; saw it stop at the scorched sand. OGthers of its kind
cane out of the nmist. The canera swept a full circle, and everywhere there were enornous white
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bul ks i ke al bi no sperm whal es swi M ng through sand.

Their rounded tips swng back and forth; the tufted bristles blew without wind. O course the
bristles were sense organs; and of course the nouths were invisible because the nmouths were al
cl osed. Unusual in a whitefood. But they were whitefoods, and no nistake.

Mayor Herki ner spoke. "These pictures were taken in visible light, but with a | ong exposure,
whi ch accounts for the dam blurring. To us it was |like night. Wnston Doheny, our biologist, took
one | ook at these nonsters and dubbed them *Frumni ous bandersnatch*. This species nanme is now in
the goddam | og. Harlow went out in a segnented arnor suit and shot a bandersnatch for dissection
and the rest ran off. Fortunately the suit stood up to the heat and pressure.”

Films showed the action. Tracer bullets stitching six lines fromoff-canera through the bul ky
front of a bandersnatch. The silent death, evidenced only by a suddenly drooping tip. Wite shapes
fadi ng ghostlike into the mst. Herkimer continued, "They run on a rippling belly foot, and as you
can see, they nove goddam f ast.

"According to Doheny this animal is one big cell. Nerves are simlar to human nerves in
structure, but have no cell body, no nuclei, nothing to separate them from other specialized
protoplasm The brain is long and narrow, and is packed into a bone shell at the el evated tapering
tip. This skull is one end of a jointless, flexible, very strong internal cage of bone. Apparently
God never intended the beast to shift position." Garner wi nced at the unconsci ous bl aspheny. "The
mout h, which was closed in the film is just ahead of the belly foot, and is good for nothing but
scoopi ng up yeast fromthe ocean."

The filmshowed details fromthe dissection of the bandersnatch. Evidently the two cops at the
door had decided not to | ook; but Masney and Garner watched in keen interest. Autopsies were
not hing new to them The beast was turned on its side to expose the belly foot, and its jaws were
opened with a pulley. Slides were shown of tissue sections. There was a circulatory system wth
si x hearts wei ghing el even pounds api ece; there were strange organs in the |left side, which only
Kzanol / Greenberg recogni zed as buddi ng apparatus. He watched with nmanic concentration as the brain
case was opened to show the long, narrow brain, gray and deeply convoluted, in its canoe of a
skull. The formwas faniliar in detail, though he'd never seen one raw. Then it was over, and
Mayor Herki ner was back.

"The ocean is a uniformfoot thick in sone unknown breed of yeast. Herds of bandersnatchi nove
al ong the shoreline, feeding continuously. The shore is no goddamtourist trap. It's always dark
the waves are snothered by the yeast and the gravity, and the banderanatchi wander al ong the shore
like the lost souls of worn-away nmountains. We'd have liked to | eave right then, but Doheny
couldn't find the sex organs, and he wanted to nmake a few nore di ssections.

"So we sent out the copters to find another specimen. But no bandersnatch ever cane cl ose enough
to be shot froma copter. The banderanatchi had been curious and unafraid. Now they ran whenever a
copter got close. Al of them They couldn't possibly have all known about us, unless they were
either telepathic or had a | anguage.

"Yet at |east one goddam bandersnatch was always within sight of each copter. They seened to
know t he range of our guns.

"On the third day of the hunt Doheny got inpatient. He assuned that It was the copters that the
bandersnatchi were afraid of, and he | anded his goddam copter and went hunting on foot. The nonent
he was out of shooting range of the copter, a bandersnatch charged in and flattened it like a
goddam frei ght truck running down a pedestrian. Doheny had to wal k back

"Several hundred mles east of the shore, we found other fornms of native--"

Mayor Herkinmer was cut off in mdeentence. The slender brunette's voice cane froma bl ank
screen: "M. Garner, there is another section of the report |isted under 'bandersnatchi.' Do you
want it?"

"Yes, but just a minute.”
whi t ef oods?"

Garner turned to face Kzanol / Greenberg. "G eenberg, were those
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n Yes i n
"Are they tel epathic?"

"No. And |'ve never heard of them avoiding a nmeat packer's ship. They just go on eating unti
they' re dead.™

"Ckay, miss, we're ready."

Again there was the square, bearded face of the nayor. "W returned to Sirius Mater five Jinx
days after our departure. We found that *Frumi ous bandersnatch* had preceded us. A single
speci men. It must have traveled three thousand miles wthout yeast, and w thout any other food
source that it could use, just to visit our settlenment. To do this it nmust have gorged itself for
mont hs, maybe years, in order to build up enough fat for the trip.

"The colonists let it alone, which was goddam sensi bl e of them and the bandersnatch didn't cone
too close. By this time its skin, or its cell wall, was |ight blue, possibly for protection from
sunlight. It went straight to Northwest Cultivation Area, spent two hours running tracks across it
in what Vicemayor Tays cl ains was the damedest dance he ever saw, then noved off toward the
ocean.

"Since we. had both copters, we were the first to see the tracks from above. These are fil ns of
the tracks. | amconvinced that this is a formof witing. Doheny says it can't be. He believes
that a bandersnatch could have no use for intelligence, hence would not develop it. | have to
admt the sonofabitch has a good argunent. The bandersnatch nmakes a beached dol phin | ook |ike a
nmracle of dexterity. Wuld you pl ease anal yze this and | et us know whether we share this world
with an intelligent species?"

"The machi nes coul dn't make anything out of this," Garner put in. "Concepts were too alien
maybe. "

From t he phone screen cane kal ei doscopic color static, then a fuzzy picture. Curved lines, |ike
snai|l tracks, on brown earth. The earth was piowed in nathematically straight furrows, but the
Iines were broader and deeper. Hillocks and tree stunps distorted them A helicopter had | anded
among the wavy tracks; it looked Iike a fly on a printed page.

Kzanol / Greenberg choked, gurgled, and said, "'Leave our planet at once or be obliterated, in
accordance with the treaty of--' | can't read the rest. But it's tnuctip science |anguage. Could |
have sone water?"

"Sure," Masney said kindly. He jerked a thunb at the cooler. After a nonment Kzanol/ G eenberg got
up and poured his own water

Ll oyd went over to Ganmer's chair and began talking in a | ow voice. "Luke, what was that al
aboui ? What are you doi ng?"

"Just satisfying curiosity. Relax, Lloyd. Dr. Snyder will be here in an hour, then he can take
over. Meanwhile there are a lot of things Greenberg can tell us. This isn't just a man with
hal | uci nati ons, LI oyd.

"Way woul d the ET's race have thought that the bandersnatch was just a dunb ani mal ? Wiy does he
react so violently when we suggest that the thing might be sentient? G eenberg thinks he's the
prisoner of aliens, he thinks his race is billions of years dead and his hone | ost forever, yet
what is it that really interests hin® Frum ous bandersnatch. Did you see the way he | ooked when
t he di ssection was goi ng on?"

"No. | was too interested nyself."

"I get alnost scared when | think of what's in Geenberg's brain the information he's carrying.
Do you realize that Dr. Snyder may have to permanently repress those nenories to cure hin?

"Way woul d a race as sophisticated as the tnuctipun nmust have been" he pronounced the word as
Kzanol / G eenberg had, badly-- "have worked for G eenberg' s adapted race? Was it because of the
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telepathy? I'mjust--"
"I can tell you that," Kzanol/Geenberg said bitterly. He had drunk five cups of water,
practically without a breath. Now he was panting a little.

"You' ve got good ears,"” said Masney.

"No. I'ma little telepathic; just enough to get by on. It's Greenberg's talent, but he didn't
really believe init so he couldn't use it. | can. Mich good may it do ne."

"So why did the tnuctipun work for you?" Masney nessed up the word even worse than Garner had.
The question answered itself.

Everyone in the roomjerked |ike hooked fish.

* k% %

There was no fall. An instant after he put out his arms, Kzanol was resting on his six
fingertips like a man doi ng pushups. He stayed there a nmonment, then got to his feet. The gravity
was a little heavy.

Where was everybody? Wiere was the thrint or slave who had rel eased hin?

He was in an enpty, hideously alien building, the kind that happen only on free slave worlds,
before the caretakers nmove in. But... how had he gotten here, when he was aimed at a deserted food
pl anet ? The next sight he had expected was the inside of a caretaker's palace. And where was
everybody? He badly needed soneone to tell himwhat was going on

He Li stened.

For some reason, neither human nor thrintun beings have flaps over their ears resenbling the
flaps over their eyes. The thrintun Power faculty is better protected. Kzanol was not forced to
|l ower his nental shield all at once. He chose to do so, and he paid for it. It was |ike I ooking
into an arc lanmp froma foot away. Nowhere in the thrintun universe would the tel epathic noise
have been that intense. The sl ave worlds never held this heavy an overpopul ati on; and the teem ng
masses of the thrintun worlds kept their mnd shields up in public.

Kzanol reeled fromthe pain. Hs reaction was inmedi ate and automati c.

STOP TRI NKI NG AT ME! he roared at the bellowi ng ninds of Topeka Kansas

* % %

In the conplex of mental hospitals still called Menninger's, thousands of doctors and nurses and
pati ents heard the conmmand. Hundreds of patients eagerly took it as literal and permanent. Sone
becane stupid and cured. Gthers went catatonic. A few who had been harm essly irresponsi bl e becane
dangerously so. A handful of doctors becane patients, a nere handful, but the loss of their
servi ces conpounded the energency when the casualties began pouring in from downtown. Menninger's
was miles from Topeka Police Headquarters.

Inthe little room everyone jerked |ike hooked fish
Then, all but Kzanol/ G eenberg, they stopped noving.
Their faces were enpty. They were idiots.

In the first instant of the nental blast, Kzanol/Geenberg's nental shield went up with an
al nrost auilible clang. A roaring noise reverberated through his mnd for mnutes. Wen, he could
think again, he still didn't dare drop the mind shield.

There was a thrint on Earth.

The guards at the door now squatted or sat |like rag dolls. Kzanol/ G eenberg pulled cigarettes
froma dark blue shirt pocket and Iit one, fromthe burning butt between Masney's lips,
incidentally saving Masney a nasty burn. He sat and snoked whil e he thought about the other
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thrint.

Item That thrint would see himas a sl ave.

Item He, Kzanol, had a working mind shield. That m ght convince the thrint, whoever he was,
that he, Kzanol, was a thrint in a human body. O it might not. If it did, would the other thrint
hel p? O would he regard Kzanol /G eenberg as a nmere ptavv, a Powerless thrint?

In ugly fact, Kzanol/ G eenberg was a ptavv. He had to get his body back before the other found
hi m

And with that, incredibly, he stopped thinking about the other thrint. There was every reason to
wonder about him What was he doing on Earth? Wuld he claimEarth as his property? Wuld he help
Kzanol / Greenberg reach Thrintun (or whatever new planet passed for Thrintun these days)? Did he
still look thrintish, or had two billion years of evolution turned thrintun into nonsters? But
Kzanol / G eenberg dropped t he subject and began to think about reaching Neptune.

Per haps he knew who the other thrint was, but wasn't ready to face the fact.

Cautiously he Listened. The thrint had left the building. He could find out nothing nore, for
the other's nmind shield was up. He turned his Attention, such as it was, to the nmen in the room

They were recovering, but very slowmy. He had to Listen with excruciating concentration because
of the imtations of Geenberg's brain, but he could feel their personalities reintegrating. The
nost advanced seened to be Garner. Next was Masney.

Anot her part of the G eenberg nmemory was about to become useful. G eenberg had not |ied about
hi s dol phin-like sense of the practical joke. To inplenent it he had spent weeks |earning a
techni que for what we shall charitably call a party trick

Kzanol / G eenberg bent over LlIoyd Masney. "Lloyd," he said, in a distinct, calm authoritative
voi ce. "Concentrate on the sound of ny voice. You will hear only the sound of ny voice. Your
eyelids are getting heavy. So heavy. Your fingers are becomng tired. So tired. Let themgo |inp.
Your eyes wish to close; you can hardly keep them open..."

He could feel the Masney personality responding beautifully. It gave no resistance at all

* k%

The gravity was irritating. It was barely enough to notice at first, but after a few nminutes it
was exhausting. Kzanol gave up the idea of wal king after he had gone | ess than a bl ock, though he
didn't like the idea of riding in a slave cart.

I'"mnot proud, he told hinself. He clinbed into a parked Cadillac and ordered the slack-1Iipped
driver to take himto the nearest spaceport. There was a fang-jarring vibration, and the car took
off with a wholly unnecessary jerk.

These sl aves were much | arger than the average | and-bound sentient being. Kzanol had plenty of
head room After a nonent he cautiously took off his helnet. The air was a little thin, which was
puzzling considering the heavy gravity. Oherwise it was good enough. He dropped the hel met on the
seat and swung his | egs over beside it; the seat was too wide for confort.

The city was amazi ng. Huge and grotesque! The eye was faced with nothing but rectangul ar prisns,
with here and there a yellow rectangular field or a flattish building with a strangely curved
roof . The streets couldn't decide whether to be crooked or straight. Cars zipped by, buzzing |like
flying pests. The drone fromthe fans of his own car rasped on his nerves, until he learned to
ignore it.

But where was he? He nust have m ssed F124 somehow, and hit here. The driver knew that his
pl anet-- Earth? had space travel, and therefore m ght know how to find F124. And the eighth planet
of its system

For it was already obvious that he would need the second suit. These sl aves out nunbered him
seventeen billion to one. They could destroy himat any tine. And woul d, when they knew what he
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was. He had to get the control helnet to make hinself safe. Then he would have to find a thrintun
pl anet; and he might need a better spaceship than the humans had produced so far. They nust be
made to produce better ships.

The buil dings were getting lower, and there were even gaps between them Had poor transportation
made t hese slaves crowd together in clunps? Soneday he nmust spend the time to find out nore about
them After all, they were his now.

But what a story this would nake soneday! How his grandchildren would Iisten and adnire! Wen
the tine cane he nust buy ball adeerg; pruntaquilun balladeers, for only these had the proper gift
of I anguage. .

The spaceport was draw ng near

* k *

There was no apparent need to be subtle. Once Kzanol /G eenberg had Masney fully under, he sinply
ordered Masney to take himto the spaceport. It took about fifteen mnutes to reach the gate.

At first he couldn't guess why Masney was | anding. Shouldn't he sinmply fly over the fence?
Masney wasn't giving away i nformation. His mind would have been nearly normal by now, and it was
normal for a hypnotized person. Masney "knew' that he wasn't really hypnotized; he was only going
along with it for a joke. Any time now he would snap out of it and surprise G eenberg. Meanwhile
he was cal m and happy and free fromthe necessity for naking decisions. He had been told to go to
the spaceport. Here he was at the spaceport. H s passenger let himlead.

Not until they were down did Kzancl/ G eenberg realize that Masney was waiting to be passed
through by the guards. He asked, "WII| the guards |let us through?"

"No, " said Masney.
Coost h, anot her setback. "Wuld they have let nme through with--" he thought, "Garner?"”
"Yes. Garner's an Arm"

"Well, turn around and go back for Garner."

The car whirred. "Wait a minute,"” said Kzanol /G eenberg. "Sleep." Were were the guards?

Across a tremendous flat expanse of concrete, painted with large red targets in a hexagona
array, he could see the spaceships. There were twenty or thirty ranjet rocket orbital craft, some
fitted out to lift other spaceczaft to orbit. A linear accelerator ran down the entire south side
of the field: a quarter mle of wide, closely set netal hoops. Fusion-drive mlitary rockets |ay
on their sides in docks, ready to be | oaded onto the flat triangular ranjet-rockets. They al
| ooked |i ke nmotor scooters beside two truly gigantic craft.

One thing like a nonstrous tin of tuna, a circular flying wing resting on its blunt trailing
edge, was the reentry, cargo, and |ifesupport systemof the Lazy Eight Ill. Anyone woul d have
recogni zed her, even without the blue human's sign of infinity on her flank. She was 320 feet in
di aneter, 360 in height. The other, far to the right, was a passenger ship as big as the ancient
*Queen Mary*, one of the twin luxury transports which served the Titan Hotel. And even at this
di stance it was apparent that everybody, everybody was clustered around her entrance port.

Li stening as hard as he could, Kzanol/Geenberg still couldn't find out what they were doing
there; but he recogni zed the flavor of those far-too-cal mthoughts. Those were tame slaves, slaves
under orders.

The other thrint was here. But why wasn't he taking his own ship? O had he | anded here? O --
was the spawn of a ptavv nmaking a leisurely inspection of his new property?

He told Masney, "The guard has told us to go ahead. Take the car over to that honeynoon
special ."

The car skinmed across the concrete.
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* k%

Garner shook his head, let it fall back into place. Hs mnd was as the mind of a sleeping
child. Across that mind flitted thoughts as epheneral as dreanms. They could not stay. Ganer had
been ordered not to think. | nust [ook terribly senile, he thought once. The idea slipped away. ..
and returned. Senile. I'mold but not senile. No? There is drool on ny chin.

He shook his head, hard. He slapped his face with one hand. Garner was begi nning to think again,
but not fast enough to suit him He funbled at the controls of his chair, and it lurched over to
the coffee faucet. When he poured a cup his hand shook so that hot coffee spilled on his hand and
wist. Enraged, he hurled the cup at the wall.

H s m nd went back to white dull ness.

A few mnutes |ater Judy G eenberg wobbl ed through the door. She | ooked dazed, but her mind was
functioning again. She saw Garner slunped in his travel chair wearing the face of a decrepit
nmoron, and she poured cold water over his head until he came to life.

"Where is he?" Garner denmmnded.

"I don't know," Judy told him "I saw himwalk out, but it didn't seemto matter to ne. Chief
Masney was with him What happened to us?"

"Sonething | shoul d have expected." Garner was no |longer a decrepit old nman, but an angry
Jehovah. "It means things have gone fromworse to terrible. That alien statue-- | knew there was
sonmething wwong with it the moment | saw it, but | couldn't see what it was. Oh, nuts.

"I't had both arns out, like it was turning chicken hal fway through a swan dive. | sawa little
projection on his chest, too. Look. The alien put hinmself into a freeze field to avoid sone
disaster. After that the button that turned on the field was in the field, and so was the alien's
finger pushing it in. So the button wouldn't need a catch to hold it in. It wouldn't have one.

"But the alien had both arns out when | saw it. Wen Jansky put his own field around the statue,
the alien dropped G eenberg's 'digging instrunent' and the button too. The button nust have popped
out. Wiy he didn't cone to life right then I don't know, unless the freeze field has inertia like
hysteresis in an electric current. But he's alive now, and that was himwe heard."

"Well, it's quite a nonster," said Judy. "Is that what Larry thinks he is?"

"Right." Garner's chair rose and nade a wind in the room. The chair slid out the door, picking
up speed. Judy stared after it.

"Then if he sees that he isn't who he thinks he is..." she began hopefully. Then she gave it up

One of the policemen got to his feet, moving like a sl eepwal ker

* k% %

Kzanol took the guards with himon his tour of the spaceport. He also took all the repairnen,
di spatchers, spacenen, and even passengers he happened to neet while noving around. The man who
owned the Cadillac seened to regard even a trip to Mars as a hazardous journey! |If that was the
state of Earth's space technol ogy, Kzanol wanted a bundl eful of expert opinions.

A coupl e of dispatchers were sent back to the office to try to find F124 on the star nmaps. The
rest of the group cane with Kzanol, growing as it noved. Just two nen had the sense to hide when
they saw the nob coming. By the tine he reached the passenger |iner Kzanol was tow ng everyone at
t he spaceport but Masney, Kzanol/ G eenberg, and those two cautious nen.

He had al ready chosen the Lazy Eight IIl, the only interstellar ship on the field. Wile he was
getting the

rescue switch on his back repaired, slaves could finish building and orbiting the ship's drive
and fuel tanks. It would be at |east a year before he was ready to | eave Earth.

Then he woul d take a |l arge crew and pass the journey in stasis, with his slaves to wake him
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whenever a new child becane ol d enough to take orders. Their descendants woul d wake him at
journey's end.

Kzanol had stood beneath the blunt ring which ship's trailing edge and | ooked up into the gaping
mouth of a solid fuel |anding notor. He had probed an engineer's nmind to find how the spin of a
ship could substitute for artificial gravity. He had wal ked on the after wall of the centra
corridor and peered through doors above his head and beneath his feet, into the Garden whose rows
of hydroponic tanks served in place of his own tnuctip-bred air plant, and into the huge contro
roomwith three walls covered in nightnare profusion with dials and screens and sw tchboards. Hi s
own ship had needed only a screen and a brain board. Everywhere he saw i ngenuity replacing true
know edge, conpl ex nmakeshifts replacing the conpact, sinple nachi nes Kzanol had known. Dared he
trust his life to this jury-rigged nonster?

He had no choice. The remarkabl e thing was that hunans would do so; that they woul d schene and
fight to do so. The space urge was a nadness upon them - a nadness which should be cured quickiy,
| est they waste this world' s resources.

This prospecting trip, Kzanol thought wyly, is taking |onger than | dreamed. And then, not at
all wyly: WII | ever see Thrintun agai n?

Well, at least he had tine to burn. As long as he was here, he might as well see what a human
called a luxury liner
He was inpressed despite hinself.

There were thrintun liners bigger than the Golden Circle, and a few which were far bigger; but
not many carried a greater air of luxury. Those that did carried the owners of planets. The
ranj ets under the triangular wing were alnost as big as sonme of the military ships on the field.
The buil ders of the Golden Crcle had cut corners only where they woul dn't show. The |ounge | ooked
huge, much bigger than it actually was. It was paneled in gold and navy blue. Crash couches fol ded
into the wall to give way to a bar, a small dance floor, a compact casino. Dining tables rose
neatly and automatically fromthe carpeted floor, inverting thenselves to show dark-grained
pl astic-oak. The front wall was a giant tridee screen. Wien the water level in the fuel tanks
becane | ow enough, an entrance fromthe |ounge turned the tank into a swi nming pool. Kzanol was
puzzl ed by the layout until he realized that the fusion drive was in the belly. Ranjets would lift
the ship to a safe altitude, but fromthen on the fusion drive would send thrust up instead of
forward. The ship used water instead of |iquid hydrogen, not because the passengers needed a pool
but because water was safer to carry and provided a reserve oxygen supply. The stateroons were
mracles of mniaturization.

There were, thought Kzanol, ideas here that he could use when he got back to civilization. He
sat down in one of the |ounge crash couches and began | eafing through some of the literature
stuffed into the backs. One of the first things he found, of course, was a beautifully col ored
picture of Saturn as seen fromthe main dance bubble of the Titan Hotel

O course he recognized it. He began to ask eager questions of the nmen around him
The truth hit himall at once.

Kzanol / Greenberg gasped, and his shield went up with a clang. Masney wasn't so fortunate. He
shrieked and clutched his head, and shrieked again. In Topeka, thirty mles away, unusually
sensitive people heard the scream of rage and grief and desol ation

At Menninger's, a girl who had been catatonic for four years forced doughy | eg nmuscles to hold
her erect while she | ooked around her. Soneone needed hel p; soneone needed her

Lucas Garner gasped and stopped his chair with a jerk. Al one anong the pedestrians around him
who were behaving as if

they had very bad headaches, Garner |istened. There nmust be information buried in all that
enoton! But Garner |earned nothing. He felt the sense | oss beconming his own, sapping his will to
live until he felt he was drowning in a black tide.

"I't doesn't hurt," said Kzanol/Geenberg in a calm reassuring, very |loud voice. The | oudness,
hopefully, would carry over Masney's screanming. "You can feel it but it doesn't hurt. Anyway, you
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have enornmous courage, nore than you have ever had in your whole Iife." Masney stopped screan ng
but his face was a mask of suffering. "All right," said Kzanol /G eenberg. "Sleep." He brushed
Masney's face with his fingertips. Masney col |l apsed. The car continued wei ghtl essly across the
concrete, riding its cushion of air, aimng itself at the cylindrical shell that was the Lazy
Eight I1l1l1. Kzanol/Geenberg let it go. He couldn't operate the controls fromthe back seat, and
Masney was in no shape to help. He could have cut the air cushion, by stretching, but only if he
wanted to die.

The nental scream ended. He put his hand on Masney's shoul der and said, "Stop the car, Lloyd."
Masney took over with no sign, physical or nental, of panic. The car dropped gently to the ground
two yards fromthe outer hull of the giant colony ship.

"Sleep," said Kzanol / Greenberg, and Masney slept. It would probably do himgood. He was stil
under hypnosis, and woul d be deeper when he awakened. As for Kzanol/ G eenberg, he didn't know what
he wanted. To rest and think perhaps. Food wouldn't hurt himeither, he decided. He had recogni zed
the mind that screamed its pain over hail of Kansas, and he needed time to know that he was not
Kzanol, thrint, lord of creation

By and by there was a roar |ike a fusor exploding. Kzanol/ G eenberg saw a wave of flam ng snoke
pour across the concrete, then gradually dimnish. He couldn't inmagine what it was. Cautiously he
| onered his mind shield and found out.

Jato units. Kzanol was going after the second suit.

* % %

Shi ps and scopes and Confinement Asteroid-- by these you may measure the Belt.

A century ago, when the Belt was first being settled, the ships used ion drives and fission
batteries and restarting chenmical attitude jets. Now they use fusion tubes, based on a nethod of
forcing the inner surface of a crystal-zinc tube to reflect nost fornms of energy and matter. The
conpact air converter has replaced tanked air and hydroponics, at |east for nonths-1ong hops,
though the interstellar colony ships nmust grow plants for food. Ships have becone smaller, nore
dependabl e, nore versatile, cheaper, far faster, and infinitely nore nunmerous. There are tens of
t housands of ships in the Belt.

But there are nillions of telescopes. Every ship carries at |east one. Telescopes in the Trojan
asteroids watch the stars, and Earth buys the filns with seeds and water and manufactured
products, since Earth's telescopes are too near the Sun to avoid distortion by gravity bend and
solar wind. Tel escopes watch Earth and Moon, and these filnms are secret. Tel escopes watch each
other, reconputing the orbit of each inportant asteroid as the planets pull it fromits course.

Confinenent Asteroid is unique.

Early explorers had run across a roughly cylindrical block of solid nickel-iron two nmiles |ong
by a mle thick, orbiting not far from Ceres. They had marked its path and dubbed it 5-2376.

Those who cane sixty years ago were worknen with a plan. They drilled a hole down the asteroid's
axis, filled it with plastic bags of water, and closed both ends. Solid fuel jets spun S-2376 on
its axis. As it spun, solar mrrors bathed it inlight, slowy nelted it fromthe surface to the
center. Wien the water finished exploding, and the rock had cool ed, the worknen had a cylindrical
ni ckel -iron bubble twelve mles long by six in dianeter.

It had been expensive already. Now it was nore so. They rotated the bubble to provide half a gee
of gravity, filled it with air and with tons of expensive water covered the interior with a
m xture of pulverized stony neteorite naterial and garbage seeded with sel ect bacteria. A fusion
tube was run down the axis, three niles up fromeverywhere: a very special fusion tube, nade
perneable to certain wavel engths of light. A gentle bulge in the niddle created the weddi ng-ring
| ake which now girdles the little inside-out world. Sunshades a nile across were set to guard the
poles fromlight, so that snow coul d condense there, fall of its own weight, nelt, and run in
rivers to the | ake.

