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THE RI NGAORLD ENG NEERS

by Larry N ven

(c) 1980 by Larry N ven

v1.0 (30 sep 2000)

If you find and correct errors in the text, please update the version nunber by 0.1 and
redi stribute.

DEDI CATI ON

Ringworld is ten years old; and | have never stopped getting letters about it. People have
been comenting on the assunptions, overt and hi dden, and the mathematics and the ecol ogy and the
phi | osophical inplications, precisely as if the Ringworld were a proposed engi neeri ng project and
they were being paid for the work.

A man in Washington, D.C., sent ne a full proofreading job on the first edition of

Ringworld, with the title "The N ven-MArthur Papers, Vol. |." It was of enornmous help to nme. (If
you own a first paperback edition of Ringworld, it's the one with the mstakes init. It's worth
noney. )

A Florida high school class determ ned the need for the spill pipe system

From a Canbri dge professor cane an estimate for the mnimumtensile strength of scrith.

Freeman Dyson (Freenan Dyson!) has no trouble believing in the Ringworld (!), but can't
see why the engineers wouldn't have built a lot of little ones instead. Wuldn't it be safer. |
hope the answer 1've given in this book is satisfactory.

O course there are no petrochemnicals on the Ringworld. Frank Gasperik pointed out that
any civilization at our |level would be based on al cohol. The Machi ne People would be able to use
the vegetabl e sludge for other purposes, up to and including a plastics industry.

During a speech in Boston sonmeone in the audience pointed out that, mathematically, the
Ri ngworl d can be treated as a suspension bridge with no endpoints. Sinple in concept; harder to
bui | d.

Fromall directions cane news of the need for attitude jets. (During the 1971 Wrld
Sci ence Fiction Convention, MT students were chanting in the hotel hallways: THE RINGAORLD IS
UNSTABLE! ) but it took Ctein and Dan Al derson, working independently, several years to quantify
the instability. Cein also worked out data on *novi ng* the R ngworld.

Dan Al derson was ki nd enough to work out the paraneters for the R ngworld neteor defense

for me ... and that was the *only* piece of information | actually solicited.

You who did all that work and wote all those letters: be warned that this book woul d not
exi st without your unsolicited help. | hadn't the slightest intention of witing a sequel to
Ri ngworld. | dedicate this book to you

CHAPTER 1 -- UNDER THE W RE

Louis WI was under the wire when two nen cane to invade his privacy.

He was in full lotus position on the lush yellow indoor-grass carpet. H's snle was
blissful, dreanmy. The apartment was small, just one big room He could see both doors. But, |ost
inthe joy that only a wirehead knows, he never saw them arrive. Suddenly they were there: two
pal e yout hs, both over seven feet tall, studying Louis with contenptuous sniles. One snorted and
dr opped sonet hi ng weapon-shaped in his pocket. They were stepping forward as Louis stood up

It wasn't just the happy smle that fooled them It was the fist-sized droud that
protruded like a black plastic canker fromthe crown of Louis Wi's head. They were dealing with a
current addict, and they knew what to expect. For years the man nmust have had no thought but for
the wire trickling current into the pleasure center of his brain. He would be near starvation from
self-neglect. He was small, a foot and a half shorter than either of the invaders. He --

As they reached for himLouis bent far sideways, for balance, and ki cked once, tw ce,
thrice. One of the invaders was down, curled around hinself and not breathing, before the other
found the wit to back away.

Louis cane after him

VWhat held the youth hal f paral yzed was the abstracted bliss with which Louis came to kil
him Too late, he reached for the stunner he'd pocketed. Louis kicked it out of his hand. He
ducked a nassive fist and kicked at kneecap, kneecap (the pale giant stopped noving), groin, heart
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(the giant bent far forward, with a whistling screamj, throat (the scream stopped suddenly).

The ot her invader was on hands and knees, breathing in sips. Louis chopped at his neck,
tw ce.

The invaders lay still in the lush yell ow grass.