The project took a quarter of a century to conplete.
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Thirty-five years ago Confinenment freed the Belt of its nbst inportant tie to Earth. Wnen
cannot have children in free fall. Confinenment, with two hundred square miles of usable |and,
coul d house one hundred thousand in confort; and one day it will. But the popul ation of the Belt
is only eight hundred thousand; Confinenent's score hovers around twenty thousand, nostly womnen,
nmostly transient, nostly pregnant.

* k% %

Lars held a raw carrot in one hand and the knob of a film scanner in the other. He was running
six hours of filmthrough the nmachine at a rate which would have finished the roll in fifteen
m nutes. The film had been taken through one of the Eros caneras, all of which now pointed at
Eart h.

For nost of the next week, Eros would be the closest asteroid to Earth. The filns woul d be
runni ng constantly.

Suddenly Lars stopped chewing. Hi s hand noved. The filmran back a little. Stopped.
There it was. One frame was whited out alnmost to the corners.

Lars noved the filmto a larger scanner and began running it through, slowy, starting severa
franes back. Twi ce he used the nmagnifying adjustnment. Finally he nmuttered, "ldiots."

He crossed the room and began trying to find Ceres with a naser

The duty nman picked up the earphones with his usual air of weary patience. He listened silently,
knowi ng that the source was |ight-mnutes away. When the nessage began to repeat he thunbed a
button and said, "Jerry, find Eros and send the follow ng. Recording. Thank you, Eros, your
message received in full. Wll get right onit, Lars. Now |I've got news for you." The man's
colorl ess voice took on a note of relish. "From Tanya. The 'doc says in seven nonths you'll be the
father of healthy twin girls. Repeat, twin girls..."

Carefully, with a constant tapping of fingers on at-thuds jet buttons, Lit Shaeffer brought his
ship into dock at Confinenent's pole. A constant thirty mles below, Ceres was a pitted boul der
spotted with glassy-1looking bubbles of flexible transparent plastic. He rested for a little--
docki ng was always tricky, and Confinement's rotation was unsettling even at the axis-- then
clinmbed out the Iock and junped. He |l anded in the net above the nearest of the ten personne
airlocks. Like a spider on a web, he clinbed down to the steel door and crawed in. Ten m nutes
|later, after passing through twelve nore doors, he reached the | ocker room

A mark piece rented hima | ocker and he stowed his suit and jet pack inside, revealing hinself
as a scrawny giant with dark, curly hair and a nmahogany tan confined strictly to his face and
hands. He bought a paper coverall froma dispenser. Lit and Marda were anong the several hundred
Belters who did not beconme nudists in a shirtsleeve environment. It marked them as kooks, which
was not a bad thing in the Belt.

The | ast door |et himout behind the heat shield, still in free fall. A spring lift took him
four mles dowmn to where he could get a tricycle notor scooter. Even Belt-er couldn't keep a
t wowheel er upright against Confinenent's shifting Coriolis force. The scooter took himdown a
steep gradient which leveled off into plowed fleids, greenhouses, toiling farm machi nery, woods
streanms and scattered cottages. In ten minutes he was hone.

No, not really hone. The cottage was rented fromwhat there was of a Belt governnent. A Belter's
hone is the interior of his suit. But with Marda waiting in-side, dark and bi g-boned and j ust
begi nning to show her pregnancy, it felt |ike homeconi ng.

Then Lit renenbered the conmng fight. He hesitated a nonent, consciously relaxing, before he
rang.

The door di sappeared, zzzip. They stood facing each other

"Lit," said Marda, flatly, as if there was no surprise at all. Then, "There's a call for you."
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"Il take care of that first."

In the Belt as on Earth, privacy was rare and precious. The phone booth was a transparent prism
soundproof. Lit sneaked a | ast | ook at Marda before he answered the call. She | ooked both worried
and det er m ned.

"Hell o, Cutter. What's new?"

"Hello, Lit. That's why I'mcalling," said the duty nman at Ceres. Cutter's voice was colorless
as al ways. So was

hi s appearance. Cutter woul d have | ooked appropriate dispensing tickets or stanps from behind a
barred wi ndow. "Lars Stiller just called. One of the honeympon specials to Titan just took off
wi thout calling us. Any conments?”

"Comment s? Those stupid, bubbl eheaded--" The traffic problemin space was far nore than a natter
of colliding spacecraft. No two spacecraft had ever collided, but nmen had di ed when their ships
went through the exhaust of a fusion notor. Telescopic traffic checks, radio transm ssions, rescue
m ssions, star and asteroid observations could all be thrown out of whack by a jaywal ker.

"That's what | said, Lit. What'l|l we do, turn 'em back?"

"Ch, Cutter, why don't you go to Earth and start your own governnment?" Lit rubbed his tenples
hard wi th both hands, rubbing away the tension. "Sorry. | shouldn't have said that. Marda's having
trouble, and it's bugging ne. But how can we turn back thirty honeynooning flatl anders, each a
multim|lionaire? Things are tense enough now. Want to start the Last War?"

"I guess not. Sorry to hear about Marda. Wat's wrong?"
"She didn't get here in tine. The baby's growing too fast."
"That's a dam shane."

"Yeah. "

"What about the honeynooner?"

Lit turned his thoughts away fromthe conming storm "Assign sonmebody to watch her and broadcast
her course. Then wite up a healthy bill for the service and send it to Titan Enterprises, Earth.
If it isn't paid in two weeks

we send a copy to the UN and demand action.™

"Figures. 'Bye, Lit."

Conceived in free fall, gestated in free-fall for alnpst three nonths, the child was grow ng too
fast. The question could smash a marriage: Let the 'doc abort now? O wait, slowthe child's
growm h with the appropriate hornone injections, and hope that it wouldn't be born a nonster?

But there was no such hope.

Lit felt like he was drowning. Wth a terrible effort he kept his voice gentle. "There'll be
ot her children, Marda."

"But will there? It's so risky, hoping | can get to Confinenent before it's too late. Ch, Lit,
let's wait until we're *sure*."”

She'd waited three nmonths between 'doc checks! But Lit couldn't say so now, or ever. Instead he
said, "Marda, the autodoc is sure, and Dr. Siropopolous is sure. I'll tell you what |I've been
t hi nki ng, We could take a house right here in Confinenent until you're pregnant again. It's been
done before. Granted it's expensive--" The phone rang

"Yes?" he barked. "Cutter, what's wong now-"

"Two things. Brace yourself."
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"Go ahead."

"One. The honeynooner is not going to Titan. It seens to be headed in the directi on of Neptune.”

"But-- Better give ne the rest of it.

"Anmlitary ship just took off from Topeka Base. It's chasing the honeynooner, and they didn't
call us this tine either!”

"That's nore than peculiar. How |l ong is the honeynooner on its way?"

"An hour and a half. No turnover yet, but of course it could be headed for any nunber of
asteroids."

"Ch, that's just great." Lit closed his eyes for a nonment. "It al nost sounds |ike sonething's
wong with the honeynoboner, and the other ship's trying a rescue mssion. Could sonething have
blown in the Iifesupport systen?"

"I'"d guess not, not in the Golden Circle. Honeynooners have fail-safe on their fail-safe. But
you' d better hear the punch line."

"Fire."

"The nmilitary ship took off fromthe field on its fusion drive."

"Then--" There was only one conceivabl e answer. Lit began to |l augh. "Sonebody stole it!"
Cutter smiled thinly. "Exactly. Once again, shall we turn either of them back?"

"Certainly not. For one thing, if we threaten to shoot we nmay have to do it. For another, Earth
is very touchy about what rights they have in space. For a third, this is their problem and their
ships. For a fourth, I want to see what happens. Don't you get it yet, Cutter?"

"My guess is that both ships have been stolen." Cutter was still smiling.

"No, no. Too inprobable. The mlitary ship was stolen, but the honeynboner nust have been
sabotaged. We're about to witness the first case of space piracy!"

"O-0-oh. Fifteen couples, and all their jewels, plus, uh
ransom you know, | believe you're right!"™ And Lit Shaeffer was the first nan in years to hear
Cutter laugh in public.

* k k

In the dead of August the Kansas countryside was a steambath with sunlanps. Under the city's
tenperature unbrella it was a cool, sonmewhat breezy autumm, but the air hit Luke Ganer |ike the
breath of Hell as his chair shot through the intangible barrier between Cool and Hot. Fromthere
he travel ed at top speed, not much caring if his chair broke down as long as he could get into an
air conditioned hospital

He stopped at the spaceport checkpoint, was cleared i nmediately, and crossed the concrete like a
ramon a catapult. The hospital stood like a wedge of Swiss cheese at the edge of the vast | anding
field, its sharp corner pointed inward. He got inside before heat stroke could claimhim

The Iine before the el evator was discouragingly long. H's chair was rather bulky; he would need
an elevator alnost to hinself. And people were no longer over-polite to their elders. There were
too many el ders around these days. Gamer inhal ed deeply of cool air, then went back out.

Ontside the doors he funbled in the ashtray on the left armof his chair. The nmotor's purr rose
to a how, and suddenly it wasn't a ground-effect notor any nore.

I f Masney could see himnow Six years ago Masney had profanely ordered himto get rid of the
illegal power booster or be run in for using a manually operated flying vehicle. Anything for a
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friend, Luke had reasoned, and bad hidden the control in the ashtray.

The ground dwi ndl ed. The edge of the building shot downward past him sixty stories of it. Now
he coul d see the scars left by Greenberg and Masney. The wavering fusion flanme had spl ashed nolten
concrete in all directions, had left large craters and intricate earthwormtrack runnels, had
crossed the entrance to a passenger tunnel and left nolten netal pouring down the stairs. Men and
machi nes were at work cl eaning up the ness.

The sun deck was bel ow him Luke brought the travel chair down on the roof and scooted past
startl ed sunbathing patients and into the el evator.

Going down it was dead enpty. He got out on the fifty-second floor and showed his credentials to
a nurse.

They were all in one ward. M day, Sandier, Buzin, Katz-- there were twenty-ei ght of them the
men who had been cl osest to Kzanol when he threw his tantrum Seven were buried in plastic
cocoons. The alien had forgotten to order themto cover, and they had been in the way of the bl ast
when the Golden Circle took off. The others were under sleep-inducers. Their faces tw sted
sonmetimes with the violence of their dreans.

"I'"'mJim Skarwol d," said a blond, chubby man in an intern's uniform "I've heard of you, M.
Garner. |s there anything | can do for you?"

"There better be." Garner sent his glance down the |ine of treatment tanks. "Can any of these
men stand a dose of scopol ani ne? They nay have information | need.”

"Scop? | don't think so. M. Garner, what happened to then? | took sone psychiatry in college,
but | never heard of anything like this. It isn't- withdrawal fromreality, it isn't straight or
crooked fear... They're in despair, but not |ike other people.

"l was told they got this way fromcontact with an ET. If you could tell ne nore about it, I'd
have a better chance of treating them"

"Right. Here's what | know," said Garner. He told the doctor everything that had happened since
the statue was retrieved fromthe ocean. The doctor |istened in silence.

"Then it isn't just a telepath," he said when Garner finished. "It can control mninds. But what
could, it have ordered themto do that woul d produce this?" He gestured at the row of sl eeping
patients.

"Nothing. | don't think he was giving orders at the tine. He just got a helluva shock and
started feeling out |loud." Luke dropped a huge hand on the doctor's shoul der, and Skarwol d
twitched his surprise at the weight. "Now, if | were planning to treat them 1'd find out first
who they think they are. Thenselves? O the alien? The ET nay have superinposed his own enoti onal
pattern on theirs, or even his nenory pattern

"Being ne, and an Arm | want to know why both G eenberg and the ET separately stol e spaceships
and went rocketing off. They nmust know they've got interplanetary ships, not interstellar col ony
craft. Is there an alien base sonewhere in the solar stysten? Wat are they after?

"Perhaps we can scratch both problenms at the sane time, Dr. Skarwold."

"Yes," said Skarwold slowy. "Perhaps you're right. Gve ne an hour to find the man with the
strongest heart."

That was why Luke al ways carried paperbacks in the glove conpartnent of his chair. H s career
i nvol ved a |l ot of waiting.

Arthur T. Katz, qualified ranjet-rocket booster pilot (types C, D, and H 1), thrashed violently.
H's arns flailed w thout purpose. He began to nake noi ses.

"It'll be a few m nutes," said Skarwol d. "He's out of the sleep-inducer, but he has to wake up
naturally."”
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Gar ner nodded. He was studying the man intently, with his eyes narrowed and his lips tightened
slightly. He m ght have been watching a strange dog, wondering whether it wanted to lick his face
or tear his throat out.

Kat z opened his eyes. They becanme very round, then closed desperately tight. Cautiously Katz
opened them again. He screanmed and waved his arnms neaninglessly in the air. Then he started to
choke. It was horrible to watch. Wenever he sonehow nanaged to catch his breath he would gasp for
air for a few seconds, open his nouth, and begin to choke again. He was terrified, and, thought
Garner, not nerely because he night suffocate.

Skarwol d pushed a switch and Katz's autodoc sprayed sedative into his lungs. Katz flopped back
and began to breathe deeply. Skarwold turned on Katz's sl eep-inducer.

Abruptly Garner asked, "Are any of these people the |east bit psychic?"

* % %

Arnold Diller, fusion drive inspector (all conventional types), took a deep breath and began
turning his head back and forth. Not gently. It seened he was trying to break his own neck

"I wish we could have found someone with a high telepathic aptitude,” said Garner. Between the
pal ms of his hands he rolled the sawdust fragments of a cigarette. "He would have stood a better
chance. Look at the poor guy!"

Skarwol d said, "I think he's got a good chance." Garner shook his head. "He's only a poor nman's
prescient. If he were any good at that he'd have been running instead of hiding when the ET bl ew
up. How could it protect himagai nst tel epathy anyway? He--" Skarwol d joggled his armfor silence.

"Diller!" said Skarwold, with authority. Diller stopped tossing his head and | ooked up. "Can you
understand ne, Diller?"

Diller opened his nouth and started to strangle. He closed it again, and nodded, breathing
t hrough hi s nose.

"My nanme is Skarwold, and |I'm your doctor.'
aren't you?"

He paused as if in doubt. "You are Arnold Diller

"Yes." The voice was rusty, hesitant, as if fromlong disuse. Sonething inside Garner rel axed,
and he noticed his handful of sawdust and dropped it.

"How do you feel ?"

"Terrible. | keep wanting to breathe wong, talk wong. Could | have a cigarette?" Garner handed
hima lighted one. Diller's voice began to sound better, nmore proficient. "That was strange. |
tried to nake you give ne a cigarette. Wien you just sat there | wanted to get mad." He frowned.
"Say, how do | rate a human doctor, anyway?"

"What happened to you isn't programed into the 'docs," Skarwold said lightly. "It's a good
thing you had the sense to hide when you did. The others were closer. They're in nmuch worse shape.
I's your prescient sense working?"

"It's not telling me anything. | can never count on it anyway. Wy?"

"Well, that's why | picked you. | thought if you missed it you could get over the notion that
you were a certain alien."

"A certain--" Diller staxted strangling. He stopped breathing entirely for a nonent, then
resumed slowy, through distended nostrils. "I renenber," he said. "I saw this thing com ng across
the field, with a bunch of people trailing after it, and | wondered what it was. Then sonet hing
went wong in ny head. | didn't wait any nore. | just ran like hell and got behind a building.
Sonet hi ng going on in nmy head kept bugging ne, and | wanted to get closer to it but | knew that
was wrong, and | wondered if | was going crazy, and then, aarrrghgh--" Puller stopped and
swal l owed; his eyes were nmad with fear until he could breathe again.
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"Al right, Diller, it's all right," Skarwold kept repeating. Diller's breathing went back to
normal, but he didn't talk. Skarwold said, "I'd like to introduce M. Garner of the United Nations
Technol ogi cal Police."

Diller gave a polite nod. His curiosity was plain. Garner said, "W'd like to catch this alien
bef ore he does any nore damage. If you don't mind, | think you may have sone information that we
don't."

Dl |l er nodded.

"About five mnutes after that telepathic blast hit you, the alien took off for outer space. An
hour later he was followed by a nan who has reason to believe that he is the alien. He has fal se
nmenori es. They're both headed in the sane general direction. They're after sonething. Can you tel
me what it is?"

"No," said Diller

"You nmay have gotten sonething in that nental blast. Please try to renenber, Diller."
"I don't renenber anything, Gamer."

"But "

"You old fool! Do you think | want to choke to death? Every tine | start to think about what
happened | start strangling! | start thinking funny too; everything | ooks strange. | fee
surrounded by enem es. But worst of all, | get so depressed! No. | don't renenber anything. Get
out."

Ganer sighed and ostentatiously put his hands on the chair controls. "If you change your m nd--"
"I won't. So there's no need to come back."

"I won't be able to. I'mgoing after them"

"I'n a spaceshi p? You?"

"I'"ve got to," said Garner. Neverthel ess he glanced involuntarily at his crossed | egs crossed
this norning, by hand. "l've got to," he repeated. "There's no telling what they want, but it mnust
be sonething worthwhile. They're going to too nuch trouble to get it. It could be a weapon, or a
signal device to call their planet."

The travel chair whirred.
"Half a minute,"” said Diller

Ganmer turned off the notor and waited. Diller |eaned back and | ooked up at the ceiling. H's face
began to change. It was no | onger an expression he wore, a mrror of his personality, but a random
di spersal of mnuscle tension. Hi s breathing was ragged.

Finally he | ooked up. He started to speak and failed. He cleared his throat and tried again. "An
anplifier. The-- the bastard has an anplifier buried on the eighth planet.”

"Fi ne! What does it amplify?"
Diller started to choke.
"Never mind," said Ganer. "I think | know " H's chair left the room going nmuch too fast.

* k%

"They're both ruunin' scared," said Luke. "Headed for Neptune at one gee, w th your husband an
hour and a hal f behind."

"But aren't you sending sonmeone after hinP" Judy begged. "He isn't responsible, he doesn't know
what he's doing!"
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"Sure. W're sending ne. He's got ny partner, you know. " Seeing Ms. Geenberg' s reaction, he
qui ckly added, "They're in one ship. W can't protect LlIoyd w thout protecting your husband."

They sat in Judy's hotel room sipping Tom Collinses. It was el even hundred of a bl azing August
nor ni ng.

"Do you know how he got away?" Judy asked.

"Yah. The ET knocked everybody crosseyed when he threw that tantrumat the port. Everybody but
Greenberg. Your husband sinply picked out a ship that was on standby and had Ll oyd take it up
LI oyd knows how to fly a Navy ship, worse |uck."

"Why would M. Masney be taking Larry's orders?”
"Because Larry hypnotized him | renenber the whol e performance."

Judy | ooked down at her |ap. The corners of her nobuth began to twitch. She began to giggle, and
then to laugh. Just as the laughter threatened to beconme sobs, she clenched her teeth hard, held
the pose for a nonent, then sagged back in her chair.

"I"'mall right now," she said. Her face held no | aughter, only exhaustion
"What was that all about?"
"I't doesn't matter. Why woul d they be going to Neptune?"

"l don't know. We're not even sure that's where they're going. Don't you have sonme sort of
telepathic link with your husband?"

"Not any nmore. Since he went into Dr. Jansky's tinme field | can't feel anything any nore."

"Well, it wouldn't feel |ike himanyway. Do you renenber how you felt at twenty hours night
before | ast?"

"At twenty? Let nme see." She closed her eyes. "Wasn't | asleep...? Ch. Sonething woke ne up and
| couldn't go back to sleep. | had the feeling that something was terribly wong. Mnsters in the
shadows. | was right, wasn't 17?"

"Yes. Especially if it was Larry's nind you felt.'
t hen?"

He gave that a nonent to sink in. "And since

"Not hing." Her small hand tapped rhythmically on the chair arm "Nothing! Except that | want to
find him Find himl That's all 1've wanted since he took the ship! Find himbefore he..."

* k k

Find it! But there was no question of finding it, he told himself for the hundredth time. He had
to find it first! He had to find it before Kzanol, the real Kzanol, did. And for the hundredth
time he wondered if he coul d.

The Earth had been invisible for hours. Kzanol/ G eenberg and Masney sat speechless in the
control bubble, speechless and notionless. The control bubble was three quarters of the ship's
living space. One could stand upright only in the airl ock

There weren't many distractions for Kzanol /G eenberg. True, he had to keep an eye on Masney. He
had to do nore than that. He had to know when Masney was unconfortable, and he had to know it
bef ore Masney knew it. |f Masney ever canme out of hypnosis it might be difficult to get him back.
So Kzanol / Greenberg had to send Masney to the |lavatory; had to glve himwater before he was
thirsty; had to exercise himbefore his nuscles could cranp fromsitting. Masney was not like the
usual slave, who could take care of hinself when not needed.

O her than that, the self-styled ptavv was dead weight. He spent hours at a time just sitting
and thinking. Not planning, for there was nothing to plan. He either reached the eighth planet
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first, or he didn't. Either he put on the anplifier helnmet, or the real Kzanol did, and then there
woul d be no nore planning, ever. No mind shield could face an anplifier helnet. On the other hand,
the hel met woul d make hi m Kzanol's master. Using an anplifier on a thrint was illegal, but he was

hardly in danger of thrintun |aw.

(Wuld an anplifier boost the Power of a slave brain? He pushed the thought aside again.)

The far future was bleak at best. He was the last thrint; he couldn't even breed the real Kzano
to get nore. Yes, he would be master of an asteroid belt and a heavily popul ated sl ave world; yes,
he woul d be richer than even G andfather Racarliw But G andfather had had hundreds of w ves, a
t housand chil dren

Kzanol / Greenberg' s hundreds of w ves woul d be human sl aves, as would his thousand children
Lower -t han- pt avvs, every one.

Wul d he find "wonen" beautiful? Could he nate with thenf? Probably. He would have to try it; but
his gl ands were enphatically not Kzanol's glands. In any case he woul d choose his wonen by Larry
Greenberg' s standards of beauty-- yes, Greenberg's, regardless of how he felt, for much of the
glory in being rich is showing it off, and he woul d have nobody to inpress but slaves.

A di smal prospect.

He woul d have liked to lose hinself in nenories, but sonmething held himback. One barrier was
t hat he knew he woul d nevernore see Thrintun the homeworld, nor Kzathit where he was born, nor
Racarliwin, the world he had found and nanmed. He woul d never ook at the world through his own
eye; he would see hinself only fromoutside, if ever. This was his own body, his fleshly tonb, now
and forever.

There was another barrier, a seemingly trivial matter. Several times Kzanol /G eenberg had cl osed
his eyes and deliberately tried to visualize the happy past; and al ways what canme to mnd were
whi t ef oods.

He believed Garner, believed himinplicitly. Those films could not have been faked. Copying an
ancient tnuctip inscription would not have been enough to perpetrate such a fraud. Garner woul d
have had to *conpose* in tnuctip!

Then the bandersnatchi were intelligent; and the bandersnatchi were undeni ably whitefoods.
Whi t ef oods were intelligent, and al ways had been

It was as if some basic belief had been shattered. The whitefoods were in all his menories.
Whitefoods drifting |ike sixty-ton white clouds over the estates of Kzathit Stage Logs, and over
the green-and-silver fields of other estates when little Kzanol was taken visiting. Witefood neat
in a dozen different forms, on the family table and in every restaurant waiter's nenorized nmenu. A
whi t ef ood skel eton over every | andowner's guest gate, a great archway of clean polished white
bone. Wiy, the thrint hadn't been born who didn't dream of his own whitefood herd! The whitefood
gate neant "landowner" as surely as the sunflower border

Kzanol / Greenberg cocked his head; his lips pursed slightly, and the skin puckered between his
eyebrows. Judy woul d have recogni zed the gesture. He had suddenly realized what nade the
intelligent whitefood so terrible.

A thiint was nmaster over every intelligent beast. This was the Powergiver's primal decree, nade
before he nade the stars. So said all of the twelve thrintun religions, though they fought
insanely over other matters. But if the whitefood was intelligent, then it was i mune to the
Power. The tnucti pun had done what the Power-giver had forbade!

If the tnuctipun were stronger than the Powergiver, and the thrintun were stronger than the
tnucti pun, and the Powergiver were stronger than the thrintun--

Then all priests were charlatans, and the Powergiver
was a fol k nyth.

A sentient whitefood was bl aspheny.
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It was al so very damed peculi ar

Why woul d the tnucti pun have made an intelligent food animal ? The phrase had an i nnocuous sound,
like "overkill" or "euthanasia," but if you thought about it--

Thrintun were not a squeani sh race. Power, no! But--
An intelligent food aninmal! Htler would have fled, retching.

The tnuctipun had never been squeanish, either. The lovely sinplicity of their mutated racing
virprin was typical of the way they worked. Already the natural animal had been the fastest alive;
there was little the tnuctipun could do in the way of redesigning. They had narrowed the aninal's
head and brought the nose to a point, leaving the nostril like a single jet nacelle, and they had
made t he skin al nbst m croscopically snoboth agai nst wind resistance, but this had not satisfied
them So they had renmoved several pounds of excess weight and replaced it with extra mnmuscle and
extra lung tissue. The weight renpoved had been all of the digestive organs. A nutated racing
viprin had a stream ined sucker of a nmouth which opened directly into the bl oodstreamto admt
pr edi gest ed pap.

The tnuctipun were al ways efficient, but never cruel

Why nmake the whitefood intelligent? To increase the size of the brain, as ordered? But why make
it imune to the Power?

And he had eaten whitefood neat.

Kzanol / G eenberg shook his head hard. Masney needed attention, and he had planning to do. Didn't
he?

Pl anni ng, or nere worrying?
Wul d the anplifier work on a human brain? Could he find the suit in tinme?

* k k

""Find him"'" Garner quoted. "That could fit. He's | ooking for sonething he believes he needs
badly."

"But you already knew that. It doesn't help."

"Ms. Greenberg, what | really cane for is to find out everything you can tell ne about your
husband. "

"Then you'd better talk to Dale Snyder. He got here this norning. Want hi s nunber?"

"Thanks, |'ve got it. He called ne too. You know himwel|?"

"Very."

"I'l'l also want a chance to talk to Charley, the dol phin anthropol ogist. But let's start with
you. "

Judy | ooked unhappy. "I don't know where to start."

" Anywhere. "

"Ckay. He's got three testicles."
"I''ll be dammed. That's fairly rare, isn't it?"

"And sonetines troubl esone, nedically, but Larry never had any problens. W used to call it
"that little extra sonething about him' Is this the kind of thing you' re after?"

"Sure." Luke didn't know. He remenbered that the better he knew the nan he was chasing, the nore
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likely he was to catch him It had worked when he was a cop, decades ago. It ought to work now. He
let her talk, interrupting very rarely.

"l never noticed what a practical joker he was until after he began working w th dol phins, but
he's told ne sone of the things he pulled at college. He nust have been a real terror. He was
terrible at teamathletics, but

he plays fair squash and denon tennis..." She needed no pronpting now Her life cane out in a
stream of words. Her life with Larry G eenberg.

"... must have known a | ot of wonen before he net nme. And vice versa, | might add. Neither of us
has ever tried adultery. | nean, we have an arrangenent that we *can*, but we've never used it."

"You' re sure?"
"Absol utely." Luke saw that she was. She was anused that he should have to ask.

"... It shocks himwhen | can make a prediction that accurate. | don't think he really believes
in prescience, so it scares himwhen | get a flash. He thinks it's some sort of mmgic. | remenber
one day, we'd been married |l ess than a year, and |I'd gone out on a shopping spree. He saw ne cone
inwith a |oad of packages, and when | dunped them and went out and canme back with the second | oad
he said, 'Honest to God, beautiful, you re spending blue chips like the Last War was starting
tonorrow ' | didn't say anything. | just gave himthis brave little smle. He went absolutely
white..."

Rel evant or irrelevant, it was all coming out. Judy tal ked faster and faster. She was doing j ust
what he'd told her to, but with an urgency that was puzzling.

Most of the couples we know never got married until someone was pregnant. Wen you pass the
Fertility Board you hate to risk throwing it away by marrying a sterile partner, right? It's too
big a thing. But we decided to take the chance.” Judy rubbed her throat. She went on hoarsely.
"Besides, the 'doc had okayed us both for parenthood. Then there was Jinx. W had to be sure
neither of us got |eft behind. "

"By me that was good thinking, Ms. Geenberg. I'll
quit now, while you've still got a voice. Thanks for the help."

"I hope it did help."

The speed at which she'd tal ked the detail. Luke sent the elevator straight to the top. He knew
now why she'd painted so conplete a portrait of Larry Geenberg. Whether she knew it or not, she
didn't expect to see himagain. She'd been trying to make himimortal in her nenory.

* k% %

The Jayhawk Hotel was the third tallest building in Topeka, and the rooftop bar had a
magni ficent view As he |eft the elevator Luke nmet the usual continuous roar. He waited ten
seconds while his ears "learned" to ignore it: an essential defense mechanism |earned by nost
children before they were three. The hostess was a tall redhead, nude but for doubl e-spike shoes,
her hair piled into a swirling, swooping confection which brought her height to an even eight
feet. She led himto a tiny table against a w ndow.

The occupant rose to nmeet him "M. Grner."
"Nice of youto do this for nme, Dr. Snyder."
"Call me Dale."

Garner saw a dunpy man with an inch-wide strip of curly blond hair down the center of his scalp
Tenporary skin substitute covered his forehead, cheeks and chin, |eaving an X of unharned skin
across his eyes, nose, and the corners of his nouth. H s hands were al so bandaged.

"Then |'m Luke. What's your |latest word on the Sea Statue?"

"When the Arms woke nme up yesterday afternoon to tell me Larry had turned alien. How is he?"
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Avoi ding details, Luke filled the psychologist in on the past twenty-four hours. "So now |I'm
doi ng what | can on the ground while they get nme a ship that will beat G eenberg and the ET to
Nept une. "

"Brother, that's a mess. | never saw the statue, and if
I had 1'd never have noticed that button. Wat are you drinki ng?"

"I'd better grab a milk shake; | haven't had |lunch. Dale, why did you want us to bring the
statue here?"

"I thought it would help if Larry sawit. There was a case once, |long before | was born, where
two patients who both thought they were Mary, Mther of God, showed up at the sane institution. So
the doctors put themboth in the same room™

"Ww. What happened?”

"There was a godawful argunent. Finally one of the wonmen gave up and deci ded she nust be Mary's
not her. She was the one they eventually cured.”

"You thought G eenberg woul d deci de he was Greenberg if you showed himhe wasn't the Sea
St at ue. "

"Right. | gather it didn't work. You say they can use ny help at Menninger's?"
"Probably, but | need it first. | told you what | think
Greenberg and the Sea Statue are after. 1've got to chase them down before they get to it."

"How can | hel p?"

"Tell me everything you can about Larry Greenberg. The man on his way to Neptune has an
extraterrestrial's nenories, but his reflexes are G eenberg's. He proved that by driving a car. |
want to know what | can count on fromthe G eenberg side of him"

"Very little, I'd say. Count on sonething fromthe G eenberg side of himand you'd likely w nd
up naked on the Moon. But | see your point. Let's suppose the, uh, Sea Statue civilization had a
| aw agai nst picking pockets. Mst countries had such | aws, you know, before we got so crowded the
cops couldn't enforce them™

"l renmenber."

Snyder's eyes w dened. "You do? Yes, | suppose you do. Well, suppose Larry in his present state
found soneone picking his pocket. His inpulse would be to stop him but not to yell for a
pol i ceman. He'd have to make a conscious decision to do that. This would be unlikely until after
the fight was over and he'd had tinme to think."

"I'f I caught himby surprise | could count on his human refl exes."

"Yes, but don't confuse reflexes with nptivations. You don't know what his notivations are now. "

"Go on."

Snyder | eaned back and fol ded his hands behind his head. A waiter glided up and produced drinks
froma well inits torso. Garner paid it and shooed it away.

Abrnptly Snyder was tal king. "You know what he | ooks |like: five feet seven inches tall, dark and

fairly, handsone. H's parents were Othodox, but they weren't mllionaires, they couldn't afford a
fully kosher diet. He's very well adjusted, and he has enornpus resilience, which is why he was
able to take up contact tel epathy.

"He does have sone feelings about his height, but nothing we need bother about. They are partly
conpensated by what he calls 'that little extra sonething about ne."'"

"Ms. Geenberg told ne."
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"Partly he neans his telepathy. Partly it's the nedical anomaly | assunme Judy mentioned. But
he's in dead earnest in regarding hinself as sonething special

"You m ght al so renenber that he's been reading mnds for years, human and dol phin minds. This
gi ves himan accumul ati on of useful data. | doubt if the dolphins are inportant, but there were
physi cs professors, math students, and psychol ogi sts anong the volunteers who let Larry read their
m nds by contact. You could call himsuperbly educated."” Snyder straightened. "Renenber this, when
you go out after him You don't know the Sea Statue's intelligence, but Larry has his own
intelligence and nobody else's. He's clever, and adaptable, and unusually sure of hinself. He's
suspi ci ous of superstition, but genuinely religious. His reflexes are excellent. |I know |'ve
played tennis with him Judy and | against himalone, with Larry guarding the singles court."

"Then |'d better stay alert."

"Absol utely."

"Suppose his religion was threatened. How woul d he react ?"
"You mean O thodox Judai sn?"

"No, | nean any religion he now happens to hold. Wait, I'll expand that. How would he react to a
threat against something he's believed in all his |ife?"

"I't would nake himangry, of course. But he's not a fanatic. Challenge himand he'd be willing
to argue. But to nake himchange his nind about sonething basic, you'd have to offer real proof.
You couldn't just cast doubts. If you see what | nean."

* k%

On the great white screen in the Space Traffic Control Center, two dark bl obs hung al nost
noti onl ess. Hall ey Johnson swung his phone canmera around so Garner could see it.

"The military ship is going just a teeny bit faster than the honeynooner. If they're really
going all the way to Neptune they'll pass each other."

"Where el se could they be goi ng?"
"A nunber of asteroids. | have a |list."
"Let's hear it."

Johnson read of f the nanes of fourteen mnor Geek deities. "A lot nobre have been crossed off,"
he added. "Wen the ship passes turnover point and keeps accelerating, we nmark it out."

"Ckay. Keep ne posted. How 'bout my ship?"

"Be here at twenty. You'll be in orbit by twenty-one."

* k%

The Struldbrugs' Cub is not the only club with a lower age linmt on its nenbers. (Consider the
Senate.) It is the only club whose age linit rises one year for every two that passes. In 2106
every menmber was at | east one hundred and forty-nine years old. Naturally the Strul dbrugs
aut odocs were the best in the world.

But the treatnment tanks still | ooked |ike oversized coffins.

Luke pulled hinself out of the tank and read the itenized bill. It was a | ong one. The 'doc had
hooked by induction into his spine and done deep knee bends to build up nuscle tone; recharged the
tiny battery in his heart; and added hornones and nore esoteric substances to his bl oodstream
Localized ultrasonic pul ses had applied the Ch'ien treatnment; Luke could feel the ache fromthe
base of his skull all the way down his spine, to where sensation al nost di sappeared in the small
of his back. A nmanicure and pedi cure had finished the checkup
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Luke used his Armident to punch for a six nonths' supply of the hornones, antiallergens,
selective pest killers, and general rejuvenators which kept himalive and heal thy. What cane out
of the slot was a hypodernmic the size of a beer can, with instructions all down the sides in fine
print. Luke tightened his lips at the sight of the needle; but you can't use a spray hypo when
you've got to hit the vein. He told the 'doc where to send the bill.

One nmore chore and he could take a cat nap

* k%

Because of the decrepit state of many Strul dbrugs, the club phone booths had been nmade | arge
enough for travel chairs barely. Already Luke had the air translucent with cigarette snmoke. "How
do you talk to a dol phin?" he asked, feeling unaccountably diffident.

Fred Torrance said, "Just the way you would have talked to Larry. But Charley will answer in

dol phinese, and I'Il translate. You couldn't nake out his English over the phone."
"Ckay. Charley, nmy nane's Lucas Garner. I'mwith the Arns. Do you know what's happened to
Larry?"

Grunts, chortles, whistles, squeals, and squeaks! Only once had Luke heard the like of it.
Ei ght een years ago he had been a witness at a nmurder trial. Three other witnesses-- and the
victim who of course was not present-- had been dol phins.

Torrance translated: "He knows Larry's lost his sense of identity. Dr. Jansky called and told us
all about it."

"Well, yesterday Larry got away fromus and took off in a stolen ship. I'"'mgoing after him |
want to know everything Charley can tell us about him™

Dol phi n | anguage. Torrance said, "Charley wants a favor in return.”

"Ch, really? What?" Luke braced hinmself. Since the cracking of the sw mrer-dol phin | anguage
barrier, the dol phins had proved very able bargainers. Fortunately or not, the dol phins' rigid,
conpl ex noral code had adapted easily to the wal ker concept of trade.

"He wants to talk to you about the possibility of dol phins taking part in the seeding of the
stars."

O the three present, Torrance the seadoc had the cl earest understandi ng of what was being said.
Charl ey was speaking slowy and clearly, staying well below the ultrasonic range, but even so
Torrance often had trouble translating. To himthe bilingual conversation went |like this:

"I'l'l be dammed in witing," said Garner. "Charley, is this a newidea? |'ve never heard of a
dol phin wanting to go starhopping."”

"Not... brand new. The question has been discussed on the abstract |evel, and many are in favor
of it, if only fromthe fear that swimers will be left out of sonething. But |, nyself, never
felt the urge until three days ago."

"Greenberg. He had the space bug bad, did he?"

"Pl ease use the present tense. Yes, he has the bug all right. I've had a couple of days to get
used to Larry in nmy head. | won't say | quite understand this urge to reach Jinx, but | can
explain a little of it.

"l dislike using an outnoded term but part of it is"-- Charley used the English words--

ani fesst desstinee. Part is the fact that on Jinx he could have as many children as he wants,
four or five even, and nobody would conplain. Partly it is the sanme urge | sonetinmes get in this
tank. No roomto swim Larrry wants to wal k down a street without the slightest fear of stepping
on soneone's toes, having his pocket picked, or getting caught in a pedestrian traffic jam and
being carried six blocks the wong way. Notice that |'ve put considerably nore thought into
analyzing this than Larrry ever did."
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"And how do you feel about it? You're a dol phin. You probably never |ooked at the stars

"Mssterr "Arrnerr, | assure you that we swimers know what the stars | ook |ike. There are many
astronony and astrophysics tapes in the illustrated texts your agents sold us. And, after all, we
do have to come up for air sonetines!"

"Sorry. But the point remains: you' ve got plenty of el bow room you've never had your toes
stepped on, and nothing but a killer whale could possibly be interested in picking your pocket. So
what's in it for you?"

"Per haps adventure. Perhaps the formng of a new civilization. You know that there has been only
one swi nmer civilization for nany thousands of years. The seas are not isolated, as are the
continents. If there is a better way of doing things, the way for us to find out is to build many
conmunities on many worlds. Is this |ogical?"

"Yes!" There was no mistaking the enphasis in Garner's voice. "But it nmay not be as easy as you
think. We'd certainly have to design you an entirely new ship, because we'd have to include
swimmng water. And water is heavy, dammit. |'Il bet shipping a dol phin would cost ten tines as
much as shipping a nman."

"You use water for reaction mass for the | anding notors. Could you put lights in the water
t anks?"

"Yes, and we could fill themonly two-thirds full, and we could install filters to renove the
fish and the al gae and so on before the water reaches the notors. W could even install smal
tanks somewhere that you could ride in while the tanks were being enptied during | anding. Charley,
are you beginning to get some picture of the cost of all this?"

"Beginning to, yes. Mney is conplex."

"You know it. But you couldn't possibly buy your way on, not with what the dol phins produce. Ch,
you could get a pair to Wnderl and, but how could two dol phins stay sane al one? What woul d t hey
Iive on? Seeding an ocean isn't like planting a wheat field, even when you have to make the
topsoil yourself. Fish swimaway! Seeding an ocean has to be done all at once!

"Hrm You can't even claimit's your right to be on a starship. Dol phins don't pay UN taxes..
hmm " said Luke, and scratched his scal p. "Charley, just how nmany dol phins could be persuaded to
| eave their oceans forever?"

"As many as we need. Selected by lot, if necessary. The Law pernits such selection in cases of
extreme need. O the hundreds of swimers who took part in early wal ker experinents to prove us
intelligent, and of the twenty or thirty who died as a result, nearly all had been so selected."

"Ch... really? And nobody ever guessed." Torrance wondered at Garner's peculiar expression
Al nost a | ook of horror. It had been so | ong ago; why should he be so shocked? Garner said, "Let
it pass. How nany genui ne vol unteers?"

"They would all be genuine. But you want to know how nany woul d vol unteer without the lots? No
nmore than fifty to a hundred, | would think, out of all the oceans."

"Al'l right. Now what we'll have to start with is a nmassive advertising canpai gn. The dol phins
will have to contribute a share of the cost of a dol phin spaceship. Just a gesture. It would be
nom nal conpared to the final cost, but to you it will be expensive. Then we'll have to convince
nost of the wal ker world that a planet w thout dol phins isn't worth |iving on. Needl ess to say,
al ready believe this."

"Thank you. Thank you for all of us. Wuld swimers be taking part in this advertising?"

"Not directly. W'd want pronouncenents, statenents from pronminent swinmmers |ike the one the
newspapers call the Lawer. You know who | nean?”

"Yes. "

"Understand that |'mjust guessing. W'll have to hire a 'public opinions consultant,' a
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publicity agent, and let himdo the work. And it m ght be all for nothing."
"Could we |l ower the cost by shipping swimers in Doctor Jansskee's tine retarder field?"

Garner | ooked utterly astoni shed. Torrance grinned, recognizing the reaction: |Is This A Dol phin
Tal ki ng? "Yes," said Garner, nodding to hinself. "Right. W won't even need tanks. Let the humans
do the crew work, and keep you frozen until they can find and seed a snmall sea, like the
Medi terranean. . ."

It went on and on.

"So it's settled," said Garner, a long tine later. "Talk it over with the dol phins, especially
the ones with power, but don't nake a nove until | get back. | want to pick a publicity agent. The
right publicity agent."

"I hate to rem nd you, but isn't there a chance you won't conme back?"

"Holy Hannah! | conpletely forgot." Garner glanced down at his wist. "There goes ny cat nap
Qui ck, Charley, start tal king about G eenberg. Wat's your opinion of hinP"

"Prejudiced, I'mafraid. | like himand envy himhis hands. He is very alien to nme. And yet,
perhaps not." Charley let hinmself sink to the bottomof the tank. Torrance took the opportunity to
clear his throat, which felt |ike he'd been eating used razor bl ades.

Charl ey surfaced and blew steam "He is not alien. Negative!l He thinks a lot |ike nme, because he
took contact fromme several tines before we chanced it the other way around. He is a practica
joker-- no, that is very far fromthe true concept. Well, it will have to do. Larrry Is a dol phin
type of practical joker. Years ago he selected a few of our nobst fanobus jokes, old japes which we
consider classics, translated theminto sonething he could use as a wal ker, and then deci ded not
to use them because he night go to prison for it. If he is no longer afraid of prison he m ght be
tenpted to play his jokes."

"Unh huh."
"Such as sonmething | have not tried yet with a swimer. | nust use the English word: hypnotism”
Torrance said, "I didn't get that."

"Defined as an i nduced state of nopnonmania."
"Ch, hypnotism?"”

"Larrry has studied it thoroughly, and even tried it out, and for himit works. On a swimer it
nm ght be ineffective."

"He's already tried it," said Garner. "Anything el se?"

"Grrnnrr, you nust understand that the dol phin gurgle-buzz-SQUEEEE is not truly a practica
joke. It is a way of |looking at things. Putting a nonkey wench in nachinery is often the only way
to force sonebody to repair, replace, or redesign the nachinery. Especially |legal or social
machi nery. Biting off sonebody's fin at exactly the right tine can change his whole attitude
toward life, often for the better. Larrry understands this."

"I wish | did. Thanks for your tine, Charley."
"Negative! Negative! Thank you for yours!"

* % %

An hour to the long junp. Luke's throat felt well used. He mght still have tine for a fifteen-
m nute cat nap, but he'd wake up feeling worse than ever.

He sat in the Strul dbrugs' reading room and thought about G eenberg.
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Wiy had he becone an alien? Well, that was easy. Wth two sets of nenories to choose from he'd
naturally chosen the identity nbst used to sorting itself out fromother identities. But why cling
to it? He nust know by now that he was not the Sea Statue. And he'd had a happy life as Larry
G eenberg.

Hs wife was sonmething to envy and she lIoved him According to Dr. Snyder, he was stable, well
adjusted. He liked his work. He thought of hinself as something special

But the Sea Statue was all alone in the universe, the last of its race, marooned anong hostil es.
The Greenberg Sea Statue had also lost his ability of-- well, telepathic hypnosis was cl ose
enough.

Any sane person woul d rather be G eenberg.

Garner thought, 1'll have to assune that Greenberg as Greenberg literally cannot think with the
Sea Statue nmenories in his nind. He nmust remain the Sea Statue to function at all. O herw se he'd
have at least tried to change back

But that peculiar arrogance he'd displayed under interrogation. *Not-- a slave. Not human.*

A robot bonged softly next to his ear. Garner turned and read in flowing light on the waiter's
chest: "You are requested to call M. Charles Watson at once.”

* k%

Chi ck Watson was fat, with thick |lips and a shapel ess putty nose. He wore crewcut, bristly
bl ack hair and, at the nmonent, a gray seventeen-hundred shadow over cheeks and jaw. He had a
harm ess |1 ook. Centered on his desk was a |large screen viewer running filmat abnormal speed. Not
one in a thousand could read that fast.

A buzzer sounded. Chick snapped off the reader and turned on the phone. For a fat nman he noved
qui ckly and accurately.

"Here. "
"Lucas Garner calling, sir. Do you want to see hin®"

"Desperately." Chick Watson's voice belied his appearance. It was a voice of conmand, a deep
ngi ng bass.

r
Luke | ooked tired. "You wanted ne, Chick?"

"Yeah, Garner. | thought you could help ne with sone
questions.”

"Fine, but I'mpressed for tine."

"I'"ll make it quick. First, this nessage fromCeres to Titan Enterprises. The Golden Circle made
a takeoff under radio silence yesterday, from Topeka Base, and the Belt intends to submit a bil
for tracking. Titan sent the notice here. They say their ship nust have been stolen."

"That's right. Kansas City has the details. It's a very conplicated story."
"An hour later the Navy ship *Iwo Jim*--"

"Also stolen.”

"Any connection with the Sea Statue incident at UCLA?"
"Every connection. Look, Chick-- "

"I know, get it fromKansas City. Finally..." Chick funbl ed anong the spools of filmon his
desk. His voice was suspiciously mld as he said, "Here it is. Your notification that you'll be
| eavi ng Topeka on a comrandeered Navy ship, the Heinlein; departure: Topeka Base at twenty-one
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hundr ed; destination
it woul d happen, but I

"I haven't gone senile, Chick. This is

"Fastest attack of senility I
into space at your age?"

"It's that urgent.”
"You can't explain?"
"No tine."
" Suppose |

order you not to go."

"I think that woul d cost |ives.

"Mel odramatic.”

"It's the literal truth."

"Garner, you're asking ne to assune ny
you're the only expert on the situation
"

Hesitati on. guess that's right."

"Fine. | hate making ny own deci sions.
must know thi ngs Kansas City doesn't.
nmeanti nme. "

"In case | kick off? Good idea."
"Don't let it slip your mind, now"
"Sure not."

"And take your vitamns."

* k%

Like a feathered arrow the Golden Circl
but accurate, for the glant triangular w

shaft of the fusilage projecting deep into the forward apex.
The big fin was a maze of piping.
circled through a generator and through the cooling pipes before returning to start the

into the sides shortly after takeoff.
drive,
journey again. Mst of the power was fed
the Iife support system

In one respect the "arrow' simle was i
whi ch burned its belly.

Kzano
bet ween his cl ublike hands,
carefully, he got to his feet. The drive
time to get used to the extra weight. He
underneath. He canme out with a new deck
while, then took it out and began to |ay
with little pieces of magnetized plastic
for the pilot,

roared his displeasure.
tapped themi

The pilot and copilot sat nmotionless in the contro
Every fourteen hours or so the copilot would bring Kzano
Actinic gas streaned fromthe belly of the ship

hands to change course a trifle.
of water and then return to her
to ever higher velocities.

seat .

unknown, probably Neptune;
never really believed it."

ever heard of.

Lots of

Why don't you cal

The cards had fail ed again!

purpose: official business. Garner, | always said

urgent."

VWhat coul d possibly be urgent enough to get you

lives. It could also end human civilization."

own ignorance and | et you go ahead on your own because
Ri ght ?"

That's why they put ne behind a desk. But, Garner, you
me after takeoff? I'Il be studying in the

e fell away fromthe sun. The conpari son was hackneyed
ng was right at the rear of the ship, with the slender
The small forward wi ngs had fol ded
Li ve steam heated by the

into the fusion shield of the drive tube. The rest fed

nexact. The arrow fl ew si deways, riding the sun-hot torch

He swept the neat little array

nto deck formation, and ripped the deck across. Then
devel oped one terran gravity, and he hadn't quite had

sat down at the casino table and dug into the | ocker
opened it, let the automatic shuffler play with it for a
it out solitaire style. The floor around himwas littered
card. Perhaps he could think up sone fitting puni shnent

who had taught himthis gane.

room Fromtine to tinme the pilot used his
a bow
pushing it
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* % %

It was a beautiful night. Years had passed since Garner |last saw the stars; in the - cities they
couldn't shine through the snmog and the neon glare, and even the Anmerican continents were nostly
city. Soon he would see themnore clearly than he had in half a century. The air was |like the
breath of Satan. Garner was danp with sweat, and so were Anderson and Neunuth

"I still say we could do this by ourselves,"” said Anderson

"You woul dn't know what to | ook for," Gamer countered. "l've trained nmyself for this. |I've been
readi ng science fiction for decades. Centuries! Neunuth, where are you goi ng?"

Neunut h, the short dark one, had turned and was wal ki ng away. "Tine to get strapped down," he
cal | ed back. "Bon voyage!"

"He's going forward, to the cockpit of the booster," said Anderson. "We go up that escalator to
the ship itself."

"Ch. | wish | could see it better. It's just one big shadow. "

The shadow was a hunped shadow, |ike a paper dart with a big lizard clinging to its back. The
paper glider was a ranjet-rocketplane, hydrogen fueled in the ranjet and using the cold liquid
hydrogen to make its own liquid oxygen in flight. The slimcylinder clinging to its upper surface
was a fusion drive cruiser with sone attachnments for rescue work. It carried two nen.

Using its fusion notor in Earth's atnosphere would have been a capital offense. In taking off
from ground ei ghteen hours earlier, Masney and Kzanol / Greenberg had broken twel ve separate | oca
|l aws, five supranational regulations and a treaty with the Belt.

Anot her ship roared a god's anger as it took off. Garner blinked at the light.: "That was our
rendezvous ship,"
Anderson said matter-of-factly.

Luke was tired of having to ask silly-seem ng questions. He wasn't going to |ike Anderson, he
decided. If the kid wanted to tell himwhy they needed a rendezvous ship, he woul d.

They had reached the bottom of the escalator. "Meet
you at the top," said Garner, reaching into his ashtray. Anderson stared, jolted, as an
invalid s travel chair becanme a flying saucer. An Armusing an illegal flying machine? An *Arnr?

Anderson rode up the stairs, whistling. This trip nmight be fun after all

"Just leave the chair on the escalator platform"” he said at the top. "W've nade arrangenents

to have it delivered to the local Struldbrugs' Cub. They'|ll take good care of it. I'll carry you
in, sir."
"You get nmy nedikit. I'll walk," said Garner. And he did, wobbling and using his arnms freely. He

barely reached his gee chair. Anderson found the nedikit and foll owed. He checked Gamer's crash
web before he used his own.

"Neunut h? Ready," said Anderson, as if into enpty air. He continued, "The other ranjet-rocket
carried a bundle of solid fuel rockets as big as this ship. They're strap-ons. W don't have any
nore power than the Golden Circle, and we're a day and a hail behind them so we use the strap-ons
to give us an initial boost. Inefficient, but if it works--"

-- It's good," Ganer finished for him H's voice was thickened by the pull of the linear
accelerator. For five seconds the soundl ess pressure |lasted, two gravities of pull. Then the rans
fired and they were off.

It would take two days of unconfortable two-gee acceleration to get there first, thought Garner
conpressed in his chair. Hs old bones would take a beating. Already he was nissing the gadgets in
his own chair. This trip wasn't going to be fun
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* k%

Lars was eating a very nessy sardine-and-egg sandwi ch when the buzzer buzzed. He put it down
gently, using both hands, so that it wouldn't bounce in the nearly nonexistent gravity. He w ped
hi s hands on his coverall, which he washed frequently, and went to the transceiver

The maser beam had crossed the void in one instantaneous beep. The radio translated it into
sound, then thoughtfully scaled it down against the m nute Doppler shift. Wat cane out was the
colorless voice of Cutter, duty nan at Cures.

"Thank you, Eros, your nessage received in full. No nore emergencies this tine, Lam Topeka Base
called us eight hours ago, giving us the tine of takeoff and predicted course. According to your
report the takeoff was four mnutes late, but that's typical. Keep us posted.

"Thank you, Eros, your--"

Lars switched it off and went back to his sandwich. Briefly he wondered if Cutter had noticed
that the Navy ship was followi ng the two he had tracked ei ghteen hours ago. No doubt he had.

* % %

"You're taking it too hard," said Dale Snyder.
Judy shrugged.

Again Dale took in the puffy eyelids showi ng beneath the makeup, the unfamliar lines in Judy's
pretty twenty-eight-year-old face, the death-grip on her coffee glass, her rigid position in what
shoul d have been an easy chair. "Look here," he said. "You ve got far too many things working on
you. Have you considered-- | nean, have you given any thought to invoking your agreenment with
Larry concerning adultery? At |east you could elininate one of your tensions. And you're not
hel pi ng hi m by worrying."

"I know. |'ve thought about it. But-- " she smiled, "not with a friend, Dale."

"Ch, | didn't nean that," Dale Snyder said hastily. And blushed. Fortunately the bandages
covered nost of it. "Wat about going to Vegas? The town's full of divorcees of both sexes, nopst
of themtenporarily terrified of getting nmarried again. Geat for a short-termaffair. You could
cut it short when Larry cones back."

He nay have put too much assurance into the | ast sentence, because Judy's grip tightened on her
glass and relaxed i nmediately. "I don't think so," she said listlessly.

"Think about it some nore. You could even do sone ganbling."

* k *

Two gravities! Twelve hours ago he woul d have sneered at hinself. Two gravities, lying on his
back? Luke coul d have done it on his head. But that was twelve hours ago, twelve hours of double
wei ght and t hrobbing metal and noi se and no sleep. The strap-on fission/fusion nmotors roared in
pairs outside the hull. Two had been dropped al ready. Ten remained, burning two at a tine. It
woul d be a day and a half before ship's weight returned to normal.

The stars were hard, enphatic points. Never had the sky been so bl ack; never had the stars been
so bright. Luke felt that they would have burned tiny holes in his retinae if he could have held
his eyes fixed on one point. Tiny rmulticolored blindnesses to add to his enviable collection of
scars. The MIky Way was a foggy river of light, with sharp actinic |laser points glaring through

So here he was.

He'd been seventy-two the day they launched the first passenger ship: an orbital craft, clunsy
and spavi ned

and oversized by today's standards, nothing nore than a

skip-glider. They'd told himhe was too old to buy a

ticket. What was he now? He wanted to | augh, but there was pressure on his chest.
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Wth an effort he turned his head. Anderson was | ocking a sheet of transparent plastic over part
of the conpl ex waparound control panel. Mst of the panel was

al ready under the plastic sheets. He saw Luke |l ooking at him and he said, "Nothing to do from
now on but watch for rocks. |'ve put us above the plane of the Belt."

"Can we aford the extra tinme?"

"Sure. If they're going to Neptune." Anderson's voice came cheerful and energetic, though
slurred by the extra weight on his cheeks. "Qherw se they' || beat us anyway, to wherever they're
going. And we won't know it until they nake turnover."

"We'll have to risk that."
The extra wei ght wasn't bothering Anderson at all

One gravity is standard for manned spacecraft. Some rescue ships; and a few expresses in the
Belt, have attachnents for clusters of fusion/fission strap-on engines to cut their transit tinme.
Oten it nmakes sense. More often it doesn't. G ven continuous accel eration, the decrease in trip
time varies as the square root of the increase in power. G eenberg and the ET should have expected
their pursuers, had they known of them to stay a day and a half behind all the way to Neptune.

A strap-on can only be used once. The snooth cylindrical shell contains only hydrogen gas under
pressure and a core of uraniumalloy. The fusion shield generator is external; it stays with the
ship when the strap-on falls away. The nmonment the shield forms on the inside of the shell
neutrons fromthe core begin to reflect back into the uranium nmass, and everything dissolves in
the chain reaction. As tine decreases the pressure inside the trapped star, the tiny exhaust
aperture is designed to wear away, keeping the acceleration constant.

This time the strap-ons were vital. The *Heinlein* would beat the others to Neptune by six hours-

If they were headed for Neptune! But if Diller were wong, or if Diller had lied-- if Diller
i ke Greenberg, thought he was an alien-- if the fleeing ships were en route to sone asteroid--
then the Heinlein would overshoot. Wen the others nmade turnover it would be too |ate. The
Hei nl ein woul d be going too fast.

O course, there were always the missiles. And the Belt would consider it a violation of treaty
if the *Golden Circle* or the *Iwo Jina* |anded in the Belt. They m ght be persuaded to attack

But there was Ll oyd Masney.

Wth a full nminute's delay in transm ssion, his discussion with Chick Watson had been both
tiring and unproductive. Now Chick knew everything he knew, except for the exhaustive details he'd
collected on Greenberg's life.

They' d reached sone obvi ous deci sions. They would not send any nore ships fromEarth, ships
whi ch woul d obviously arrive far too late to help. Earth would fire at sight if either of the
target ships reached anywhere and started back. Chick would keep his comunications open for
Garner, ready to search out any information he mght need. And one other decision--

"No, we can't call on the Belt for help." Chick's expression dismssed the idea with the
contenpt he felt it deserved. "Not with Belt relations the way they are now. They know what they'd
do to us with an enbargo on uranium and we know what we'd do to them by holding off their
vitam ns, and both sides are just itching to see who'd collapse first. You think they'd believe a
story like ours? Al the proof we can offer is second hand, fromtheir point of view They'd think
we were setting up our own mning operation, or trying to claima noon. They'd think anything at
all, because all they can tell for sure is that three ships fromEarth are on their way to
Nept une.

"Worse yet, they might just assune that this telepathy anplifier won't reach beyond Earth. In
whi ch case they
could make a better deal with Greenberg, king of the world, than they can with us."

"I"l'l never buy that," Garner had answered. "But you're right, there's no point in crying for
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hel p. There rmay be a better answer.”

And so they waited. If they were right, if the stolen ships were going to the eighth planet,
they would be turning in six days. Luke and Anderson had nothing to do until the ET's gave them
their orders.

Luke went to sleep, finally, smling. He sniled because the gees were pulling on his cheeks.
Ander son was sl eeping too, letting the autopilot do the work.

* % %

At twenty-one hundred the next day the last pair of strap-ons burned out, and were dropped. Now
six tunmbling pairs of thick-walled nmetal cylinders followed the *Heinlein* in a line mllions of
mles long. In a century all would reach interstellar space. Sone woul d eventual |y pass between
t he gal axi es.

The ship went on at a confortable one gee. Luke scowl ed ferociously to exercise his facial
muscl es, and Anderson stepped into the airlock to do isometric exercises.

The rocks of the Belt slipped by bel ow, faster every second.

* % %

He was a cl erkish-1ooking man with a droning voice, and he called hinself Ceres Base. Fromhis
appearance he m ght never have had a nane of his own. He wanted to know what an Earth Navy ship
was doing in the Belt.

"W have passage," Anderson told himcurtly.

Yes, said Ceres, but what is the *Heinlein*'s purpose?

Gar ner whi spered, "Let ne have the nike."

"Just tal k. He can hear you."

"Ceres, this is Lucas Garner, Armof the UN. Wiy the sudden shift?"
"M . Garner, your authority does not exist here in--"

"That's not what | asked."

"I beg your pardon?"

"You just now realized we're following the Golden Circle. Didn't you?"

"Are you really? To what purpose?"

"None of your business. But | may tell one of your superiors, if you pick the right superior
Get himon fast, were getting further away every mnute."

"The Belt will not allow you passage unl ess you explain your purpose here."
"The Belt won't touch us. Good-by."

* % %

At the sound of the bell Marda rolled off the couch and wal ked snobothly into the phone boot h.
Al ready there was only a slight pull in her abdonen fromthe surgical cenent, though the operation
was just twelve hours old. A slight pull when she noved, to rem nd her of what she had | ost.

"Lit!" she called. "Ceres. It's for you."
Lit trotted in fromthe garden.

Cutter | ooked apprehensive for once. "Renmenber the two bandit ships from Topeka Base? Soneone's
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j oi ned the procession."
"Took them | ong enough. W warned them days ago. Wen did it take of f?"
"Two days ago."
"Two days, Cutter?"

"Lit, the *Heinlein* gave us plenty of warning and an accurate course projection. She al so used
strap-on boosters. The tine/position curve | ooks conpletely different fromthe curves for the
bandits. It took me this long to see that everybody's going in the sane direction.”

"Dam it, Cutter never mnd. Anything el se?"
"The *Heinlein*'s passing Ceres now. Do you want to talk to Lucas Garner, Arm of the UN?"

"An Arn? No. Wiat's an Arm doi ng out here?"

"He won't say. He might tell you."

S—_—

"What makes you so sure the Belt won't stop us?"

"Well, they can't catch us and board us. Al they could do is throw mssiles at us, right?"
"You nmake ne so happy."

"Belters aren't stupid, Anderson. Uh, oh.

A space-tanned Caucasian with black hair and wrinkl ed eyes | ooked out of the screen at them and
said, "Do | have the honor of addressing Lucas Garner aboard the *Heinlein*?"

"Right. Wio's this?"
"Charles Martin Shaeffer. First Speaker, Belt Political section. May | ask--"
"'Little'" Shaeffer?"

The mahogany man's face froze for an instant, then barely smled. "They call nme Lit. Wat are
you up to, Garner?"

"You I'll tell, Shaeffer. Now don't interrupt, becanse
a long story..."

It took fifteen mnutes to tell. Shaeffer |istened without conment. Then there were questions.
Shaef fer wanted details, clarification. Then some of the questions were repeated. There were
vei |l ed accusations, which becane | ess veil ed. Anderson kept the beam fixed and sensibly | et Luke
do the tal king. After an hour of question-and-answer, Luke shut it off.

"That's as nmuch cross exanmination as |'mtaking today, Shaeffer."
"What did you expect ne to do, swallow your tale whol e? Your opinion of Belters needs revision."

"No, Shaeffer, it doesn't. | never expected to be believed. You can't afford to believe ne; the
propaganda val ue would be enornous if Earth took you in on such a wild story."

"Naturally. On the other hand, what you're trying to tell nme is that an alien nonster is
threatening all of human civilization. In viewof this it seens odd that you object to answering a
few questions."

"Nuts. Shaeffer, do this. Send a few arned--"
"I'"'m*not* taking orders--"

"Don't interrupt me, Shaeffer. Send a few arnmed ships to follow nme to Neptune. |I'msure that's
where they're going; they' ve already passed turnover for nost of the asteroids. It'll take your
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ships a while to catch us. They may get there in tinme to help us out, and they may not. If you
think I"'ma liar, then send your ships along only to nake sure | don't do any poachi ng. Regardl ess
of what you suspect me of, you'll need ships to stop ne, right? But armthem Shaeffer. Armthem
good.

"Your only other choice is to start a war, right? Right. If you want my story confirned call the
Arns office in Los Angeles, then call the UN Conparative Cultures Exhibit in Brasilia G udad and
ask if they' ve still got the Sea Statue. That's all you can do. So call nme back and tell ne how
many ships you're sending." Luke gestured to Anderson, who turned himoff.

"Jerk," said Anderson, with feeling.

"Not at all. He did the right thing. He'll keep on doing it. First he'll send ships after us,
i ncluding one with anti-radar which will have to get there later than the others because of the

extra weight. He'll call Earth and get ny story confirned as well as he can. The worst he can
think of me then is that I'mthorough. Finally he'll call us and tell us he's sending one |ess
ship than he is, leaving out the antiradar. That ship gives the Belt every chance to catch ne red-
handed, doing whatever illegal treaty-breaking thing they think |I'm doing, especially since

don't know the Belt's discovered antiradar--"
"“Unh huh."
"But if they don't catch nme at anything then they cooperate with ne."

"Uh huh. It's perfect. But will they be able to handle it when we turn out to be telling the
truth?"

"Sure. They'll be arnmed for us, and a weapon is a weapon. Besides which, sonme of themwill
believe ne. Belters, they're always waiting for the first alien contact. They'll be arned for
bear, regardless." Garner rubbed his scalp. "I wonder what the Sea Statue is arnmed for?"

* % %

A dry tooth socket is not extrenely painful. The pain is mld. Wiat drives the unfortunate
victimto thoughts of suicide is, the pain never lets up. There is no escape.

Marda felt the gentle, remi nding pull in her abdomen every tine she noved.

Many Belt women were childl ess. Sonme had been spayed by solar storns. Sone were frigid, and
their frigidity let themendure the loneliness of a singleship. Sone had undesirabl e recessive
genes; and, contrary to popular terran belief; the Belt had fertility | aws. Sone coul d not
conceive in free or nearly free fall. They were a special class, the exiles from Confinement.

What was Lit doing in that phone booth? It had been over an hour

He was furious, she could see that. She'd never seen
himso mad. Even after the screen went dark, he just sat there glaring at the screen

Sonet hi ng made Marda get up and push open the soundproof door. Lit |ooked around. "That Arm
That flatlander. Marda, can you imagine an Armgetting huffy with ne?"

"He really pushed all your buttons, didn't he? What happened, Lit?"

"Ch..." Lit banged the heels of his hands together. "You renenber those two ships that took off
from Topeka Base without--"

"I never heard about it."
"Right. | forgot." She'd hardly been in a nood to listen then. "Wll, two days ago..."

By the time he finished he was alnost calm Mrda felt safe in saying, "But, Lit, you cross-
exanmined himfor a full hour. Wat else could he do but cut you off or admt he was |ying?"

"Good point. What I'mreally nad about is that tale he told ne.™
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"You're sure he was lying? It sounds al nost too fantastic."
"Aw, honey. It is too fantastic."

"Then forget it.

"That's not the point. Wat's he want with Neptune? Wiy's he need three ships? And why, in the
nane of Reason, does he comandeer the Golden Circle fromTitan Enterprises?"

"To back up his story?"
"No. | think it's the other way around. H's story was tailored to fit the facts."

Slowy he turned back to face the blank screen. He sat for a while, with Marda watching him and
then he said, "I'"'mgoing to have to do just as he told me. That burns ne. Renmind ne to tell you
sonmeday why | hate Arns."

"Ckay. Later today, then."

"Good girl." But he'd already forgotten her. Still he stared at the blank screen, not willing to
give Ceres its orders until he'd thought themout conpletely. Finally he nuttered, "I can get the
jump on him I'll send the ships fromthe |lead Trojans; he'll be passing right over them W'IlIl be
after himfaster than he thinks." Hs hand darted out. "And-- nph. | can send a radar proof.

Qperator? Get me a nmaser to Achilles, fast.

O course, the whole ploy could be a red herring, he thought, waiting for the operator to cal

back. A distraction for sonmething going on right here in the Belt. Wll, they won't get away with
that either. Every ship that | eaves Earth or the Mon is going to be questioned. W'Il board sone
of them and follow the ones that won't allowit. Earth will get its share too. |I'll make our

espi onage systemthink the end of the world is coning

* % %

Four and a half days |ater neither Kzanol nor Kzanol/ G eenberg had turned ship. It seened they
really were going to Neptune. If so they would be turning in eighteen hours.

It was already tine for Anderson to turn ship. He did.
"We' || get there six hours ahead of them" he told Garner
" Good. "

"Of course, they could be headed for outer space. It could be a coincidence that they're going
in that direction. Then we'll lose them"

"I'n those ships? Besides, | never doubted they were going to Neptune. | just didn't want to take
chances. "

"Uh huh. I'mjust hypothesizing. How about sone |unch?"

"Good." It was high noon. The life-support systemdidn't include enough roomto wal k around in,

but it did have a mechani zed kitchen; and one thing the space conquerors had | earned early was
that caviar is cheaper than corn flakes. Caviar has far nore food val ue per payl oad ounce. So
Garner and Anderson ate prefrozen crepes Veroni que and wondered how long it would be before they
coul d exercise off the extra pounds.

Wiile they were feeding the plates back into the food slot, Garner found something else to worry
about. "Can we turn our tel escope around?"

"Sure. VWhy?"
"To follow the other ships. They're still ahead of us, and we're noving ass-backwards."
"W can't see them now because the glare of our exhaust blocks our view But we'll be passing
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themin six hours, and we can watch them fromthen on."

* k k

"We'll never catch them" said the man in the lead ship. He was a tall, spindly Negro with

prematurely white hair and an habitual poker face. "They'll be three days ahead of us all the way.
Poachers! ™"
Sonebody, Snoky from his accent, said, "It'd be four if we hadn't started from Achilles."

"Sonet hing on the scope,"” said one of the other ships. Al five were singleships, hurriedly
converted to war potential fromtheir mning duties in the lead cluster of Jupiter's Trojan
asteroi ds.

"Li ke what?"

"Specks of hydrogen light. Mwving al nost as fast as the Arm judging by the red shift. Way ahead
of him"

"Isit too late to call Ceres?"
"Direct, yes. She'll be behind the Trojans for a while."

"Tartov! Call Phoebe and say that there are three ships past Uranus, all en route to Neptune,
all nmoving at approx the sane speed. | want ETAs for each of them"

"I hear you, Lew.

The fleet of five ships looked |ike a snmall swarmof fireflies. They were only thousands of
mles apart; they stayed that close to avoid irritating nessage del ays. The distance would stil
have hi dden them from each other if they had been using chemical fuels or ion jets, but the
searing light of the fusion drives showed brighter than any of the surrounding stars.

"Here."

"I"'msure one of themis a honeynoon special. It's got a strong oxygen line in its spectrum?”
"Yeah? The Arns are thorough, you' ve got to give themcredit."

Tartov said, "They nust be after sonething big. Sonething trenendous."

None of the others spoke. Perhaps they were reserving judgnent. Behind the swarm falling
further behind with each second, a lone firefly struggled in pursuit.

* k *

Sonething went by like a falling conet, if there were such a thing. "There goes G eenberg," said
Anderson, grinning. The blue-white light faded slowy into the background of stars.

"The Golden Circle should be by in a few mnutes," he added. "G eenberg's ship is just a touch
faster."

Garner didn't answer.
Anderson turned to ook at him "Something buggi ng you?" he asked kindly.

Gar ner nodded. "I've been thinking about it for days. | just nowrealized that there isn't any
good answer. It's like trying to keep a teleport in jail."

"What is?"
"Trying to keep either of those birds frompicking up the anplifier."
He sl apped his chair absently for the cigarette button, caught hinself and scow ed. "Look. W

can't get to it first. W don't know how they plan to find it thensel ves. Probably they just
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remenber where they put it. W don't even know how big it is! W can't arrest them at |east we
can't arrest the ET because he'd just turn us into spare butlers, and we'll have trouble with
Greenberg because he's got an armed ship and Masney can use the guns. He may be better than you
son." Garner | ooked horribly Iike a Greek tragic mask, but his voice was the voice of a very
worried man. "It seens to ne that the only thing we can do is shoot on sight."

"You can't do that!" Anderson protested. "You'll kill Geenberg and Masney both!"

"I don't want to kill anyone. G ve ne another choice!"
"Well, give ne a chance to! | haven't even thought about it yet!" He screwed his young face into
a snooth senblance of Garner's. "Hey!" he exclai med suddenly. "Yeah, |'ve got something. You don't

have to shoot on sight. You can wait to find out if what they're looking for is really on
Nept une. "

"What good will that do?"

"They could have | eft something on one of the noons, or in orbit. But if it's on Neptune, they
can't get at it! Neither of their ships devel ops nore than one gee. Neptune's pull is higher than
that. They can't land."

"No good. The ET has a wi nged ship. But that's good thinking anyway, son;"

"You bet it is," Anderson said angrily. "How the hell is he going to get back up?"

Luke Garner | ooked |like he'd seen a vision. After a nonent he asked, "Son, have you ever thought
of joining the Arnms?"

"Why--" Anderson began nodestly.

Who are you?

The two stared at one anot her.

WHO ARE YQU????7?7?7

"Lucas Launcelot Garner. Arm"

"Leroy. George Anderson's boy. The astronaut.”

| DON'T WANT YOU FOLLON NG ME. The M nd was bl asting, angry. Even when nerely "thinking al oud, "
it held Garner and Anderson physically and nentally paralyzed. Then it cane to a decision
Ander son reached toward the control panel. H's fingernails rapped agai nst plastic. He began
funbling at the catches on the guard panel

Gar ner pushed hi m back wi th one hand.

It lashed him Garner felt it stop his heart, and he gasped, horribly. R ght now? he wondered.
Hi s sight turned red and went out.

He cane back to life with a singing in his head. Anderson was | ooking terribly haggard. He had a
spray hypo in his hand. "Thank God," he blurted. "I thought you were gone."

"Heart stopped," Garner wheezed. (Not this time.) "First tine it's ever happened. Wat did you
use?"

"Adrenalin in the heart. Are you all right?"
"Sure. Considering."

The young pilot was still pale. "You know what he told me to do? | was going to turn off the
fusion shield! They'd have seen it on Earth." He shuddered. "In daylight they'd have seen it! Very
| ucky thing you stopped nme. But how did you know?"

"I knew what he wanted for a result. Never mind. How did you know it was ny heart?"
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"I felt himdo it. Well, we don't have to worry about himuntil we get to Neptune. He went out
of range right after he stopped your heart."

"We'l|l have to shoot first with that bird."

"I't'll be a pleasure," Anderson said furiously.

* % %

Kzanol strained to hang onto the eneny ninds, but it was no use. Not only was di stance agai nst
him the difference in velocities was even nore of a barrier. A slight relativistic difference in
tinme rates could nake communi cati on i npossible, even between two thrints.

He turned his attention back to the cards. The pilot, who was English, called this gane
Patience. It was well naned. Kzanol was |earning patience the hard way. The floor of the |ounge
was littered with scraps of torn plastic; but this one deck had already survived ten | ost ganes.
It was the |ast deck on board.

GowWing deep in his throat, |like the carnivore he was, Kzanol scraped the cards together and
shuffled them He was |earning coordination, too. And he had | earned sonethi ng about hinself: he
woul d not let a slave see himcheating at cards. He had cheated once, and the pilot had sonehow
guessed. He woul d not cheat again

Kzanol junped. Another one! This one was too far to the side to control, but easily dose enough
to sense. And yet... the inmage had a fuzziness that had nothing to do with distance. As if the
sl ave were asleep. But... different.

For half an hour it stayed within reach. In that time Kzanol satisfied hinmself that there was no
other slave on board. He did not think of another thrint. He would have recogni zed the taste of a
thrint command.

At six hundred hours the next norning, Geenberg's ship turned around. Three minutes later the
Golden Circle did the sane. Anderson found the prints in the scope canera when he woke up: two
lights which stretched slowy into bright lines, then contracted with equal deliberation into
sonewhat brighter points.

* % %

The tine passed slowy. Garner and Anderson were already deep in a tournanent which they played
on the viewer screen: a rectangular array of dots to be connected by lines, with victory going to
the player who conpl eted the nost squares.

Al nost every day they raised the stakes.

On the norning of the last day Garner got back to even. At one point he had been al nost el even
thousand dollars in debt. "See?" he said. "You don't give up all your pleasures as you get ol der."

"Just one," Anderson said thoughtlessly.

"Mre than that," Garner admitted. "My taste buds have been wearing out for, lo, these many
years. But | guess someday someone will find a way to replace them Just |ike ny spinal cord. That
wore out too."

"Wore out? You nean it wasn't an accident? The nerves just died?"
"Just went into a coma would be nore like it."

A sw ft change of subject was in order. "Have you got any better idea of what we do when we get
to Neptune? Do we hide on one of the nmoons and wat ch?"

"Right," said Garner

But half an hour | ater he asked, "Can we reach Earth from here?"
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"Only by maser," Anderson said dubiously. "Everyone on Earth will be able to listen in. The beam
will spread that far. Have you got any secrets fromthe nan on the slidewal k?"

"Don't worry about it. Aima naser at Earth."

It took half an hour for Anderson to center the beamand set it tracking. "If it's 'Love to
Mot her,' you're dead," he warned Garner.

"My nother passed away sone tinme ago. In fact, it's been just about a century. And she thought
she was an old woman! Hello, Arm Headquarters. This is Lucas Garner calling the United Nations
Technol ogi cal Police."

Ander son nudged himwi th an el bow. "Are you waiting for an answer, shnook?"

"Of course not!" Habits are hard to break. "This is Garner calling Arm Headquarters, Earth.
Pl ease aimyour reply at Neptune. W urgently need the followi ng informati on from Dorcas Jansky.
Does his retarder field stop radar conpletel y? Repeat, conpletely. Wuld the ET suit do the sane?"
He put down the m ke. "Ckay, son, repeat that a fewtines."

"All right, it's on repeat. Now what was that all about?"

"I don't know why it took me so long to figure it out," Garner said smugly. "The ET has been
frozen for about two billion years, according to Greenberg. | think he was telling the truth. He
couldn't know that there's sonething on Neptune unless he put it there two billion years ago. And
how coul d he assune that it hasn't fallen apart or rusted to death or whatever, after all that
time?"

"I't's in aretarder field."

IlRi ght . "

Ander son | ooked at the chron. "You'll be getting your answer in a little over eight hours, not
counting the tine it takes to get what's-his-nanme. Figure an hour; they'll be calling around
nineteen thirty. So let's get sone sleep. W'll be conming in about three tonorrow norning."

"Ckay. Sleeping pills?"
"Uh huh." Anderson punched buttons on the nedici ne box.

"Luke, | still think you were waiting for Earth to answer."

"You can't prove it, son

* k *

Twenty-one forty-five. Garner studied the board for a nonent, then drew one short |ine between
two dots of light. The scanner, set to follow the novenments of the tip of his stylus, reproduced
the Iine on the board.

The radi o boormed to life.

"This is Arm Headquarters calling spaceship *Heinlein*. Arm Headquarters calling Lucas Garner
spaceship *Heinlein*. Garner, this is Chick. |I got hold of Jansky this norning, and he spent three
hours doi ng experinents in our lab. He says a retarder field does, repeat does, reflect one
hundred percent of energy of any frequency, including radar, and including everything he could
think of. Visible, ultraviolet, infrared, radio, X rays. If you're interested, he thinks there's a
mat henatical relation between a retarder field and a fusion shield. If he finds one, do you want
to know? I's there anything el se we can help you with?"

"You can help me with this gane,"” Luke nuttered. But Anderson had erased it, along with the six-
i nch curve Luke had drawn when he jerked his armat the sound of the radio.

* k k
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The man in the [ead ship ran fingers through his cottony hair like a man sorely puzzled. He
barely had roomin the tiny control bubble. "All ships," he said. "What the hell did he nean by
t hat ?"

After a few nonents sonmeone suggested, "Code nessage." Qthers chorused agreenment. Then Tartov
asked, "Lew, does Earth have something called a retarder-field?"

"I don't know. And there's nowhere we can beam a naser that sone Earth ship won't get init." He
sighed, for masers are always a chore to use. "Soneone ask the Political Section about retarder
fields."

* k%
"Retarder fields?"
"Retarder fields. And they sent us the full text of the message to Garner."

Lit smled with one side of his mouth. "Retarder fields

were part of Garner's story. | knew he'd be thorough, but this is ridiculous." He thought of the
t housands of Belt ships he'd put on standby alert, just in case Garner's fleet was intended to
distract attention fromthings closer to hone; and he thought of five mning ships and a pricel ess
radar proof headed for what might as well be outer space. Garner was causing nore than his fair
share of activity. "All right, 1'll play his silly ganme. Beam Arm Headquarters and ask them what
t hey know about retarder fields."

Cutter was shocked. "Ask the Arms?" Then he got the joke, and his face was chilled by a smle
On Cutter a smle always | ooked fal se.

It wasn't until Arm Headquarters cautiously denied all know edge of retarder fields, that Lit
Shaef fer began to have doubts.

* k% %

Wth the first jarring clang of the alarm Garner was awake. He saw Anderson groan and open his
eyes, but the eyes weren't seeing anything. "Meteor strike!" he baw ed.

Ander son's eyes becane aware. "Not funny," he said.

n '\b?ll

"No. Are you the type who yells '"Red Alert' on a crowded slidewal k? What tine is it?"

"Ch three oh four." Garner |ooked out at the stars. "No Neptune. \Wy?"

"Just a sec." Anderson fooled with the attitude jets. The ship swung around. Neptune was a bl ue-
green ball, dimin the faint sunlight. Usually a world that close is awe-inspiring, if not
blinding. This world only |ooked terribly cold.

"There it is. Wiat'll | do with it?"

"Put us in a search orbit and start scanning with the radar. Can you set it to search for
sonet hi ng as dense as dwarf star matter?"

"You mean, set it to search below the crust? WIIl do, Captain."
" Ander son?"

"Uh huh?" He was already at work on the instrunment panel

"You will renmenber that we have a tinme linmt?"
Anderson grinned at him "I can put this thing in a forced orbit and finish the search in five
hours. Ckay?"

"Great." Luke started punching for breakfast.
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"There's just one thing. W'll be in free fall some of the tinme. Can you take it?"
"Sure."

Ander son nmoved in. Wien he finished, the ship bal anced nose down, one thousand mles above the
surface, driving straight at the planet with a force of nore or | ess one gee. The "nore or |ess"
came from Anderson's constant read justnments.

"Now don't worry," Anderson told him "I'mtrying keep us out of the atnosphere, but if we do
happen to land in the soup all | have to do is turn off the notor. The notor is all that's hol ding
us in this tight orbit. W'd fall straight up into outer space."

"So that's what a forced orbit is. How are you working the search?"

"Well, on a map it would ook Ilike I'"'mfollowing lines of longitude. 1'll turn the ship sideways
for a few mnutes every tinme we cross a pole, so we can keep changi ng our line of search. W can't
just let the planet turn under us. It would take al nost sixteen hours."”

The worl d rolled beneath them one thousand niles below- nore or |ess. There was faint banding
of the atnosphere, but the predoni nant col or was bl ui sh white. Anderson kept the radar sweeping at
and bel ow the ward horizon, which on the radar screen |ooked like stratified air. It was solid
rock.

"Understand, this is just to find out if it's there," Anderson said an hour later. "If we see a

bl ob, we'll have pinned within five hundred nmles. That's all."

"That's all we need."

At nine hours Anderson turned the ship around, facing outward. He ached from shoul ders to

fingertips. "lIt's not there," he said wearily. "Now what?"

"Now we get ready for a fight. Get us headed toward Nereid and turn off the drive."

The bright stars that were two fusion-drive spacecraft were too close to the tiny Sun to be
easily seen. Anderson couldn't even find the Golden Crcle. But Greenberg's ship canme steadily on
bl ue and brightening at the edge of the Sun's gol den corona. Garner and Anderson were on a ten-
hour path to Nereid, Neptune's outernost noon. They watched as Greenberg's light grew brighter

At nine thirty the light began to wi ggle. G eenberg was naneuvering. "Do we start shooting?"
Ander son wanted to know.

"I think not. Let's see where he's going."

They were on the night side of the planet. G eenberg was diving toward Neptune at a point near
the twilight line. He was clearly visible.

"He's not conming toward Nereid," said Anderson. They were both whispering, for sone reason
"Right. Either he left it on Triton, or it's in orbit. Could it be in orbit after that |ong?"

"Mssile's tracking," Anderson whispered.
Greenberg was past Triton before he started to de"clerate.
"In orbit?" wondered Garner. "He nust have nuts."

Twenty mnutes |ater Greenberg's ship was a wiggling between the horns of Neptune's cold blue
crescent. They watched its slow crawl toward one of the horns. He was in a forced orbit, covering
a search pattern of surface. "Now what?" Anderson asked

"W wait and see. | give up, Anderson. | can't understand it."

"I swear it's not on Neptune."

"Uh, oh." Garner pointed. "Hail, hail, the gang's all here." A tiny spear of |ight was going by
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the lighted
edge of the pl anet.

* k% %

The bl ue-green ball was |arger than he had anticipated. For the first tine Kzanol regretted his
carel essness in not finding out nore about the eighth planet when he had the chance, sone two
billion years ago. He asked the pilot and copilot, who renenbered that Neptune had 1.23 gee at
surface. Earth gee, of course. For Kzanol it would be about two and a hal f.

Kzanol stood at one of the snmall wi ndows, his jaw just above the | ower edge, his leathery lips
drawn back in a snarl of worry. Not |long now One way or another. For the pilot was nudging the
ship into a search orbit.

Soneone was al ready there.

It was the half-asleep free slave he'd passed at the hal fway point. He was al nost around the
curve of the world, but he would be back in eighteen diltun or so. Kzanol had the pilot put the
Golden Circle in orbit and turn off the notor. Let the slave do the searching.

The ship went by underneath, spitting fire at the stars. The slave was indeed nmarking out a
search pattern. Kzanol |et himgo on

And he wondered. How was he going to get down, on a nmotor which sinply didn't have the power?

He et the pilot think about it, and the pilot told him On rockets, wi ngs, and ranms, all going
at once. But even the pilot couldn't think of a way back up

Kzanol / Greenberg, of course, had no warning at all. At its present setting his radar woul d have
shown Kzanol's ship as nore transparent than air. Even the planet itself was translucent.
Kzanol / Greenberg kept watch over the radar screen, sure that if Masney missed the suit, he
woul dn' t.

"Way isn't the other ship searching too?" Anderson wondered. "It's just floating."

"Ordinarily," said Garner, thinking out loud, "lI'd think they were, in cahoots. There's no need
for themboth to search. But how ? Oh. | get it. The ET has taken control of Masney and G eenberg
Either that or he's letting themdo his job for himw thout their knowing it."

"Wul dn't the job get done quicker if they both searched?"

"I''mbeginning to wonder if this alien isn't the aristocrat's aristocrat. Maybe he thinks that
anyone who works is a slave. Since he's a master... But the real question is, what are they
searching for, and where is it?

"Look, son, why don't you warmup the radi o and point the nmaser at our fleet of Belters. | mght
as well fill themin."

* % %

One thing about the Belt ships: at least the air plant could handl e pi pe tobacco. The man in the
third ship was the only man in the fleet who took advantage of the fact, one of exactly six in the
entire Belt. He was known, not too affectionately, as O d Snoky.

Once he had been a flatlander. For nearly thirty years he had piloted a succession of
circum unar tourist boats. H's nights he had spent in a small, cheap apartment a few stories above
the vehicular traffic level in Los Angeles. On holidays he went to the beach, and was |ucky to
find enough clear sand to sit on; his vacations were spent in foreign cities, strange and nove
and undeni ably fascinating but generally just as crowded as Los Angel es.

Once he stayed two weeks in what was |eft of the Amazon jungle. He smuggl ed some cigarettes in
with him risking two years in prison, and ran out in five days. Wien he found he was telling
every friend and stranger how nuch he wanted a snoke, he went back to the cities.
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He had net Lucas Garner in the line of duty; Garner's duty. There was a massive sit-in to
protest runored corruption in the Fertility Board; and when the | aw haul ed Snoky off the top strip
he nmet Garner in the uniformof a police chief. Sonmehow they got to be friends. Their respective
views on life were just close enough to make for violent, telling, fun argunents. For years they
met irregularly to argue politics. Then Luke joined the Arms. Snoky never forgave him

One day Snoky was roundi ng the Moon nose down with a | oad of tourists, when he felt a sudden
conpel ling urge to turn nose out and keep driving until all the stars were behind him He fought
it down, and |anded in Death Valley that evening as he had | anded seven-thousand-odd tines before.
That night, as he approached his apartnment through the usual swirling nob, Snoky realized that he
hated every city in the world.

He had saved enough to buy his own mining ship. Under the circunstances the Belt was glad to
have him He | earned caution before the Belt killed him and he earned enough to keep his ship in
repair and hinmself in food and tobacco.

Now he was the only man in the fleet who could recognize Lucas Garner's voice. Wen the radio
burst to life he listened carefully to the nessage, then called Lew to report that it really was
Gar ner .

For Snoky, the broadcast renoved all doubt. It was Garner hinmself. The old man was not above a
judicious lie, but he was not prone to risk his life. If he was near Neptune in a |eaky terran
Navy crate, he nust have an outstanding reason to be there.

Thoughtfully O d Snoky checked through his arsenal of two radar missiles, one heat seeker, and a
short-range | aser "cannon." The war of the worlds was here at | ast!

* k% %

Kzanol was baffled. After six hours of searching, the slave Masney had covered the entire
pl anet. The suit wasn't there!

He | et the slave begin his second search, for the sake

of thoroughness. He took his own ship to Triton. The Brain could not compute the course of
nmoons; one of them may have gotten in the way of the ship as it speared toward Neptune. Very
likely it had been Triton. That npon was not only closer than Nereid, it was far bigger: 2500
mles thick as conpared to 200

A nerve-w acki ng hour later, an hour of flying upside down over Triton's surface with the jet
firing outward and the lightly pitted noon showi ng flat overhead, Kzanol adnitted defeat. No white
flash had shown itself on the radar screen, though Neptune itself had gl owed through the
transparent inage of the larger noon. He turned his attention to the snall noon

* k *

"So that's it!" Anderson's face glowed. "They thought it was on the surface and it wasn't. Now
they don't know where it is!" He frowned in thought. "Shouldn't we get out of here? The
honeynooner's aining itself at Nereid, and we're too close for confort."

"Right," said Garner. "But first we turn the missile |oose. The one that's honed on the alien
We can worry about Greenberg later."

"I hate to do it. There're two other people on the Golden Circle." A nonment passed. Lengthened.
"I can't nove," said Anderson. "It's that third button under the blue light."

But Luke couldn't nove either.
"Who' d have thought he could reach this far?" he wondered bitterly. Anderson couldn't help but
agree. The ship continued to fall toward Nereid.

To the Power, distance was of little inportance. Wiat mattered was nunbers

Nerei d was a bust. The deep radar went through it as through a warped w ndow pane, and showed
not hi ng. Kzanol gave it up and watched the hal f-asleep slave for a while. His tiny flanme burned
bravel y agai nst the Neptunian night.
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Kzanol was in a bad state of nmind. It seenmed that his ship had nmissed not only Neptune but both
its moons. What could have gone wong with the Brain? Probably it had never been intended to | ast
three hundred years. But deep in the bottomof his mnd, he knew better. The Brain had m ssed
del i berately. Kzanol had ordered it to conmmt suicide, not realizing what he asked. The Brain--
whi ch was a nachine, not a slave, not subject to the Power-- had di sobeyed. H's ship nust have
hurtled through the solar systemand gone on into interstellar space at .97 light. By nowit would
be beyond the curve of the universe.

He felt the nuscles pulling at his mouth, flattening the eating tendrils against his cheeks to
protect them opening his jaws as wide as they would go, and wider, pulling his Iips back fromthe
teeth until they were ready to split. It was an involuntary reaction, a reaction of fear and rage,
automatically readying the thrint for a battle to the death. But there was nothing to fight. Soon
Kzanol's jaws cl osed and his head drooped between his massive shoul ders.

Al in all, the only pleasure he had was to watch the | ast ship searching Neptune for the third
time and to see its bright flame suddenly | engthen, then shorten again. The sl eepy slave had given

up.

Then Kzanol knew that he too was going to Triton. A feeling of noble pity stole over him and he
renenbered the tradition that the famly of Racarliw had never nistreated a slave. Kzanol went to
meet the sleeper at Triton

"One... two... | can't find Garner's ship. He nust have | anded sonewhere, or turned off his
drive. The others are just milling around."

"Funny he hasn't called us. | hope nothing's happened to him"

"We'd have seen the expl osion, Snoky. Anyway, he was going for Nereid when his drive stopped. If
it failed, we can find himlater."

Wien Kzanol was cl ose enough, he Told the sleeper to turn ship and join him In an hour the Navy
ship and the Golden G rcle were al ongside.

Kzanol's pilot and copilot were worried about the fuel situation, so as soon as the sleeper's
ship was cl ose enough Kzanol Told himto transfer his fuel to the Golden Grcle. He waited while
vari ous cl anki ng and bangi ng sounds rang through the ships. Fortunately the cards were magnetized,
and there was webbipg to hold himin his seat. He foll owed- the novenents of his three persona
slaves with the back of his mnd: the sleeper near the tail, the pilot and copilot notionless in
the cockpit. He didn't want to risk their lives by letting them help the sl eeper

Naturally he junped like a terrified gazelle when his airlock door swng open and a sl ave wal ked
in.
A slave with a mind shield.

"Hi!'" it said, inconprehensibly in English. "I guess we'll need a translator." And it coolly
wal ked forward to the control room At the door it stopped and gestured w th Kzanol's
di si ntegrator.

* % %

A man of Leenman's tal ent and education shoul d never have been given such a boring job. Leenan
knew it coul d never have happened in the Belt. Soneday soon he would mgrate to the Belt, where he
woul d be appreci at ed.

Meanwhi | e, Geoffrey Leeman was the foreman of the Lazy Eight I11's skel eton mai ntenance crew.

Leenan envied the crew of the other section, the drive section at Hanmburg. Busybodi es w th good
intentions were constantly ordering ninor changes in the starship's drive while they waited for
politics to let them!|aunch. The Lazy Eight Ill's life systemhadn't been altered in two years.

Until today.

Now Leerman and his three subordinates watched a horde of technicians doing strange things to the
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nunber three "stateroom" A conplete balloon of fine wire nmesh was being strung over the walls,
floor, and ceiling. Heavy machi nery was being wel ded to what woul d be the ship's floor and was now
the outer wall. Taps were let into the power system Leenan and his nmen found thensel ves running
errands through the ring-shaped corridor, bringing coffee and sandwi ches and detail diagrans,

tools and testing machinery and cigarettes. They had no i dea what was goi ng on. The newconers were
willing to answer questions, but the answers were gi bberish. As:

"We'|| be able to triple the nunmber of passengers!" said the man with a head |i ke a speckl ed
brown egg. He shook an anmeter for enphasis. "Triple!"

How?

The man waved his ameter to include the room "W'Il have themstanding in here |ike rush-hour
comuters in an elevator," he confided. Wien Leerman accused himof levity he becane nortally
of fended and refused to say anot her word.

By the end of the day Leenan felt like a flatwormin a four-dinensional naze.

Sonmehow he managed it so that the entire group went to dinner together, for nutual brain-
pi cki ng. Things became cl earer during dinner. Leeman's ears went up when he heard the phrase
"retarder field."

Dinner turned into a party. It was al nost two hundred before Leeman coul d nmake a phone call. The
ot her man al nost hung up. But Leeman knew the words to stop him

* k%

The Lings' first honeynobon had been spent at Reno, Nevada, thirty years ago. Since then Ling Wi
had becone rich in whol esal e pharmaceuticals. Recently the Fertility Board had granted the couple
the rare privilege of having nmore than two children. And here they were.

Here, before the crystal wall of the nmmin dance bubble, |ooking out and down at a ringed and
banded worl d. They didn't hear the nusic behind them It was magic nusic, the sound of
i magi nation, brought to life by the wild, desert |oveliness before them Soft curves of ice ran
out to a horizon like the lip of a nearby cliff; and above the cliff hung a bauble, a decoration
an aesthetic wonder such as no habitable world has ever known.

Ask an ammat eur astronomer about Saturn. He won't just tell you; he'll drag out his tel escope and
show you. He'll break your armto show you

Li ng Dorothy, fourth generation San Franci scan, pushed the pal ns of her hands agai nst the
crystal wall as if half wanting themto go through. "Ch, | hope. | hope," she said, "I hope it
never cones for us!"

"What, Dot?" Ling Wi snmiled up at her, for she was an inch taller than he was.
"The Golden Circle."

"It's five days late already. | love it here too, but 1'd hate to think people died just to |et
us stay a little longer."

"Haven't you heard, Wi? Ms. WIling was just telling ne that sonmebody stole the Golden Circle
right off the spaceport field!"

"Ms. WIling is a romantic."

* k%

"Gvvv neti', givvwv ne ti'," Charley mmcked. "First Larrry, then "Arrnerr. Tine is all we
get. Do they want the stars all for thensel ves?"

"I think you underrate them" said the ol der dol phin.

"Surely there's roomfor both of us on any world." Charley hadn't been |istening. "They

file:/lIF|/rah/larry%20niven/World%200{%20Ptavvs.txt (66 of 97) [1/14/03 8:30:16 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/larry%20niven/Worl d%200f%20Ptavvs.txt

practically didn't know we were here until a short tinme ago. We could be useful, | know we coul d."
"Why shoul dn't they have time? Do you know how nuch tine they thensel ves needed?"
"What do you nean?"

"The first wal ker story about a trip to the nmoon is thousands of years old. They didn't get
there until a hundred and fifty years ago. Have a little patience," said the one with the worn
teeth and the scarred jaw.

"I don't have thousands of years. Must | spend ny life | ooking at the sky until nmy eyes dry
out ?"

"You wouldn't be the first. Not even the first sw nmer."

* k k

Dal e Snyder wal ked down the hall |ike a conqueror planning new conquests. \Wen he passed
patients he snmiled and nodded, but his brisk wal k di scouraged conversation. He reached the door to
the nurses' |ounge and turned in.

It took himfifteen seconds to reach the coffee stand. In that tinme Dal e Snyder aged forty
years. Hi s body sagged; his shoulders slunped; his cheeks slid half an inch downward, |eaving a
mask of puffy-eyed di scouragenent. He poured a foamplastic cup of black coffee, regarded it with
curled Iip, and poured it down the drain. A nmonent of indecision before he refilled the cup from
anot her spiggot. Yerba mate. At least it would taste different.

It did. He flowed into a chair and stared out the wi ndow, the cup warm ng his hand. Qutside,
there were trees and grass and what | ooked like brick wal ks. Menninger's was a | abyrinth of
bui | di ngs, none nore than four stories tall. A mle-high skyscraper woul d have saved nillions in
| and, even surrounded by the vitally necessary | andscapi ng; but nmany wonan patients woul d have run
scream ng fromthe sexual problens represented by such a single, reaching tower

Dal e shook hinmsel f and gul ped at the brew. For ten mnutes he could forget the patients.

The patients. The "alien shock" patients. They had fooled himat first, himand others, with
their simlar behavior. Only now was it becom ng obvious that their problens were as different as
their fingerprints. Each had gone into sonme kind of shock when the alien cut | oose.

Dal e and his colleagues had tried to treat themas a group. But that was utterly w ong.

Each had borrowed exactly what he needed fromthe ET's tantrum of rage and shock and grief and
fear. Each had found what he had needed or feared. Loneliness, castration syndrone, fear of
vi ol ation, xenophobia, claustrophobia-- there was no point even in catal oguing the |ist.

There weren't enough doctors. There wasn't room for the nunber of doctors they woul d need. Dale
was exhausted and so was everyone el se. And they couldn't showit.

The cup was enpty.

"On your feet, soldier," Dale said aloud. At the door he stood aside for Harriet Sonething, a
cheerfully overwei ght woman who | ooked |ike everybody's mother. His nmind held the afteri mage of
her smle, and he wondered, how does she do it? He didn't see the smle drain away behind his
back.

* k k

"It's the details," said Lit. "The doubl e dammed details. How could they have covered so many
detail s?"

"I think he told you the truth," Marda sai d decisively.

Lit |l ooked at his wife in surprise. Marda was notoriously slowto reach decisions. "Don't get ne
wrong," he said. "The Arns could have attended to all these little things. Wiat bothers ne is the
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work it must have taken. Hiding Geenberg. Coaching his wife. Tearing things up in the starship's
life system They can put everything back |later, of course, but imagine going to all that trouble!
And the disturbance at Menninger's. My God, how could they have worked that? Training all those
patients! And they flatly couldn't have borrowed the Golden Circle. Ninety millionaires at the
Titan Hotel are all scream ng murder because they can't go hone on tinme. Thirty nmore on Earth are
going to nmiss their honeynoon trips. Titan would never have | et that happen! The Arms mnust have
out - and-out stolen that ship."

"Occam s Razor," said Marda
"Occam s--? Ch. No. Either way, | have to make just too many assunptions.”

"Lit, how can you take the chance? If Garner isn't lying, the whole solar systems in danger. If
he is, what's his notive?"

"You're really convinced, aren't you?"
Mar da bobbed her head vi gorously.
"Well, you're right. W can't take the chance."

When he cane out of the phone booth he said, "I just sent the fleet the record of ny interview
with Garner. The whol e bloody hour. I'd like to do nore, but Garner'l| hear everything | say. At
this distance he's bound to be in the naser beam"

"They'l| be ready this way."

"I wonder. | wish | could have warned them about the helnet. The very worst thing | can think of
is that Garner m ght get his hands on the damm thing. Well, Lew s bright, he'll think of that
hi msel f."

Later he called Ceres again, to find out how the other side of the check was going. For nore
than two weeks now, Belt ships had been stopping and searching Earth ships at random If Garner's
snark hunt was an attenpt to cover sonething, it wasn't going to work! But Ceres reported no
results to date.

Ceres was wrong. The search-and-seizure tactics had had at | east one result. Tension had never
been so high between Earth and Belt.

* k k

The copilot sat notionless listening to Kzanol/ G eenberg's side of the conversation. He coul dn't
under st and over speak, but Kzanol /G eenberg coul d; and Kzanol listened to the shielded slave
through the nmind of the copilot.

"I ought to get rid of you right away," Kzanol nused. "A slave that can't be controlled can't be

trusted."

"That's truer than you know." A hint of bitterness showed in Kzanol/ G eenberg's voice. "But you
can't kill nme yet. | have sone information that you need very badly."

"So? What information?"

"I know where the second suit is. | also know why we weren't picked up, and I've figured out
where the rrgh-- where our race is now "

Kzanol said, "I think I also know where the second suit is. But for whatever el se you nmay know,
I won't kill you."
"Big of you." Kzanol/ G eenberg waved the disintegrator negligently. "I'Il tell you sonmething you

can't use first, to prove I know ny stuff. Did you know whitefoods were intelligent?"

"\Wi t ef ood droppi ngs."
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"Hurmmans have found themon Sirius A-l1l11-1. They're definitely whitefoods. They're al so
definitely sentient. Can you think of any way they could have devel oped intelligence?"

"OF course not. If any formof |ife has ever been nutation-proof, it's the whitefoods. Besides,
what does a herbivore with no mani pul atory appendages, and no natural defenses except sentient
herders to kill off natural enenmies, want with intelligence? No, the tnuctipun nust have nade them
sentient in the first place. Making the brains a delicacy was just an excuse for naking them
| arge."

Kzanol sat down. His nouth tendrils stood straight out, as if he were snelling with them "Wy
shoul d they do that?"

He was hooked.

"Let me give it to you all in one bundle," said Kzanol/ G eenberg. He took off his hel met and
sat, found and lighted a cigarette, taking his tinme, while Kzanol grew silently but visibly
enraged. There was no reason why the thrint shouldn't get angry, Kzanol/ G eenberg thought, as |ong
as he didn't get *too* angry.

"Al'l right," he began. "First point is that the whitefoods are sentient. Second point, you
remenber that there was a depression when Plorn's tnuctipun canme up with antigravity."”

"Powerl oss, yes,
away. "

Kzanol said fervently and untactfully. "He should have been assassinated right

"Not him His tnuctipun. Don't you see? They were fighting an undecl ared war even then. The free
tnucti pun nmust have been behind it all the tine: the tnuctip fleet that escaped into space when
Thrintun found the tnuctip system They didn't try to reach Andronmeda. They nust have stayed
between the stars, where nobody ever goes... went. A few civilized tnuctip nust have taken their
orders. The whitefoods were their spies; every noble in the gal axy, everyone who could afford to,
used to keep whitefoods on his land."

"You're a ptavv fool. You' re basing all these suppositions on the idiotic idea that whitefoods
are intelligent. That's nonsense. W'd have sensed it."

"No. Check with Masney if you don't believe me. Sonehow the tnuctipun nust have devel oped a
whi tef ood brain that was imune to the Power. And that one fact nmkes it certain that the whole
pl oy was deliberate. The whitefood spies. The antigravity, released to cause a depression. There
may have been other ideas, too. Miutated racing viprin were introduced a few years before
antigravity. Thea put all the legitimate viprin ranches out of business. That started the
depression, and antigravity sped it along. The sunflowers were usually the only defense for a
pl antati on; and everyone who had | and had a sunflower border. It got the | andowners used to

i sol ati on and i ndependence, so that they might not cooperate in wartime. |'d give odds the
tnucti pun had a spray to kill sunflowers. \Wen the depression was in full sw ng they struck.”
Kzanol didn't speak. Hi s expression was hard to read. "This isn't all supposition. |'ve got

solid facts. First, the bandersnatchi, whitefoods to us, are sentient. Humans aren't stupid. They
woul dn't make a m stake |like that. Second, it's a fact that you weren't picked up when you hit
F124. Why?"

"That is an ingesting good question. Why?"

This was the starting point, the hurt that had rankled in Kzanol /G eenberg's breast for sixteen
days of retrospection and introspection, sixteen days during which he had had nothing to do but
supervi se Masney and brood on his bad luck. H's mnd had followed a path that started with a
broodi ng, silent bandersnatch and ended in a war fought aeons ago. But he could have nissed it
all, he mght have been spared all this tornment and danger, if only that fool of a caretaker had
seen the Dash. He had not, and there could be only one reason

"Because there wasn't anyone on the Mwon. Either the caretaker was killed in the revolt, or he
was off fighting somewhere. Probably he was dead. The tnuctipun woul d have noved at once to cut
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of f our food supply."

"To what ?" Kzanol was clearly |lost. Thrintun had never fought anything but other thrintun, and
the last war had been fought before star travel. Kzanol knew nothing of war

The thrint tried to get back to basics. "You said you could tell me where the thrintun are now.'

"Wth the tnuctipun. They're dead, extinct. If they weren't dead they woul d have reached Earth
by now. That goes for the tnuctipun too, and nearly every other species that served us. They nust
have all died in the war."

"But that's insane. Sonebody has to win a war!"

He sounded so sincere that Kzanol/ G eenberg | aughed. "Not so. Ask any hunman. Ask a Russian or a
Chi nese. They'll think you're a fool for needing to ask, but they'Il tell you all about Pyrrhic
victory. Shall | tell you what nay have happened?"

He didn't wait for an answer. "This is pure conjecture, but it nakes sense to nme, and |'ve had
two weeks to think about it. We must have been losing the war. |If we were, sone thraargh-- excuse
me. Some menbers of our race nust have decided to take all the slaves with them Like
G andfather's funeral cerenony, but bigger. They nade an anplifier helmet strong enough to bl anket
the entire galaxy. Then they ordered everything within reach to conmt suicide."

"But that's a horrible attitude!" Kzanol bristled with noral outrage. "Wy would a thrint do a
thing like that?"

"Ask a human. He knows what sentients are capable of when sonmeone threatens themw th death.
First they declaimthat the whole thing is horribly inmmoral, and that it's unthinkable that such a
threat woul d ever be carried out. Then they reveal that they have similar plans, better in every
respect, and have had them for years, decades, centuries. You adnmit the Big Anplifier would have
been technically feasible?"

"Of course."

"Do you doubt that a slave race in revolt would settle for nothing | ess than our tota
extinction?"

Tendrils withed in battle at the corners of Kzanol's nouth. Wen he finally spoke, he said, "I
don't doubt it."

"Then--"

"Certainly we'd take themw th us into extinction! The sneaky, dishonorable |ower-than-
whi t ef oods, using. our concessions of freedomto destroy us! | only desire that we got themall."

Kzanol / Greenberg grinned. "W nust have. How el se can we explain that none of our slaves are in
evi dence except whitefoods? Renmenber whitefoods are i Mmune to the Power.

"Now, that other information. Have you | ooked for your second suit?"

Kzanol returned to the present. "Yes, on the moons. And you searched Neptune. |'d have known if
Masney found it. Still, there's one nore place 1'd like to search.”

"CGo ahead. Let ne know when you're finished." Gyros humed faintly as the Golden G rcle swing
around. Kzanol |ooked straight ahead, his Attention in the control room

Kzanol / Greenberg |it a cigarette and got ready for a wait.

| f Kzanol had | earned patience, so had his poor man's imtation. O herwi se he woul d have done
sonet hing foolish when the thrint blithely took over Masney, his own personal slave. He could have
killed the thrint nerely for using his own body-- Kzanol /G eenberg's own stol en body, by every
test of nenory. And the effort of dealing with Kzanol, face to his own personal face!

But he had no choice.
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The remarkable thing was that he was succeeding. He faced a full-grown thrint on the thrint's
own territory. He had gone a long way toward naki ng Kzanol accept himas another thrint nmind, a
ptavv at |east. Kzanol still mght kill him he wi shed that the thrint would pay nore attention to
the disintegrator! But he had done well so far. And was proud of it, which was all to the good.
Kzanol / Greenberg's sel f-respect had been very | ow

There was no nore to be done now. He had better stay out of Kzanol's way for a while.

* k%

Kzanol's first nove was to radar Kzanol /G eenberg's ship. Wen that failed to turn up the suit,
Kzanol took over Mammey agai n and made himsearch it fromradar cone to exhaust cone, checking the
assunption that the shielded slave had sonmehow sneaked the suit aboard and turned off the stasis
field. He found nothing.

But the other seened so sure of hinself! Wiy, if he didn't have the suit?

They searched Triton again. Kzanol /G eenberg could see Kzanol's uncertainty growi ng as the
search progressed. The suit wasn't on Neptune, wasn't on either noon, positively wasn't on the
other ship, couldn't have stayed in orbit this long. Were was it?

The drive went off. Kzanol turned to face his tornmentor, who suddenly felt as if his brain was
bei ng squeezed flat. Kzanol was giving it everything he had: scream ng sense and gi bberish, orders
and rage and raw red hate, and question, question, question. The pilot npbaned and covered his
head. The copil ot squeal ed, stood up and turned half around, and died with foamon her |ips. She
stood there beside the gaming table, dead, with only the magnets in her sandals to keep her from
floating away. Kzanol/ G eenberg faced the thrint as he would have faced a tornado.

The nental tornado ended. "Where is it?" asked Kzanol

"Let's nake a deal." Kzanol/ G eenberg raised his voice so that the pilot could hear. In the
corner of his eye he saw that the thrint had gotten the point: the pilot was coning in fromthe
control bubble to take the copilot's place as transl ator

Kzanol took out his variable-knife. He treated the disintegrator with suprene di sregard. Perhaps
he didn't think of it as a weapon. In any case, nothing uses a weapon on a thrint except another
thrint. He opened the variable-knife to eight feet and stood ready to wave the invisibly thin
bl ade through the rebellious sentient's body.

"l dare you," said Kzanol/ G eenberg. He didn't bother to raise the disintegrator

GET QUT, Kzanol told the pilot. Kzanol/ G eenberg coul d have shouted. He'd won! Sl aves may not be
present at a battle, or a squabble, between thrint and thrint.

The pilot noved slowy toward the airlock. Too slowy. Either some notor area had been burned
out in the mnd fight, or the slave was reluctant to | eave. Kzanol probed.

ALL RI GHT. BUT HURRY

Very quickly, the pilot clinbed into his spacesuit before | eaving. The fanmly of Racarliw had
never mstreated a slave..

The airl ock door swung shut. Kzanol asked, "What kind of deal ?"

He coul dn't understand the answer. Feeling disgusted with hinself, he said, "W'I||l have to turn
on the radio. Ah, here it is." He bent his face against the wall so that a pair of eating tendrils
could reach into the recess and flip a switch. Now the pilot could hear Kzanol/ G eenberg speaking
through his suit radio.

It never occurred to either that they were circling Robin Hood's barn. The slave *couldn't* be
present in person.

"I repeat," said Kzanol. "Wat kind of deal ?"
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"I want a partnership share in control of Earth. Qur agreement is not to be invalidated if we
find other, uh, beings like you, or a governnent of same. Half to you, half to me, and your ful
help in building nme an anplifier. You d better have the first helnet; it mght not fit ny brain. |
want your oath, your... Wait a mnute, | can't pronounce it." He picked up a bridge sheet and
wote, "prtuuvl," in the dots and curlicues of over-speak. "I want you to swear by that oath that
you will protect nmy half ownership to the best of your ability, and that you will never willingly
jeopardize my life or my health, provided that | take you to where you can find the second suit.
Swear also that we'll get humans to build me another anplifier, once we get back."

Kzanol thought for a full nminute. H's nental shield was as solid as the door on a lunar fort,
but Kzanol / Greenberg coul d guess his thoughts well enough. He was stalling for effect. Certainly
he had decided to give the oath; for the prtuuvl oath was binding between thrint and thrint.
Kzanol need only regard himas a slave..

"All right," said Kzauol. And he gave the prtuuvl oath without nissing a single syllable.

"Cood, " Kzanol / Greenberg approved. "Now swear to the sane conditions, by *this* oath." He pulled
a bridge sheet fromhis breast pocket and passed it over. Kzanol took it and | ooked.

"You want ne to swear a kpitlithtul moath too?"

"Yes." There was no need to spell it out for Kzanol, nor even to repress his dol phin grin. The
kpitlithtulmoath was for use between thrint and slave. If he swore the kpitlithtulmoath and the
prtuuvl oath he would be conmitted for keeps, unless he chose to regard Kzanol /G eenberg as a
plant or a dunmb animal. Which woul d be di shonorable.

Kzanol dropped the paper. His mnd shield was alnost flickering, it was so rigid. Then his jaws
opened wi de and his lips pulled back fromthe needle fangs in a snile nore terrible than
*Tyrranosaur us rex* chasing a pal eontol ogi st, or Lucas Garner hearing a good joke. Seeing Kzanol
who coul d doubt that this was a carnivore? A ravenous carnivore which intended to be fed at any
monent. One might forget that Kzanol was half the weight of a man, and see instead that he was
| arger than one hundred scorpions or three wildcats or a horde of marchng soldier ants or a schoo
of piranha.

But Kzanol / Greenberg recognized it as a smle of rueful admration, a |aughing surrender to a
superior adversary, the snmle of a good loser. Wth his thrint nmenories he saw further than that.
Kzanol's smile was as phony as a brass transistor

Kzanol gave the oath four tines, and nmade four invalidating technical mistakes. The fifth time
he gave up and swore according to protocol

"Al right," said Kzanol /G eenberg. "Have the pilot take us to Pluto."

* % %

"A-a-all right, everybody turn ship and head for three, eighty-four, twenty-one.” The man in the
| ead ship sounded wearily patient. "I don't know what the game is, but we can play just as good as
any kid on the bl ock."

"Pluto," said sonmeone. "He's going to Pluto!" He seened to take it as a personal affront.

A d Snoky Petropoul os thunbed the transmitter. "Lew, hadn't one of us better stop and find out
what's with the other two ships?"

"Uh. Okay, Snoky, you do it. Can you find us later with a nmaser?"
"Sure, boss. No secrets?”

"Hell, they know we're following them Tell us anything we need to know. And find out where
Garner is! If he's in the honeynmooner | want to know it. Better beam Wody in Number Six too, and
tell himto go wherever Garner is."

* k% %

"OfF course, Pluto. Don't you get it yet?" It was not the first tine Kzanol/ G eenberg had had
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doubts about his fornmer self's intelligence. The doubts were getting hard to ignore. He'd been
afraid Kzanol would figure it out for hinself. But--?

"No," said Kzanol, gl owering.

"The ship hit one of Neptune's moons," Kzanol/ G eenberg expl ained patiently, "so hard that the
moon was smacked out of orbit. The ship was noving at nearly |ightspeed. The noon pi cked up enough
energy to becone a planet, but it was left with an eccentric orbit which still takes it inside
Neptune at tinmes. Naturally that nade it easy to spot."

"I was told that Pluto cane from anot her solar system™

"So was |. But it doesn't make sense. If that nass dived into the system from outside, why
didn't it go back out again to conplete the hyperbola? Wiat coul d have stopped it? Wll, I'm
taki ng a ganbl e.

"There's only one thing that bothers ne. Pluto isn't very big. Do you suppose the suit may have
been bl own back into space by the explosion when it hit?"

"If it was, I'Il kill you," said Kzanol

* k k

"Don't tell ne, let nme guess,
you?"

begged Garner. "Aha! |'ve got it. Snoky Petropoul os. How are

"Not as good as your nenory. It's been a good twenty-two years." Snoky stood behind the two
seats, in the airlock space, and grinned at the windshield reflection of the two nen. There wasn't
roomto do much else. "How the hell are you, Garner? Wiy don't you turn around and shake hands
with an ol d buddy?"

"I can't, Snoky. We've been ordered not to nmove by a BEMthat doesn't take no for an answer.
Maybe a good hypnot herapi st coul d get us out of this fix, but we'll have to wait 'til then. By the
way, meet Leroy Anderson."

"Hi L

"Now give us a couple of cigarettes, Snmoky, and put themin the corners of our nouths so we can
talk. Are your boys chasing G eenberg and t he BEM?"

"Yeah." Smoky fumbled with cigarettes and a lighter. "Just what is this game of musical chairs?”

"What do you nean?"
A d Smoky put their cigarettes where they bel onged. He said, "That honeynoon special took off
for Pluto. Why?"

"Pluto!"
"Surprised?”
"It wasn't here," said Anderson

"Right," said Garner. "W know what they're after, and we know now they didn't find it here. But
| can't inmagine why they think it's on Pluto. Oops! Hold it" Garner puffed furiously at his
cigarette: good honest tobacco with the tars and nicotine still init. He didn't seemto have any
trouble nmoving his face. "Pluto may have been a noon of Neptune once. Maybe that has sonmething to
do with it. How about Greenberg's ship? Is it going in the sane direction?"

"Uh uh. Wherever it is, its drive is off. W lost sight of it four hours ago."
Ander son spoke up. "If your friend is still aboard he could be in trouble.”

"Right," said Garner. "Snoky, that ship could be falling into Neptune with LI oyd Masney aboard
You rermenber hinf? A big, stocky guy with a nustache."”
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"I think so. Is he paral yzed too?"

"He's hypnotized. Plain old garden-variety hypnotized, and if he hasn't been told to save

hi msel f, he won't. WII you?"

"Sure. 1'Il bring himback here." Snoky turned to the airlock

"Hey!" Garner yel ped. 'Take the butts out of our nouths before our faces catch fire!"

From his own ship Snoky called Wody Atwood in Number Six, the radar proof, and told his story.
"It looks like the truth, Wody," he finished. "But there's no point in taking chances. You get in
here and stick close to Garner's ship; if he makes a single nove he's a bloody liar, so keep an
eye open. He's been known to be tricky. I'lIl see if Masney is really in trouble. He shouldn't be
hard to find."

* % %

"Pluto's a week and a half away at one gravity," said Anderson, who could do sinple conmputations
in his head. "But we couldn't follow that gang even if we could nove. W don't have the fuel."

"We could refuel on Titan, couldn't we? Where the hell is Snoky?"
"Better not expect himback today."

Garner growed at him Space, free fall, paralysis, and defeat were all wearing away at his self-
control

"Hey, " he whi spered suddenly.

"What ?" The word canme in an exaggerated stage whisper

"I can wiggle ny index fingers," Garner snapped. "This hex may be wearing off. And mind your

manners. "

* k *

Snoky was back | ate the next day. He had inserted the pointed nose of his ship into Masney's
drive tube to push Masney's ship. Wen he turned off his own drive the two ships tunbled freely.
Smoky noved between ships with a jet pack in the small of his back. By this tine Atwood had joi ned
the little group, and was hel ping Snoky, for it would have been foolish to suspect trickery after
findi ng Masney.

Not because Masney was still hypnotized. He wasn't. Kzanol had freed himfrom hypnosis in the
process of taking himover, and had, kindly or thoughtlessly, left himwth no orders when he
departed for Pluto. But Masney was near starvation. Hi s face bore deep winkles of excess skin,
and the skin of his torso was a | oose, floppy, folded tent over his ribcage. Kzanol/ G eenberg had
repeatedly forgotten to feed him renmenbering only when hunger seemed about to break himout of
hypnosi s. Kzanol woul d never have treated a slave that way; but Kzanol, the real Kzanol, was far
nmore telepathic than the false. And Kzanol /G eenberg hadn't learned to think of daily food intake
as a necessity. So nuch food was a luxury, and a foolish one.

Masney had started an eating spree as soon as the Golden Circle was gone, but it would be sone
time before he was "stocky" again. His ship's fuel was gone, and he was found drifting in a highiy
eccentric orbit about Triton, an orbit which was gradual |y narrow ng.

"Coul dn't possibly be faked," Snoky said when he called the Belt fleet. "Alittle bit better
fakery, and Masney would be dead. As it is, he's only very sick."

Now t he four ships fell near Nereid.

"We've got to refuel all these ships," said Garner. "And there's a way to do it.'
tell them

He began to
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Smoky howl ed. "I won't |eave ny ship!”

"Sorry, Snmoky. See if you can followthis. W' ve got three pilots, right? You, Wody, Msney. M
and Anderson can't nove. But we've got four ships to pilot. W have to | eave one."

"Sure, but why nmine?"

"Five men to carry in three ships. That neans we keep both two-man ships. Right?"
"Ri ght."

"We give up your ship, or we give up a radar proof ship. Wich would you | eave?"
"You don't think we'll get to Pluto in time for the war?"

"W mght as well try. Want to go hone?"

"All right, all right."

The fleet noved to Triton w thout Nunber Four, and with half of Nunber Four's fuel transferred
to Masney's ship, the *Iwo Jima*. Garner was Masney's passenger, and Snoky was in the *Heinlein*
with Anderson. The three ships hovered over the big noon's icy surface while their drives nelted
through | ayer after |ayer of frozen gases, nitrogen and oxygen and carbon dioxide, until they
reached the thick water ice layer. They |anded on water ice, each in its own shallow cone. Then
Wody and Snoky went after Nunmber Four.

Snoky brought the singleship down with its tank nearly enpty. They drai ned what was left into
the *Iwo Jima*, and followed it with the *Heinlein*'s supply. Wody turned off the cooling unit in
the singleship's hydrogen tank, disnmantled the heater in the cabin and noved it into the tank. He
had to cut a hole in the wall to get in.

The next few hours were spent cutting bl ocks of water ice. Masney was still conval escing, so the
Belters had to do all the work. When they broke off they were exhausted, and two | aser cutting
tools were near death; but Nunmber Four's fuel tank was filled with warm not very clean water.

They hooked up the battery from Nunber Six to electrolyze the nelted ice. Hydrogen and oxygen
m xed, poured into the *Heinlein*'s tank. They set the thernostat above the condensation point of
hydr ogen; but the oxygen fell as snow, and Snpoky and Wody alternated positions in the bottom of
the tank, shoveling the snow out. Once they had to take Nunber Six up and fly her around to
recharge her batteries. Always there was the flavor of tine passing, of the "war" |eaving them
further behind with each passing mnute.

In two days they had fueled all three ships. The tanks were not full, but they would carry the
little secondary fleet to Pluto, driving all the way, with fuel to spare. Nunber Four was usel ess,
her tank clogged with dirt.

"We'll be three days |ate for whatever happens,” Wody said gluny. "Why go at all?"

"W can stay cl ose enough for radio contact," Snoky argued. "I'd like to have Garner close
enough to tell the fleet what to do. He knows nore about these Bug Eyed Monsters than any of us."

Luke said, "Main argunent is that it may take the fleet three days to | ose. Then we get there
and save the day. O we don't. Let's go."

Wody Atwood nasered the fleet inmrediately, knowi ng that the others could not intercept the
conversation. |If they had noved into the naser beamtheir radi o woul d have bl own sky hi gh

* k%

"Mat chsticks!" Kzanol's voice dripped with thrintun contenpt. "W might just as well be playing
Patience." It was a strange thing to say, considering that he was | osing.

"Tell you what," Kzanol/ G eenberg suggested. "W could divide the Earth up now and play for
people. We'd get about eight billion each to play with, with a few left over. In fact, we could
agree right now that the Earth should be divided by two north-south great circle lines, leave it
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at that '"til we get back with the anplifier, and play with eight billion apiece."
"Sounds all right. Wy north-south?"
"So we each get all the choices of climate there are. Wiy not?"
"Agreed." Kzanol dealt two cards face down and one up

"Seven stud," announced the pilot.

"Fold," said Kzanol/ G eenberg, and watched Kzanol snarl and rake in the antes. "W should have
brought Masney," he said. "It m ght be dangerous, not having a pilot."

"So? Assune |'d brought Masney. How woul d you feel, watching me operate your former slave?"

"Lousy." In point of fact, he now saw that Kzanol had shown rare tact in |eaving Masney behi nd.
Ll oyd was a used slave, one who had been owned by another. Tradition al nost demanded hi s death,
and certainly decreed that he nust never be owned by a self-respecting thrint, though he m ght be
given to a beggar

"Five stud," said the pilot. He sat where he could see neither hand, ready to wap his human
tongue around human, untransl atabl e poker sl ang when Kzanol w shed
to speak, and ready to translate for Kzanol/ G eenberg. Kzanol dealt one up, one down.

"That's funny," said Kzanol/ G eenberg. "I al nost renenbered sonething, but then it slipped
away. "
"Open your nmind and I'Il tell you what it was."

"No. It's in English anyway. Fromthe G eenberg nenories." He clutched his head. "What is it? It
seens so dammed appropriate. Something about Msney."

"Play."

"Ni ne people.”

"Raise five."

"Up ten."

"Call. Greenberg, why is it that you. win nore than | do, even though you fold nore often?"

Kzanol / Greenberg snapped his fingers. "CGot it! 'When | amgrown to man's estate | shall be very
proud and great. And tell the other girls and boys Not to nmeddle with nmy toys.' Stevenson." He
| aughed. "Now what nade ne..."

"Deuce for you, queen for ne," said the pilot. Kzanol continued in thrintun: "If men had
tel epathic recorders they wouldn't have to nmeddle with sounds that way. It has a nice beat,
t hough. "

"Sure," Kzanol/ G eenberg said absently. He | ost that hand, betting al most two hundred on a pair
of fours.

Sonewhat | ater Kzanol |ooked up fromthe gane. "Communicator," he said. He got up and went to
the pilot room Kzanol/ G eenberg followed. They took seats next to the control room door and the
pilot turned up the vol une.

"... Atwood in Number Six. | hope you're listening, Lew There is definitely an ET on the
honeynmooner, and he definitely has wild talents. There's nothing phony about any of this. The
alien paral yzed the Armand his chauffeur froma distance of around a million nmiles. He's pretty

callous, too. The man in the second ship was left drifting near Triton, half starved and wi thout
fuel, after the alien was through with him Garner says G eenberg was responsible. G eenberg s the
one who thinks he's another ET. He's on the honeynooner now. There are two others on the
honeynooner, the pilot and copilot. Garner says shoot on sight, don't try to approach the ship. |
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| eave that to you. We're three days behind you, but we're com ng anyway. Nunber Four is on Triton
wi t hout fuel, and we can't use it until we clean the nud out of the tank. Only three of us can
fly. Garner and his chauffeur are still paralyzed, though it's wearing off a little. W should
have a hypnot herapi st for these flatlanders, or they nmay never dance agai n.

"I'n ny opinion your first target is the anplifier, if you can find it. It's far nore dangerous
than any single ET. The Belt wouldn't want it except for research, and | know sone scientists
who' d hate us for giving up that opportunity, but you can i magi ne what Earth m ght do with an
anplifier for tel epathic hypnosis.

"I"'mputting this on repeat.
"Lew, this is Atwood in Nunber Six. Repeat, Atwood in..."

Kzanol / Greenberg pulled a cigarette and lit it. The honeynooner had a w de selection; this one
was double filtered, nmenthol ated, and nade from de-nicotinized tobaccos. It snelled Iike gently
burning | eaves and tasted like a cough drop. "Shoot on sight," he repeated. "That's not good."

The thrint regarded hi mw th undi sgui sed contenpt. To fear a slave--! But then, it was only a
ptavv itself.

Kzanol / Greenberg gl ared. He knew nore about people than Kzanol did, after all

* k%

"Al'l ships," said the man in the lead ship. "I say we shoot now. Comments?"

There were comments. Lew waited them out, and then he spoke.

"Tartov, your humanitarian inmpulses do you credit. No sarcasmintended. But things are too
sticky to worry about two flatlanders in a honeynoon special. As for finding the amplifier, |
don't think we have to worry about that. Earth won't find it before we do. They don't know what we
know about Pluto. W can post guard over the planet until the Belt sends us an automatic orbita
guardi an. Radar may show us the anplifier; in that case we drop a bonb on it, and the hell with
the research possibilities. Have | overl ooked anything?"

A fem nine voice said, "Send one missile with a canera. W don't want to use up all our
firepower at once."

"Good, Mabe. Have you got a canera m ssile?"
"Yes."

"Use it."

* k k

The *Iwo Ji ma* had been a week out from Earth, and Kzanol /G eenberg had been daydreani ng, as
usual . For sone reason he'd renenbered his watch: the fornmal el bow watch with the cryogeni c gears,
now buried in the second suit. He'd have to make a new band.

But what for? It always ran slow. He'd had to adjust it every tine he cane back froma visit...
Froma visit to another plantation. Froma trip through space.

But of course. Relativity had jinxed his watch. Wiy hadn't he seen that before?

*Because he'd been a thrint*?

"Raise thirty," said Kzanol. He had a five down to match his pair showing and it wasn't that he
t hought Kzanol / Greenberg was bluffing, with his four-straight showing. He hadn't noticed that the

nunbers were in sequence.

Stupid. Thrintun were stupid. Kzanol couldn't play poker even when drawing on the pilot's
know edge. He hadn't guessed that his ship nust have hit Pluto. He didn't need brains; he had the
Power .
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Thrintun hadn't needed intelligence since they'd found their first slave race. Before, the Power
hadn't mattered; there was nothing to use it on. Wth an unlinmited supply of servants to do their
thinking, was it any wonder they had degenerated?

"Raise fifty," said Kzanol/Geenburg. The thrint sniled.

* % %

"I never thought the Arns was a grand idea," said Luke. "I think they' re *necessary*. Absolutely
necessary. | joined because | thought | could be useful."”

"Luke, if flatlanders need thought police to keep themalive, they shouldn't stay alive. You're
trying to hold back evolution."

"We are not thought police! What we police is technology. |If someone builds sonething that has a
good chance of wi ping out civilization, then and only then do we suppress it. You'd be surprised
how often it happens.”

Snmoky' s voice was ripe with scorn. "Wuld | ? Wiy not suppress the fusion tube while you're at
it? No, don't interrupt me, Luke, this is inportant. They don't use fusion only in ships. Half
Earth's drinking water cones from seawater distilleries, and they all use fusion heat. Mbst of
Earth's electricity is fusion, and all of the Belt's. There's fusion flanme in crematoriuns and
gar bage di sposal plants. Look at all the uraniumyou have to inport, just to squirt into fusion
tubes as priner! And there are hundreds of thousands of fusion ships, every |last one of which--"

"-- turns into a hydrogen bomb at the flip of a switch."
"Too right. So why doesn't the Arns suppress fusion?"

"First, because the Arns was forned too |ate. Fusion was already here. Second, because we need
fusion. The fusion tube *is* hunan civilization, the way the el ectrical generator used to be.
Thirdly, because we won't interfere with anything that hel ps space travel. But |I'mglad--"

"You're begging the..."

"MY TURN, Snoky. |'mglad you brought up fusion, because that's the whole point. The purpose of
the Arns is to keep the bal ance wheel on civilization. Knock that bal ance wheel off kilter, and
the first thing that would happen would be war. It always is. This time it'd be the last. Can you
imagine a full-scale war, with that many hydrogen bonbs just waiting to be used? Flip of a switch
| think you said."

"You said. Do you have to stanp on hunman ingenuity to keep the bal ance wheel straight? That's a
blistering condemmation of Earth, if true."

"Smoky, if it weren't top secret | could show you a suppressed projector that can danp a fusion
shield fromten mles away. Chick WAtson got to be ny boss by spotting an invention that would
have forced us to nmake nurder | egal. There was--"

"Don't tell ne about evidence you can't produce."

"Al'l right, dammt, what about this anplifier we're all chasing? Suppose sone bright boy came up
with an anplifier for telepathic hypnosis? Wuld you suppress it?"

"You produce it and I'Il answer."
Masney said, "Ch, for Christ's sake, you two!"
"Dead right," Anderson's voice answered. "G ve us innocent bystanders an hour's rest."

* % %

The man in the | ead ship opened his eyes. Afterinmages |ike pastel anpebae bl ocked his vision
but the screen was dark and flat. "All ships," he said. "W can't shoot yet. We'll have to wait
"til they turn around.”

file:/lIF|/rah/larry%20niven/World%200{%20Ptavvs.txt (78 of 97) [1/14/03 8:30:16 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/larry%20niven/Worl d%200f%20Ptavvs.txt

Nobody questi oned him They had all watched through the canera in its nose as Mabe Doolin's test
m ssi |l e approached the *Golden Circle*. They had watched the glare of the honeynooner's drive
beconme blinding, even with the camera picture turned all the way down. Then the screens had gone
bl ank. The fusing hydrogen turned missiles to nolten slag before they could get close.

The honeynooner was safe for another day.

* k k

Kzanol / Greenberg reached a decision. "Hold the fort," he said. "I'Il be right back."

Kzanol watched himget up and pull on his space suit. "What are you doi ng?"

"Slowi ng down the opposition, if I'mlucky." The near-ptavv went up the |l adder into the airlock

Kzanol sighed, pocketed the one-man natchsticks of the ante, and shuffled for solitaire. He knew
that the slave with the ptavv nmind was maki ng a tremendous fuss over nothing. Perhaps it had
brooded too long on the hypothetical tnuctip revolt, until all slaves |ooked dangerous.

Kzanol / Greenberg energed on the dorsal surface of the hull. There were a nunmber of good reasons
for putting the airlock there, the best being that men could walk on the hull while the drive was
on. He put his nagnetic sandals on, because it would be a long fall if he slipped, and wal ked
quickly aft to the tail. A switch buried in the vertical fin released a |line of steps |eading down
the curve of the hull to the wing. He clinbed down. The hydrogen light was terribly bright; even
with his eyes covered he could feel the heat on his face. Wien he knelt on the trailing edge the
wi ng shielded himfromthe |ight.

He peered over the edge. If he leaned too far he would be blinded, but he had to go far enough
to see... Yes, there they were. Five points of light, equally bright, all the sane col or
Kzanol / Greenberg dropped the nose of the disintegrator over the edge and pulled the trigger

If the disintegrator had had a maser type of beam it could have done sone real danage. But
then, he could never have hit any of those tiny targets with such a narrow beam Still, the cone
spread too rapidly. Kzanol/ G eenberg couldn't see any effect. He hadn't really expected to. He
hel d the digger pointed as best he could the five clustered stars. Mnutes ticked by.

* % %

"What the hell... Lewi Are we in a dust cloud?"

"No." The nman in the | ead ship | ooked anxiously at frosted quartz of his wi ndshield. "Not that
our instrunents can tell. This may be the weapon Garner told about. Does everyone have a nessed-up
wi ndshi el d?" A chorus of affirmatives.

"Huh! Okay. W don't know how nmuch power there is that nmachine, but it may have a limt. Here's
what do. First, we let the instruments carry us for a while. Second, we're eventually going to
break our wi ndshields so we can see out, so we'll be going the rest of the in closed suits. But we
can't do that yet! Otherw se our faceplates will frost up. Third point." He glared round for
enphasi s, though nobody saw him "Nobody outside for any reason! For all we know, that gun can
peel our suits right off our backs in ten seconds. Any other suggestions?”

There were.
"Call Garner and ask himfor ideas." Mabel Doolin in Two did that.

"Wt hdraw our radar antennae for a few hours. Qtherwi se they' |l disappear.” They did. The ships
flew on, blind.

"W need sonething to tell us how far this gun has dug into our ships."” But nobody could think
of anything better than "Go |look later.™

Every nminute sonmeone tested the barrage with a piece of quartz. The barrage stopped fifteen
m nutes after it had started. Two minutes later it started again, and Tartov, who was out
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i nspecting the damage, scranbled into his ship with his facepl ate opaqued al ong the right side.

* % %

Kzanol | ooked up to see his "partner" clinbing wearily down through the airlock. "Very good," he
said. "Has it occurred to you that we may need the disintegrator to dig up the sparesuit?"

"Yeah, it has. That's why | didn't use it any longer than | did." In fact he'd quit because he
was tired, but he knew Kzanol was right. Twenty-five minutes of a nobst continuous operation was a

heavy drain on the battery. "I thought I could do them sone damage. | don't know whether | did or
not . "

"WIl you relax? If they get too close |I'Il take them get us some extra ships and body
servants."

"I"'msure of that. But they don't have to get that close."

* % %

The gap between the Golden Circle and the Belt fleet closed slowy. They would reach Pluto at
about the sanme tine, eleven days after the honeynooner |eft Neptune.

"There she goes," said sonebody.
"Right," said Lew. "Everyone ready to fire?"

Nobody answered. The flane of the honeynooner's drive stretched niles into space, a long, thin
line of bluish white in a faint conical envelope. Slowy it began contract

"Fire," said Low, and pushed a red button. It had a tiny protective hatch over it, now unl ocked.
Wth a key.

Five mssiles streaked away, dwi ndling natch flames. The honeynooner's fire had contracted to a
poi nt .

M nut es passed. An hour. Two.

The radi o beeped. "Garner calling. You haven't called. Hasn't anythi ng happened yet?"
"No," said Lewinto the separate nmaser mnike. "They should have hit by now "

M nutes draggi ng by. The white star of the honeynoon special burned serenely.

"Then somet hing's wong." Garner's voice had crossed the |ight-m nutes between himand the
fleet. "Maybe the disintegrator burned off the radar antennae on your nissiles."”

"Son of a bitch! Sure, that's exactly what happened. Now what ?"
M nut es.

"Qur missiles are okay. If we can get close enough we can use them But that gives themthree
days to find the Anmplifier. Can you think of a way to hold themoff for three days?"

"Yeah." Lew was grim "I've an idea they won't be landing on Pluto." He gnawed his lip
wondering if he could avoid giving Garner this information. Well, it wasn't exactly top secret,
and the Armwoul d probably find out anyway. "The Belt has made trips to Pluto, but we ever tried
to land there. Not after the first ship took a close-up spectroscopic reading..."

* k k

They played at a table just outside the pilot roomdoor. Kzanol/G eenberg had insisted. He
pl ayed with one ear cocked at the radio. Wich was all right with Kzanol, since it affected the
ot her's pl aying.

Garner's voice came, scratchy and slightly distorted, after nminutes of silence. "It sounds to ne
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as if it all depends on where they land. W can't control that. W'd better think of sonething
el se, just in case. What have you got besides mssiles?"

The radi o buzzed gently with star static.

"I wish we could hear both sides,"” Kzanol grow ed. "Can you nmake any sense of that?"

Kzanol / Greenberg shook his head. "W won't, either. They nust know we're in Garner's maser beam
But it sounds like they know something we don't."

"Four."
"I"'mtaking two. Anyway, it's nice to know they can't shoot at us."

"Yes. Well done." Kzanol spoke with absent-m nded authority, using the conventional overspeak
phrase to congratul ate a sl ave who shows proper initiative. H's eye was on his cards. He never saw
the killing rage in his partner's face. He never sensed the battle that raged across the table, as
Kzanol / Greenberg's intelligence fought his fury until it turned cold. Kzanol m ght bave died that
day, howing as the disintegrator stripped away suit and skin and mnmuscle, w thout ever know ng
why.

Ten days, twenty-one hours since takeoff. The icy planet hung overhead, huge and dirty white,
with the glaring highlight which had fooled early astrononmers. From Earth, only that bright

highlight is visible, actually evidence of Pluto's flat, alnost polished surface, naking the
pl anet | ook very small and very dense.

"Pretty puny," said Kzanol
"What did you expect of a nobon?"
"There was F-28. Too heavy even for whitefoods."

"True. Mmph. Look at that big circle. Looks like a trenendous neteor crater, doesn't it?"

"Where? Oh, | see it." Kzanol listened. "That's it! Radar's got it cold. Powerloss," he added,
| ooki ng at the radar tel escope through the pilot's eyes, "you can al nost see the shape of it. But
we'll have to wait for the next circuit before we can | and."

Slowmy the big ship turned until its notor faced forward in its orbit.

The Belt fleet stayed a respectful distance away-- very respectful, four mllion nmles
respectful. Wthout the tel escopes Pluto barely showed a disc.

"Everybody guess a nunber," said Low. "Between one and one hundred. Wen | get yours I'Il tell
you m ne. Then we call Garner and |l et himpick. Woever gets closest to Garner's nunber is It."

"Three." "Twenty-eight." "Seventy."

"Fifty. Okay, |'Il call Garner." Low changed to maser. "One calling Garner. One calling Garner.
Garner, we've about decided what to do if he doesn't go down. None of our ship radars are danaged,
so we'll just programone ship to aimat the honeynooner at top speed. W watch through the

tel escopes. When our ship gets close enough we blow the drive. W want you to pick a nunber
bet ween one and one hundred."

Seconds passiiig. Garner's fleet was closer now, nearing the end of its trip.

"This is Tartov in Nunber Three. He's going down."

"Garner here. | suggest we wait and use the radar proof, if we. can. It sounds like you're
pl anning for one man to ride in sonmebody's airlock until he can reach tho Belt. If so, wait for
us; we may have roomfor an extra in one of the Earth ships. You still want a nunber? Fifty-five."
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Lew swal | owed. "Thanks, Garner." He turned off his nmser-finder

"Three again. You're saved by the bell, Lew. He's going down on the night side. In the predawn
area. Couldn't be better. He nay even land in the Crescent!"”

Lew wat ched, his face pale, as the tiny |ight burned above Pluto's dimwhite surface. Garner
must have forgotten that a singleship's control bubble was its own airlock; that it had to be
evacuat ed whenever the pilot wanted to get out. Lew was glad the flatlander fleet had foll owed. He
did not relish the idea of spending several weeks riding on the outside of a spaceship.

* % %

Kzanol / G eenberg swal | oned, swal |l owed again. The | ow accel eration bothered him He blanmed it on
hi s human body. He sat in a wi ndow seat with the crash web tightly fastened, |ooking out and down.

There was little to see. The ship had circled half the world, falling ever tower, but the only
feature on an unchangi ng cue-bali surface had been the slow creep of the planetary shadow. Now the
ship flew over the night side, and the only light was the dimlight of the drive dinat |east when
reflected fromthis height. And there was nothing to see at all... until now

Sonet hi ng was rising on the eastern horizon, sonmething a shade lighter than the black plain. An
irregular line against the stars. Kzanol/ G eenberg | eaned forward as he began to realize just how
big the range was, for it couldn't be anything but a nountain range. "Wat's that?" he wondered
al oud.

"One hundredth diltun." Kzanol probed the pilot's mind. The pilot said, "Cott's Crescent. Frozen
hydrogen piled up along the dawn side of the planet. As it rotates into daylight the hydrogen
boils off and then refreezes on the night side. Eventually it rotates back to here."

"Ch. Thanks."

Evanescent nountai ns of hydrogen snow, snooth and low, like a tray of differently sized
snowbal I s dropped froma height. They rose gently before the slow ng ship, rank behind rank
showi ng the trenendous breadth of the range. But they couldn't show its |length. Kzanol/ G eenberg
could see only that the nountains stretched half around the horizon; but he could inagine them
mar ching frompole to pole around the curve of the world. As they nust. As they did.

The ship was al nbst down, hovering nmotionless a few nmiles west of the beginning rise of the
Crescent. A pillar of fire licked a mle down to touch the surface. Were it touched, the surface
di sappeared. A channel |ike the bed of a river followed below the ship, fading into the darkness
beyond the reach of the |ight.

The ship rode with nose tilted high; the fusion flame reached slightly forward. Gently, gently,
one mle up, the *Golden Circle* slowed and st opped.

Where the flame touched, the surface di sappeared. A wi de, shallow crater fornmed bel ow t he
descending ship. It deepened rapidly. Aring of fog formed, soft and white and opaque, thickening
in the cold and the dark, closing in on the ship. Then there was nothing but the |ighted fog and
the crater and the licking fusion fire.

This was the nost alien place. He had been wasting his |life searching out the inhabited worlds
of the galaxy; for never had they given himsuch a flavor of strangeness as came fromthis icy
worl d, colder than... than the bottom of Dante's Hell.

"We' || be landing on the water ice layer," the pilot explained, just as if he'd been asked. He
had. "The gas layers wouldn't hold us. But first we have to dig down."

Had *he* been searching for strangeness? Wasn't that a G eenberg thought slipping into his
consci ous mind? Yes. This soul-satisfaction was the old G eenberg starlust; he had searched for
weal th, only wealth.

The crater | ooked |ike an open pit nmine now, with a sloping ring wall and then an al nost fl at
rimand then another, deeper ring wall and... Kzanol/ G eenberg | ooked down, grinning and squinting
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agai nst the glare, trying to guess which | ayer was which gas. They had been drilling through a
very thick blanket of ice, hundreds or thousands of feet thick. Perhaps it was nitrogen? Then the
next |ayer, appearing now, would be oxygen

The plain and the space above it exploded in flane.

* % %

"She blows!" Lew crowed, like a felon reprieved. A towering, twisting pillar of yellow and bl ue
flame roared straight up out of the tel escope, out of the pale plain where there had been the
smal |l white star of the *CGolden Circle*. For a noment the star shone brightly through the flames.
Then it was swanped, and the whol e scope was fire. Lew dropped the nagnification by a ten-factor
to watch the fire spread. Then he had to drop it again. And again.

Pluto was on fire. For billions of years a thick blanket of relatively inert nitrogen ice had
protected the highly reactive | ayers below. Meteors, as scarce out here as spermwhales in a
gol dfish bowl, inevitably buried themselves in the nitrogen |ayer. There had been no conbusti on on
Pluto since Kzanol's spaceship smashed down fromthe stars. But now hydrogen vapor mxed with
oxygen vapor, and they burned. O her el enents burned too.

The fire spread outward in a circle. A strong, hot wind blew out and up into vacuum fanning
great sheets of flame over the boiling ices until raw oxygen was exposed. Then the fire dug
deeper. There were raw netals below the thin sheet of water ice; and it was thin, nonexistent in
pl aces, for it had all formed when, the spaceship struck, untold eons ago, when food yeast stil
rul ed Earth. Sodium and cal ciumveins; even iron burns furiously in the presence of enough oxygen
and enough heat. O chlorine, or fluorine; both hal ogens were present, blowi ng off the top of
Pluto's frozen atnosphere, sonme burning with hydrogen in the first sheets of flane. Raise the
tenperature enough and even oxygen and nitrogen will unite.

Lew wat ched his screen in single-mnded concentration. He thought of his future great-great-
grandchi |l dren and wondered how he coul d possibly nmake them see this as he sawit now. Od and
| eathery and hairl ess and sedentary, he would tell those children: "I saw a world burning when |
was young..." He would never see anything as strange.

Pluto was a bl ack disc al nbst covering his scope screen, with a cold highlight near the sunward
arm In that disc the broad ring of fire had al nost becone a great circle, with one arc crawing
over the edge of the world. Wen it contracted on the other side of the world there would be an
expl osi on such as could only be imagined. But in the center the ring was darkening to black, its
fuel nearly burned out.

The col dest spot within the ring was the point where the fire had started.

The *CGol den Circle* had gone straight up, ringing and shivering fromthe blast, with sheets of
fire roaring past the wing and hull. Kzanol/ G eenberg had the wi nd knocked out of him Kzanol was
just now recovering consci ousness. The ship was not yet harmed. It certainly hadn't been harnmed by
the heat of conbustion. The ship's underbelly was built to w thstand fusion heat for weeks.

But the pilot was out of control. Hi s reflexes had taken over at the instant the shock wave hit,
and then his conscious mind... He found hinself his own master for the first time in weeks, and he
made his decision. He turned off the fuel feed. The drive couldn't possibly be started again.
Kzanol raged and told himto die, and he did, but it was too late. The ship, deprived of power,
bucked and swooped in the burning w nd.

Kzanol / Greenberg cursed fluent and anci ent English

Below hima wall of fire tens of mles high retreated to-ward the horizon. The ship hadn't
turned over; the gyros nust still be working.

The buffeting from bel ow eased as the firelight died. The ship began to fall.

* k%

Del i berately, reluctantly, Lew took his eyes off the screen and shook hinself. Then he turned on
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the radio. "All ships," he said. "Drive to Pluto at max. W can watch the fireworks on the way.
Tartov, programus a course to land us on the dawn side of whatever's left of Cott's Crescent.
Hexter, you haven't done anything useful lately. Find Ceres with a maser so | can fill themin to
date. Conmments?"

"This is Tartov. Low, for Pete's sake! The planet's on fire! How can we | and?"

"We've got four million nmles to drive. The fire should be out when we get there. Oh, all right,
get us into an orbit, but you're still gonna program our |anding."

"I think we ought to leave a ship in orbit. Just in case."
"Al'l right, Mabe. W'Il ganble for who stays up. Mre coments?"

Three nen and a woman pushed buttons that squirted. volatilized uraniuminto fusion tubes and
followed it with hydrogen. A growi ng storm of neutrons produced fission which produced heat which
produced fusion. Four blue-white stars formed, very long and very thin. The bright ends swung
toward Pluto. They began to nove.

"That's that," Masney said wearily. "And a good thing, too. Do you suppose there ever was a
tel epathy anplifier?"

"I"'msure there is. And it's not over yet." Luke was flexing his fingers and | ooking worri ed.
Pl uto showed on the screen before him wth the edge of the fire a straight line creeping west to
east. "Lloyd, why do you think didn't want the Belt to beat us to Pluto? Wiy did we conme after
them anyway? That anplifier is a new weapon! If the Belt takes it apart and makes one that humans
can use, we could see the worst and nost permanent dictatorship in history. It mght never end at
all."

Masney | ooked at the future Luke had painted and, judging by his expression, found it evil. Then
he grinned.

"They can't land. It's all right, Luke. They can't get down to the helnmet with that fire going."
"That fire isn't burning any nore where the honeynooner canme down."
Masney | ooked. "Right. Is Pluto still expl osive?"

"I don't know. There nmight still be pockets of unburned material. But they can go down if they
want, regardless. Al they have to do is land on the day side, where there's no hydrogen, and | and
so fast they don't burn through the nitrogen layer. They'd sink into it, of course, from heat
| eakage through the hulls, so they'd eventually have to dig their way out. But that's nothing.
What counts is the hydrogen. Mss that and you probably won't start a fire.

"Now, they'll alnmpst certainly go down for the anplifier as soon as the fire stops. W've got to
destroy it before they get it. O after.”

"Take a | ook," said LI oyd.

Four bright points forned in a cluster on the screen. In seconds they had grown into lines a
mle long, all pointing in the sanme direction.

"We've got sone tine," said Masney. "They're millions of niles fromPluto."

"Not far enough." Luke reached to close the intership circuit. "Calling *Heinlein*. Anderson
the Belt fleet just took off for Pluto fromfour nillion mles away. How | ong?"

"They started fromrest?"
"C ose enough." -

"Lessee ...five hours ten mnutes, approx. No | ess, nmaybe nore, depending on whether they're
scared of the fire."
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"How | ong for us?"
"Fi fty-nine hours now. "

"Thanks, Anderson." Luke turned off the radio. Strange, how Snoky had sat there without saying a
word. In fact, he hadn't said nuch of anything lately.

Wth a chill, Luke realized that Snoky's thoughts nust run very like his owmn. Wth the ET a dead
i ssue, the question was: Who got the helnet? Belt or Earth? And Snoky wasn't about to trust Earth
with it.

* % %

Larry G eenberg opened his eyes and saw darkness. It was cold. "The lights don't work," said a
voice in his mind

"Did we crash?"
"We did indeed. | can't imagine why we're still alive.
GET UP. "

Larry G eenberg got up and nmarched down the aisle between the passengers' seats. H s nuscles,
brui sed and aching, seenmed to be acting by thenselves. He went to the pilot seat, renoved the
pil ot and sat down. Hi s hands strapped him then folded thenselves into his lap. There he sat.
Kzanol stood beside him barely in the range of his peripheral vision

" Conf ort abl e?"
"Not quite," Larry confessed. "Could you | eave one armfree for snoking?"

"Certainly." Larry found his left armwould obey him He still couldn't nove his eyes, though he
could blink. He pulled a cigarette and Iit it, noving by touch

He thought, "It's a good thing |I'mone of those people who can shave without a mirror."
Kzanol asked, "Wat does that have to do with anything?"
"It neans | don't get uncoordinated w thout my eyes."

Kzanol stood watching him a blurred nmass at the edge of sight. Larry knew what he wanted. He
woul dn't do it; he wouldn't ask.

What did Kzanol | ook |ike? he wondered.

He |l ooked |ike a thrint, of course. Larry could renenbar being Kzanol /G eenberg, and all he had
seen was a snallish, handsone, sonewhat undergroomed thrint. But when he'd wal ked past Kzanol on
his way to the pilot room his fleeting glinpse had found sonething terrifying, sonething one-eyed
and scaly and iridescent green, with gray giant earthworms withing at the corners of a mouth Iike
a slash in a child' s rubber ball, with sharply pointed netallic teeth, with oversized arms and
huge three-fingered hands |ike mechani cal grabs.

The thrintun voice was chilly, by its own standards. "Are you wonderi ng about ny oath?"
"QCat hs. Yes, now that you nmention it."

"You can no longer claimto be a thrint in a human body. You are not the being | gave ny oath
to."

"Qat hs. "
"I still want you to help ne nanage Earth."

Larry had no troubl e understainding even the inflections in overspeak, and Kzanol, of course,
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could now read his mind.

"But you'll nanage nme," said Larry.

"Yes, of course.”

Larry raised his cigarette and tapped it with a forefinger. The ash fell slower than nist past

his gaze and di sappeared fromsight. "There's something | should tell you," he said.
"Condense it. My time is short; | have to find sonmething."
"l don't think you should own the Earth any nore. |I'Il stop you if I can.”

Kzanol 's eating tendrils were doing something strange. Larry couldn't see what it was. "You
think like a slave. Not a ptavv, a slave. You have no conceivable reason to warn ne."

"That's nmy problem"

"Quite. DON'T MOVE UNTIL I RETURN." The command carried overtones of disgust. A dark blur that
was Kzanol moved and vani shed.

Alone in the pilot room Larry listened to the clanking, squeaking, and nental cursing that
meant Kzanol was searching for sonething. He heard when the thrint sharply ordered the pilot to
return to life and show hi m AT ONCE where he'd hidden the contani nated portable radar... The
command, a nere explosion of frustration, stopped suddenly. So did the sounds of search

Presently Larry heard the airlock chugging to itself.

* k%

The clerk was a mddleman. It was his job to set priorities on nessages sent into and received
from deep space. At three in the norning he answered the ring of the outside phone.
"Hell o, Arms Maser Transceiving Station," he said a little sleepily. It had been a dull night.

It was no longer dull. The snall brunette who | ooked out of his screen was startlingly
beautiful, especially to the nman who saw her unexpectediy in the dead hours.

"Hello. | have a nessage for Lucas Garner. He's on the way to Neptune, | think."
"Lucas Garner? \Wat | nean, what's the nessage?"

"Tell himthat ny husband is back to nornmal, and he should take it into consideration. It's very
i mportant."

"And who is your husbhand?"
"Larry G eenberg. That's Gr-e"

"Yes, | know. But he's beyond Neptune by now. Wuldn't Garner already know anythi ng you know
about G eenberg?"

"Not unless he's telepathic."”

It was a tricky decision for a clerk. Maser nessages cost |ike uranium |ess because of the
power needed and the wear and tear on the delicate machi nes than because of the difficulty of
finding the .target. But only Garner coul d deci de whet her an undependabl e "hunch” was inportant to
him The clerk risked his job and sent the nessage.

The fire had sl owed now. Mst of the unburned hydrogen had been bl own before the fire, until it
was congested into a cloud nmass opposite on Pluto fromthe resting place of the *CGolden Circl e*.
Around that cloud bank raged a hurricane of awesone proportions. Frozen rain poured out of the
heavens in huge | ens-shaped drops, hissing into the nitrogen snow. The | ayers above nitrogen were
gone, vaporized, gas diluting the hydrogen which still poured in. On the borderline hydrogen
burned fitfully with hal ogens, and even with nitrogen to form amoni a, but around nost of the
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great circle the fires had gone out. Relatively small, isolated conflagrations ate their way
toward the new center. The "hot" water ice continued to fall. Wen it had boil ed the nitrogen away
it would begin on the oxygen. And then there would be a fire.

At the center of the hurricane the ice stood Iike a tremendous Arizona butte. Even the hal ogens
were still frozen across its flat top, thousands of square miles of fluorine ice with near-vacuum
above. Coriolis effects

hel d back the burning wind for a tine.

On the other side of the world, Kzanol stepped out of the *Golden Circle*.

He turned once to | ook back. The honeymoon ship was flat on her belly. Her |anding gear was
retracted, and a wi de, snmooth crater was centered under the drive exhaust cone. Star-hot hydrogen
had | eaked fromthe fusion tube for sone tine after its fuel was cut off. The fusel age was
twi sted, though not broken. Her forward wi ngs had been jarred open, and now hung broken fromtheir
sockets. One tip of the triangular najor wing curled up where it had stabbed agai nst rock-hard
i ce.

She was dooned, she was usel ess. Kzanol wal ked on. The thrintun space suit was a marvel ous
assenbl age of tools. No changes had been nade in it for centuries before Kzanol's tinme, for the
design had | ong been perfect, but for an unsuspected flaw in the energency systens, and the naive
thrintun had never reached that |evel of sophistication which produces planned obsol escence. The
tenperature inside the suit was perfect, even a little warner than in the ship.

But the suit could not conpensate for the wearer's inmagination. Kzanol felt the outer chill as
his ship fell behind. Ml es-thick blankets of nitrogen and oxygan snow had boil ed away here,
| eavi ng bubbly permafrost which showed dark and deep green in the Iight of his helnet |lanp. There
was fog, too, not dense but very deep, a single bank that stretched hal fway around the world. The
fog narrowed his universe to a circular patch of bubbly ice.

Moving in great, easy flying hops, he reached the first rise of the crescent in forty mnutes.
It was six mles fromthe ship. The crescent was now a slightly higher rise of permafrost, scarred
and pitted fromthe fire that had crossed it. Kzanol's portable radar, borrowed fromthe
*Circle*'s | ockers, showed his goal straight ahead at the limt of its range. About a mile ahead,
and al nost a thousand feet deep in permafrost.

Kzanol began to clinmb the slope.
* k%

"We're out of arrows,
prot ect ourselves?"

the man in Nunber Two ship said gloonmly. He nmeant missiles. "How do we

Lew said, "We'lIl be on our way hone before Garner cones within sniffing distance of Pluto. The
best he can do is shoot at us as we pass. His arrows aren't good enough to hit us when we're
movi ng that fast, except by accident. He knows it. He won't even try, because it mght start the
Last War."

"He may deci de the stakes are high enough.”

"Danimt, Tartov, what choice have we got? Garner nust not be allowed to | eave here with that
anplifier! If he does, we'll see a period of slavery such as nobody has even dreand of up to now,"
Lew exhal ed noisily through his nostrils. "W've got to go down and destroy the thing by hand.
Land on the dawn side and nount an expedition. Hexter, can you disnount a ship's radar so it'l
still work?"

"Sure, Lew. But it'll take two men to carry it."

Tartov said, "You mss ny point. O course we've got to weck the damm anplifier. But how can we
prove to Garner that we did weck it? Wiy should he trust us?"

Lew ran spatul ate fingers through tangled cotton hair. "My apol ogies, Tartov. That's a damm good
questi on. Comment s?"
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* % %

Kzanol ainmed the disintegrator thirty degrees downward and flipped the firing switch

The tunnel forned fast. Kzanol couldn't see how fast. for there was nothing but darkness inside
after the first second. A minor hurricane blew out of the tunnel. He | eaned agai nst the wind as
against a wall. In the narrow cone of the beamthe "w nd" was clear, but beyond the edge it was a
dust storm The wi nd was dust, too, icy dust torn to particles of two and three nol ecul es each by
the nmutual repulsion of the nuclei

After ten mnutes Kzanol decided the tunnel rust be getting too wi de. The opening was |ess than
a foot across; he used the disintegrator to enlarge it. Even when he turned off the digging too
he couldn't see very far into it.

After a nonent he wal ked i nto the darkness.

* % %

Wth his left hand Larry reached out and shook the pilot's shoulder. Nothing. It was |like a wax
figure. He woul d probably have felt the sane way. But the nan's cheek was cool. He was not
paral yzed, but dead.

Somewhere in the back of his mnd was Judy. It was different fromthe way it had been in the
past. Now, he believed it. Even when separated by over three billion mles, he and Judy were
sonehow aware of each other. But no nore than that.

He couldn't tell her anything. He couldn't warn her that the Bug Eyed Woosis was hours or
m nutes from owning the Earth.

The pilot couldn't help him He had had an instant to nmake a choice, that professional haul er of
mllionaires, and he had nade first a right choice and then a wong one. He had decided to die,
killing everyone aboard ship, and that was right. But he should have turned off the fusion shield,
not the fuel feed! Now he was dead, and Kzanol was | oose.

It was his fault. Wthout Larry G eenberg, Kzanol would have been bl asted to gas when he nade
turnover for Pluto. He'd never have known the suit was on Pluto! The know edge was galli ng.

Where was his m nd shield? Two hours ago he had held an inpenetrable telepathic wall, a shield
that had stood up to Kzanol's nost furious efforts. Now he couldn't renenber how he'd done it. He
was capable of it, he knew that, and if he could hold it.

No, it was gone. Some nenory, sone thrintun nenory. Well, let's see. He'd been in Masney's
of fice when the thrint had screaned at everybody to shut off their mnds. His mnd shield had--
but it had al ready been there. Somehow he had al ready known how to use it. He had known ever
si nce.

* % %

Sunfl owers eight feet across. They turned round and round, following the sun as it circled the
pl antati on at Kzathxt's??? pole. Geat silver paraboloid platters sending concentrated sunlight to
their dark green photosynthetic nodes. Flexible mrrors nounted on thick bulging stalks, mrrors
that could ripple gently to put the deadly focus wherever they wanted it: on a rebellious slave or
a wild animal or an attacking eneny thrint. That focus was as deadly as a | aser cannon, and the
sunfl owers never mssed. For sone reason they never attacked nmenbers of the House they protected.

In the grounded |luxury liner, Larry Greenberg tingled. Fish on fire! The sunflowers nust have
been controlled by the tnuctipun house slaves! He had not the slightest proof, but he knew On a
day in the past, every sunflower in the galaxy nust have turned on its owner... He thought, W
thrintun-- those thrintun really set thenselves up. Suckers!

Remenbering again, he saw that the sunflowers weren't as big as they | ooked. He was seeing them
from Kzanol 's vi ewpoint. Kzanol one and a half feet tall, a child of eight thrintun years. Kzano
hal f grown.
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* % %

The maser beam reached for Pluto, spreading itself w de, dropping ever so slightly in frequency
as it clinbed out of the Sun's gravitational well. By the tinme it reached its target nore than
five hours had passed, and the wave front was a quarter of a mllion mles across.

Pluto didn't stop it. Pluto barely left a noticeable hole. There was enornous power behind this
beam The beam went on into the void, noving al most straighi toward the galactic center, thinned
by dust clouds and distance. It was picked up centuries |later by beings who did not resenble
humanity in the | east. They were able to determ ne the shape of the conical beam and to determ ne
its apex. But not accurately enough

Inits wake, Tartov said, "You were ,right, Lew. There's no fire where we're going."
"That's that, then. You three go on down. I'Il warp into an orbit."
"Wt really ought to draw again, you know. "

"Nuts, Mabe. Think how nuch I'Il win at poker after using up all ny bad luck out here. Got mny
orbit, Tartov?"

"Hook in your idiot savant and |'Il give it the data direct."
"Autopilot on."
BEEP.

Lew felt his ship turning as the sound of the beep ended. The spears of fusion |ight al ongside
hi m began to

dwi ndle in size. Could they manage wi thout hinfP Sure, they were Belters. If danger came it woul d
come here, in orbit.

He said, "All ships. Good luck. Don't take any stupid chances."
"Hexter calling. Something on the Earth channel, Lew. "

Lew used his frequency dial. "Can't find it."

"It's alittle | ower--"

"Ch. Typical..... Dammit, it's in code. Wiy should it be in code?"
"Maybe they've got little secrets,” Tartov suggested.

"Whatever it is, it's bound to be a good reason to finish this fast."

"Yeah. Look, you go ahead and land. |I'Il send this to Ceres for decoding. It'll take twelve
hours to get an answer, but what the hell."

* % %
Wiy should it be in code?
Lit Sheeffer would have known.

Even now, sitting in his office deep in the rock of Ceres, with the bubble of Confinenment
winding its snail-sloworbit thirty mles overhead, Lit was preparing a note of apology to the
United Nations. It was the hardest work he'd ever done! But there seened, no way out.

A week and a half ago there had been a nmaser nessage from Neptune. Garner's story was true: he
had gone to Neptune in pursuit of a wildly dangerous ET. Lit had scow ed and ordered an i nmedi ate
end to the harassment of Earth shi pping.

But the damage was done. For two weeks the Belt had persecuted Earth's meager shipping; had used
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codes in maser transm ssions, even in solar weather forecasts, in violation of a century's
tradition; had used their espionage network so heavily that its existence becane insultingly
obvi ous. Secretiveness and suspicion were the rule as never before.

Earth had retaliated in kind.

Now t he Belt had stopped using codes, but Earth had not.

Did the coded nessages contain vital information? Al npst certainly not, Lit would have guessed.
Certai n nessages decoded at random bore himout. But the Belt couldn't be sure, which, of course,
was the whol e point.

And Belt ships were searched at Earth's ports, with insulting thoroughness.

This mistrust had to be stopped now. Lit gritted his teeth and continued witing.

* k%

The nessage started to repeat, and Lloyd switched it off with a decisive click
"She felt himdie," said Luke. "She didn't knowit, but she felt himdie."

H s thoughts ran on without???... She'd felt himdie. Wat was it that |let sone people know
things they couldn't possibly know? There seened to be nore and nore of themlately Luke had never
been renotely psychic, and he'd envied the |ucky few who could find lost rings or lost crimnals
wi thout the slightest effort, with no nore explanation than, "I thought you m ght have dropped it
in the mayonnaise," or, "I had a hunch he was hiding in the subway, living off the tenth-nmark
peanut machi nes." Parapsychol ogists with their special cards had proven that psy powers exist; and
had gone no further than that, in close to two hundred years, except for psionics devices |like the
contact machine. "Psionics," to Luke, nmeant "I don't know how the damm thing works."

How di d Judy know that the *Gol den Circle* had crashed? You coul dn't know the answer, so you
hung a tag on it. Tel epathy.

"And even then," said Luke, not know ng that he spoke. "she managed to fool herself. Marvelous!"
"Did she?"

Luke's head jerked up and around. Lloyd was scared and not trying to hide it. He said, "The
*Golden Circle* was a tough ship. Her drive was in her belly, renenber? Her belly was built to
stand fusion heat. And the expl osion was bel ow her."

Luke felt his own nerves thrill in synpathetic fear

"We'll find out right now," he said, and touched the control panel. "All ships, listen in.
Ander son, what do you know about the *CGol den Circle*?"

"Yeah, | heard it too. It could be; it just could be. The people who built the honeynboners knew
damm wel | that one accident or one breakdown could ruin a billion-mark business. They built the
ships to stand up to anything. The *CGolden Circle*' s life systemis smaller in proporton than the
life systemof any ship here, just because they put so much extra weight in the walls and in the
fail safe systens.™

In a dull voice, Snoky said, "And we're out of it."

"Hel| we are. That nessage was in code. Lloyd, get the naser pointed at Pluto. W've got to warn
the Belters. Snoky, is there a Mayday signal we can use?"

"No need. They'll hear you. It's too |ate anyway."
"What do you nean?"

"They' re goi ng down."

* k k
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Kzanol wal ked slowy through a tunnel which gleaned dull white where the light fell. Wth
practice he had learned to stay the right distance behind the disappearing far wall, follow ng his
di sintegrator beam so that he walked in a sloppy cylinder six feet in dianeter. The w nd-roared
past himand ceased to be wind; it was flying dust and ice particles, flying in vacuum and | ow
gravity, and it packed the tunnel solidly behind him

The other suit was two hundred feet beyond the end of the sloping tube.

Kzanol | ooked up. He turned off the disintegrator and stood, stiffly furious, waiting. They had
dared! They were just beyond control range, too far away and noving in fast, but they were
decelerating as they closed in. He waited, ready to kill.

Mat ure consi deration stopped him He needed a ship in which to | eave Pluto; his own was shot to
heat death. Those above himwere single seaters, useless to him but he knew that other ships were
com ng. He nmust not frighten them away.

He woul d |l et these ships |and.

* k%

Lew s singl eship hung nose down over the surface of Pluto. He'd set the gyros that way. The ship
woul d be nose down for a long tinme, perhaps until the gyros wore out. Yet he could see nothing.
The pl anetary surface was hi dden beneath a curtain of boiling storm clouds.

He knew that he had passed Cott's Crescent some ninutes ago. He had heard the hum of an open
intership circuit. Now, coning toward himover the curved horizon, was a stormwithin a storm the
titanic whirling hurricane he had passed over twice already. Pluto takes nonths to rotate. Only a
monurmental flow of air, air newly created, rushing around fromthe other side of the planet, could
have carried enough lateral velocity to build such a sky whirl pool frommere Coriolis effects.
Flames flickered inits roiling rim but the center was a wide circle of calm clear near-vacuum
all the way down to the icy plateau

Over the radio cane the sound of Garner's voi ce.

Pl ease answer at once so we'll know you're all right. There is a real chance that the ET
survived the crash, in which case--"

"Now you're telling nme, you knowit-all son of a bitch!" Lew couldn't talk. H's tongue and his
lips were as frozen as the rest of his voluntary nuscles. He heard the nessage all the way
t hrough, and he heard it repeated, and repeated. Garner sounded nore urgent than he had ten
m nut es ago.

The hurricane was al nbst bel ow hi m now. He | ooked strai ght down into the eye.
From one of the nurky fires in the rimof the eye, a tongue reached inward.

It was like the first explosion, the one he'd watched through the tel escope. But this wasn't the
tel escope

The whol e plateau was lost in nulticolored flame in the first twenty seconds. Wth the leisurely
torpor of a sleepy ground sloth on a cold norning, the fire stood up and reached for him It was
fire and ice, chunks of ice big enough to see, ice burning as it rose in the clutch of the height
and m ght, a blazing carnivore reaching to swallow him

* k%

Viprin race. Bowed skel etal shapes like great al bino whippets seened to skimthe dirt surface of
the track, their jet nacelle nostrils flaring, their skins shining Iike oil, racing round and
round the audi ence standing breathless in the center of the circle. The air was thick with Power:
t housands of thrintun desperately hurling orders at their favorites, knowi ng perfectly well that
the mutant viprin didn't have the brains to hear. Kzanol on one of the too-expensive seats,
clutching a |l avender plastic cord, knowing that this race, this race neant the difference between
life as a prospector and life as a superintendent of cleaning machinery. He would | eave here with
comercials to buy a ship, or with none.
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Larry dropped it. It was too late in Kzanol's life. He wanted to renmenber nuch earlier. But his
brain seened filled with fog, and the thrintun nmenories were fuzzy and hard to grasp. As
Kzanol / Greenberg he had had no trouble with his nenory, but as Larry he found it infuriatingly
vague.

The earliest thing he could remenber was that scene of the sunflowers.

He was out of cigarettes. The pilot m ght have some in his pocket, but Larry couldn't quite
reach it. And he was hungry; he hadn't eaten in sonme ten hours. A gnal mght help. Definitely one
woul d help, for it would probably kill himin seconds. Larry tore a button fromhis shirt and put
it in his nouth. It was round and snooth, very |like a gnal

He sucked it and let his m nd dissol ve.

* k%

Three ships rested on the other side of what renmained of Cott's Crescent. In the control bubbles
the pilots sat notionless, waiting for instructions and thinking furious, futile thoughts. In the
fourth... Kzanol's eating tendrils stood away fromhis mouth as he probed.

It was rather |ike probing his own nmenory of the crash. A brightly burning wind, a universe of
roaring, tearing flame and crushi ng shocks.

Well, it wasn't as if he needed Lew. Kzanol turned his disintegrator on and began wal ki ng.
Sonet hing bright glimered through the dark ice wall.

* k k

"They don't answer," said Ll oyd.

Luke let hinself sag against the constant one-gee acceleration. Too little, too late... the Belt
was beaten. And then his eyes narrowed and he said, "They're bluffing."

Masney turned inquiringly.

"Sure. They're bluffing, Lloyd. They'd be fools not to. W handed them such a perfect chance!
Li ke four spades up in a five stud hand. The perfect opportunity to get us fighting the wong
eneny."

"But we'd be getting this same scary silence if they were really caught."

Luke spoke jerky phrases as the answers cane. "Right. W get quiet radios either way. But we get
the sane answer either way, too. Shoot to kill. Either the fleet is on its way back wth
anplifier, or the ET has it and is on its way to conquer the Earth. Either way, we have to
attack."

"You know what that neans, don't you?"
"Tell me."
"We'll have to kill Atwood and Smoky first. And Anderson."

"O 0-oh. Right, about Atwood. He'd never |let us shoot at his friends, whether they're slaves or
not. But we can hope Anderson can control Snoky."

"How s your coordi nation?"

"My--?" Luke pondered his uncertain, shaky hands and newy clunsy fingers, his lack of contro
over his sphincter nuscles. Paralysis hangover. "Right again. Snoky'd rmake minceneat of Anderson.”
A gusty sigh. "We'll have to bl ow both ships."

"Luke, | want a promise." Masney | ooked |ike Death. He was an old man in his own right, and he
had been starved for sonme tinme. "I want you to swear that the first snell we get of the thought
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amplifier, we destroy it. Not capture, Luke. Destroy!"
"Al'l right, Lloyd. | swear."

"If you try to take it hone, I'Il kill you. | mean it."

* k%

His finger, an oversized finger in an oversized nouth with tiny needle teeth. He was on his
side, nore a lunp of flesh than anything el se, and he sucked his finger because he was hungry. He
woul d al ways be hungry.

Sonet hi ng huge canme in, blocking light. Mdther? Father. His own arm noved, jerking the finger
contenptuously away, scraping it painfully on the newteeth. He tried to put it back, but it
woul dn't nove. Sonething forceful and heavy told himnever to do that again. He never did.

No mind shield there. Funny, how sharp that picture was, the nenory of early frustration
Sone. ..

The roomwas full of guests. He was four thrintun years old, and he was being allowed out for
the first tinme. Shown proudly by his father. But the noise, the telepathic noise, was too |oud. He
was trying to think Iike everybody at once. It frightened him Sonething terrible happened. A
stream of dark brown sem liquid material shot out of his mouth and spread over the wall. He had
defecated in public.

Rage, red and sharp. Suddenly he had no control over his linbs; he was running, stunbling toward
the door. Rage fromhis father and shanme fromhinmself or fromhis father? He couldn't tell. But it
hurt, and he fought it, closed his mnd to it. Father went |like a blown flane, and the guests too,
and everybody was gone. He was all alone.in an enpty world. He stopped, frightened. The ot her
nm nds cane back

H s father was proud, proud! At the age of four little Kzanol already had the Power!

Larry grinned a predatory grin and got up. His vac suit--? In the |ounge, on one of the seats.
He got it and screwed it down and went out.

* k k

Kzanol tugged at the great bright bull until it canme out of the ice. It |ooked |ike a great
rippled goblin lying on its back

The ice had packed the tunnel solidly behind him air tight, in fact. That was fortunate. Kzano
had used conpressed air fromhis own suit to pressurize his icy chanber. He frowned at the dials
on his upper chest, then took his helnet off. The air was cold and thin. But now he needn't carry
the anplifier helnet back to the ship. He could put it on here.

He | ooked down at the suit and realized that he'd want help getting it back. Kzanol turned his
Attention to Larry Greenberg. He found a bl ank

G eenberg was nowhere.
Had he died? No, surely Kzanol woul d have sensed that.

This wasn't good, not even a little bit good. G eenberg had warned himthat he would try to stop
him The slave nust be on his way now, with his mnd shield in full working order. Fortunately the
anplifier would stop him It would control a full-grown thrint.

Kzanol reached down to turn the suit on its face. It was... not heavy, but massive... but it
noved.

* k% %

It was snowing. In the thin air the snow fell |ike gravel thrown by an explosion. It fell hard
enough to kill an unprotected man. Were it hit it packed itself into a hard surface, just crunchy

enough for good wal ki ng.

file:/lIF|/rah/larry%20niven/World%200{%20Ptavvs.txt (93 of 97) [1/14/03 8:30:16 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/larry%20niven/Worl d%200f%20Ptavvs.txt

Luckily Greenberg didn't have to see. He could sense exactly where Kzanol was and he wal ked
confidently in that direction. His suit wasn't as good as Kzanol's. The cold seeped gently through
his gauntlets and boots. He'd suffered worse than this on skiing trips, and loved it.

Then the Power came |ashing at his brain. Hs mnd shield went up hard. The wave was gone in a
monent. But now he couldn't find Kzanol. The thrint had put up his mnd shield. Larry stopped,
bewi | dered, then went on. He had a conpass, so he would not walk in circles. But Kzanol nust now
know he was coni ng

Gradual ly the afterimage pushed into his mnd. In every sense, in eye and ears and touch and
ki nest hetic nerves, he felt what Kzanol had been doi ng when his Power |ashed out.

He' d been bendi ng over the second suit.
It was too | ate.

He couldn't run; the vac suit wasn't built for it. He |looked around in a rising tide of
desperation, and then, because there was no help for it, he wal ked on

Wal k. Knock the ice off your faceplate, and wal k.

Wal k until you're Told to stop

Hal f an hour later, an hour after he'd left the ship, he began to see powdery snow. It was |ight
and fluffy, very different fromthe falling icy bullets. It was the residue of Kzanol's digging.

He could use it as a guide.

The powder snow grew deeper and deeper, until suddenly it reared as a towering nmountain of
packed snow. When he tried to clinb it Larry kept slipping down the side in a flurry of snow But
he had to get up there! When Kzanol opened the suit it would be all over. He kept clinbing.

He was hal fway up, and nearly exhausted, when the top began to nove. Snow shot out in a steady

streamand fell in a slow fountain. Larry slid hastily down for fear of being buried alive.
The snow continued to pour out. Kzanol was digging his way back... but why wasn't he wearing the
hel met ?

The fountain rose higher. Particles of ice, frozen nmiles up in Pluto's burned and cooling
at nosphere, pelted through the drifting fountain and plated itself on Larry's suit. He kept noving
to keep his joints free. Now he wore a sheath of translucent ice, shattered and cracked at the
j oi nts.

And suddenly he guessed the answer. His lips pulled back in a smle of gentle happiness, and his
dol phin sense of hunor rose joyfully to the surface.

* k%

Kzanol clinbed out of the tunnel, tugging the useless spare suit behind him He'd had to use the
disintegrator to clear away the snow in the tunnel, and he'd had to clinb it at a thirty-degree
rise, dragging a bulk as heavy as hinmself and wearing a space suit which weighed nearly as much.
Kzanol was very tired. Had he been human, he woul d have wept.

The sight of the slope down was al nost too much.

Pl ow his feet through that stuff? But he sighed and sent the spare suit rolling down the
nmount ai nsi de. He watched it hit the bottomand stay, half buried. And he followed it down.

The ice fell faster than ever, hundreds of thousands of tons of brand new water freezing and
falling as the planet tried to regain its equilibriumstate, forty degrees above absol ute zero.
Kzanol stunbled blind, putting one big chicken foot in front of the other and bracing for the jar
as it fell, keeping his mnd closed because he renmenbered that G eenberg was around sonewhere. Hi s
m nd was nunb with fatigue and vicarious col d.
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He was hal fway down when the snow rose up and stood before himlike a thrintun giant. He gasped
and stopped noving. The figure slapped one nitten against its faceplate and the thick ice
shattered and fell. Greenberg! Kzanol raised the disintegrator

Al nost casually, with a smile that was purest dol phin, Larry reached out a stiff forefinger and
planted it in Kzanol's chest.

* k% *

For thirty-four hours the singleship had circled Pluto, and it was too long by far. Garner and
Masney had been taking turns sleeping so that they could watch the scope screen for the actinic
streak of a singleship taking off. There had been little talk between the ships. Wat talk there
was was a strain for all, for every one of the five men knew that battle was very close, and not
one was willing even to hint at the possibility. Now Lew s singleship showed in the scope screen
even with its drive off. Now Luke, watching although it was his off watch, watching though he knew
he shoul d sl eep, watching through lids that felt |ike heavy sandpaper, Luke finally said the magic
wor ds.

"They're not bluffing."
"Why the sudden deci sion?"

"It's no good, Lloyd. Bluff or no bluff, the fleet would have taken off as soon as they found
the amplifier. The longer they wait, the closer we get to their velocity, and the nore accurate
our arrows get. They've been down too long. The ET has them"

"l thought so all along. But why hasn't he taken off?"
"I'n what? There's nothing on Pluto but singleships. He can't fly. He's waiting fur us."

The conference was a vast relief to all. It also produced results. One result was that Wody
At wood spent a full thirty hours standing up in the airlock of the *Iwo Jinma*.

Four million mles respectful had been good enough for the Belter fleet. It would have to do for
Garner. His ship and one other came to an easy one-gee stop in nid-space. The third had taken a
di vergent path, and was now several hundred miles above the still-shrouded surface.

"It's funny," said Snoky. "Every tine you decide one of our ships is expendable, it turns out to

be a Belt ship."
"Wi ch ship would you have used, O d Snoky?"

"Don't confuse ne with logic."
"Listen," said Msney.

Faintly but clearly, the radio gave forth a rising and falling screamlike an air raid siren

"It's the Lazy Eight's distress signal," said Anderson

Nunmber Six was now a robot. The *Heinlein*'s drive controls now operated the singleship's drive,
and Anderson pushed attitude jet buttons and pulled on the fuel throttle as he watched the
*Heinl ei n*' s screen which now | ooked t hrough Nunber Six's telescope. They had had to use the
singl eship, of course. A two-nman Earth ship nmust be just what the ET desperately needed.

"Well, shall we take her down?"
Wody said, "Let's see if Lews all right."

Ander son gui ded the singleship over to where the lead ship circled Pluto, turned off the drive
and used attitude jets to get even closer. At last he and four others | ooked directly through the
frosted, jagged fragnents of Lew s control bubble. There were heat stains on the nmetal rim Lew
was there, a figure in a tall, narrow netal arnor spacesuit; but he wasn't noving. He was dead or
paral yzed
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"We can't do anything for himnow, " said Snoky.

"Right," said Luke. "No sense postponing the dreadful nonment. Take 'er down."
The distress signal was conming out of a field of unbroken snow.

Ander son had never worked harder in his Iife. Mittering ceasel essly under his breath, he held
the ship notionless a mle over the distress signal while snow boiled and gave hi mway. M st
fornmed on the *Heinlein*'s screen, then fog. He turned on an infrared spotlight, and it hel ped--
but not much. Snoky w nced at some of the things young Anderson was sayi ng. Suddenly Anderson was
silent, and all five craned forward to see better

The *CGolden Circle* cane out of the ice.

Ander son brought the singleship dowm as gently as he knew how. At the nonent of contact the
whol e ship rang like a brass bell. The picture in the screen trenbled wildly.

In the ensuing silence, a biped formclinbed painfully through the topside airlock in the
*CGolden Circle*. It clinbed down and noved toward them across the snow.

* k%

The honeynooner was no | onger a spaceship, but she nmade an adequate neeting hall-- and hospital
Especially hospital, for of the ten men who faced each other around the crap table, only two were
i n good health.

Larry Greenberg, carrying a thrintun spacesuit on each shoul der, had returned to find the
*Golden Circle* nearly buried in ice. The gl assy sheathing over the top of the ship was twenty
feet thick. He had managed to burn his way through the hard way, with a welder in his suit kit,
but his fingers and toes were frostbhitten when he uncovered the airlock. For nearly three days he
had waited for treatnment. He was very little pleased to find Nunber Six enpty, but he had gotten
hi s message across by showi ng the watchers at her scope screen. All's safe; come down.

Snoky Petropoul os and Wody Atwood, doing all the work because they were still the only ones
abl e, had noved the paralyzed Belters to the *Golden Circle* in the two-man ships. The four were
still unable to use anything but their eyes and, now, their voices. Lew s hands and wists and

feet and neck all had a roasted | ook where the skin showed through the blisters. H's sult cooling
system had been unable to cope with the heat during those seconds of inmmersion in flaning gases.
If the gas hadn't been so extrenely thin, sone plastic connection in his air pack or his cooling
system woul d surely have nelted as he would tell eager listeners again and again in the years to
come. But that was for later. Later, the others would renmenber that they had all been wearing
suits because they'd been forced to break their wi ndshields, and that if Snmoky and Wody hadn't
found themthat way they'd have starved in their ships. For now, they were safe.

Garner and Anderson were nearly over their induced paralysis, which now showed only in an
enbarrassing | ack of coordination

"So we all nede it," said Luke, beami ng around at the conpany. "I was afraid the Last War woul d
start on Pluto."

"Me too," said Lew. His voice was barely slurred. "W were afraid you wouldn't take the hint
when we coul dn't answer your calls. You mght have decided that was sone stupid piece of
indirection." He blinked and tightened his Iips, disnissing the nenory. "So what' |l we do with the
spare suit?"

Now he had everybody's attention. This was a neeting hall, and the suit was the nain order of
busi ness.

"We can't let Earth have it," said Snoky. "They could open it. W don't have their tinme
stopper." Wthout |ooking at Luke, he added, "Sone inventions do have to be suppressed."

"You could get it with alittle research,” said Garner

"Dunmp it on Jupiter,"” Masney advised. "Strap It to the *Heinlein*'s hull and |let Wody and ne
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fly it. I'f we both come back alive you know it got

"Right," said Lew. Garner nodded. Qthers in the
despite the | oss of know edge which nust be buried
obj ections, kept themto hinself.

"Al'l agreed?" Lew swept his eyes around the nain

"Ckay. Now, which one is the amplifier?"

There was a full
hands enpty."

two seconds of dismayed sil ence.

Once it had been pointed out, the difference was
and bul ges; the linbs were twisted; it had no nore
Kzanol -- it lay in one corner of the |ounge, knees
curious shape of arms and | egs, and in the expressi

surprise and consternation which nust have been the thrint's [ast enptions.

fury too, frustrated fury that had been nounting s
whi ch was the rescue switch on his second suit.

Garner tossed off his chanpagne,

to Jupiter. | submt the Sun m ght be safer

"Honme. And then Jinx, |
smle,

t hi nk. "
t hough even he never guessed what it neant.

the only nman in the universe who can read bandersnatch

Masney shook his head and started to | augh.
i nfectious as munps. "Better not read their m nds,
menagerie if you aren't careful.”

O hers took up the | aughter
Masney' s words.

O had Garner guessed? The old man was | ooking at himvery strangely.

two billion years ago, Kzanol had taken a racarliw

Nonsense.

So only Larry woul d ever know.
hydr ogen fusion as common today as el ectri cal
war mi ght be the very |ast.
go with it, buried in dead,

Could Larry G eenberg have sacrificed an i nnocent sentient,

part of the stock fromthe honeynooner's food stores.
settled. The Sea Statue goes back to the UN Conparative Cultures Exhibit.
but what the hell.

He had a runbling,

If the suit were opened it could start a war
generators had been a century and a half back
So the suit had to go to Jupiter
silent stasis for eternity.

dunped on schedul e. Ri ght?"
ounge tasted the idea and found it good,
with the suit. Larry Greenberg, who had ot her

| ounge.

Greenberg pointed. "The wrinkled one with both

obvi ous. The second suit had wrinkl es and bunps
personality than a sack. But the suit that was
bent, disintegrator half raised. Even in the
onless mrror of its face, one could read the
There nust have been

nce Kzanol first saw the fused, discol ored spot

"So it's
The treasure suit goes

Greenberg, where do you go?"

Larry G eenberg wore what Lucas Garner decided was a bittersweet

"They' || never keep Judy and ne away now. |'m

handw i ting."

hel pl ess ki nd of |augh, as
Greenberg. You'll end up as a whol e space

and Larry smiled with them though only he knew how true were

I f Garner guessed that,
sl ave as a pet and souvenir--

Wth controlled
any
and the dooned racarliw slave had to

even for such a purpose? To Larry

pl us dol phin plus thrint, it wasn't even difficult.
Just a slave, whispered Kzanol. Small, stupid, ugly: worth half a commercial at best.
Can't defend hinself, thought Charley. He has no rights.
Larry nmade a nmental note never to tell Judy, even by accident, and then went on to nore pleasant

t hought s.
What was he thinking? Garner wondered.
ifol

But I'd give ny sou

He's dropped it

could read m nds for an hour,

now, | mght as well stop watching him

if I could pick the hour.
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