Louis Wi went to lock his door. At no time had the blissful smle left his face, and it
did not change when he found his door fully | ocked and al arned. He checked the door to the
bal cony: bolted and al arned.

How in the world had they gotten in?

Benmused, he settled where he was, in lotus position, and did not nove again for over an
hour .

Presently a timer clicked and swi tched off the droud.

* % %

Current addiction is the youngest of mankind's sins. At some tinme in their histories, nost
of the cultures of human space have seen the habit as a major scourge. It takes users fromthe
| abor market and | eaves themto die of self-neglect.

Ti mes change. Cenerations |ater, these sane cultures usually see current addiction as a
m xed bl essing. A der sins -- alcoholismand drug addi ction and conpul sive ganbling -- cannot
conpete. Peopl e who can be hooked by drugs are happier with the wire. They take longer to die, and
they tend not to have children

It costs al nbst nothing. An ecstasy peddler can raise the price of the operation, but for
what ? The user isn't a wirehead until the wire has been enbedded in the pleasure center of his
brain. Then the peddl er has no hold over him for the user gets his kicks from house current.

And the joy cones pure, with no overtones and no hangover

So that by Louis Wi's tinme, those who could be enslaved by the wire or by any | esser means
of self-destruction had been breedi ng thensel ves out of the human race for eight hundred years.

Today there are even devices that can tickle a victims pleasure center froma distance.

Tasps are illegal on nost worlds, and expensive to make, but they are used. (A dour stranger
wanders past, rage or msery witten in the sour lines of his face. From behind a tree you make
his day. Plink! His face lights up. For a nonent he's got no worries at all ...) They don't

generally rain lives. Mt people can take it.

* k%

The tinmer clicked and switched off the droud.

Louis seenmed to sag in upon hinself. He reached across his snooth scalp to the base of the
Il ong black braid, and pulled the droud fromits socket beneath the hair. He held it in his hand,
consi dering; then, as always, he dropped it into a drawer and locked it. The drawer di sappeared.
The desk, which seenmed a nassi ve wooden antique, was actually paper-thin hullnetal, with endl ess
room for secret conpartnents.

It was always a tenptation to reset the tiner. He'd done it routinely in the early years
of his addiction. Neglect had made of hima skeletal rag doll, constantly dirty. Finally he had
gat hered what remai ned of his ancient dogged determ nation, and he had built a tiner that took
twenty mnutes of nitpicking concentration to reset. On its present setting it would give him
fifteen hours of current and twelve hours for sleep and for what he call ed nai ntenance.

The corpses were still there. Louis had no idea what to do about that. If he'd called the
police inmediately, it would still have attracted unwanted attention ... but what could he tel
them now, an hour and a half | ate? That he'd been knocked unconsci ous? They'd want to deep-radar
his head for fractures!

This he knew. in the black depression that always followed his time under the wire, he
sinmply couldn't make decisions. He followed his nmaintenance routine |ike a robot. Even his dinner
was preprogranmmed.

He drank a full glass of water. He set the kitchen. He went to the bathroom He did ten
m nut es of exercise, pushing hinmself hard, fighting depression with exhaustion. He avoi ded | ooki ng
at the stiffening corpses. D nner was ready when he finished. He ate without tasting ... and
renenbered that once he had eaten and exerci sed and nade every nove with the droud set in his
skul |, delivering a tenth of nornal current to the pleasure center. For a tine he had lived with a
wonman who was al so a wirehead. They had nade | ove under the wire ... and played war ganes and hel d
pun contests ... until she had lost interest in everything but the current itself. By then Louis
had regai ned enough of his natural caution to flee Earth.

He thought now that it would be easier to flee this world than to di spose of two |arge,
conspi cuous corpses. But if he were already being wat ched?

They didn't look |like ARM agents. Large, soft in the nuscle, pale froma sunlight nore
orange than yellow, they were certainly lowgravity types, probably Canyonites. They hadn't fought
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like ARME ... but they had bypassed his alarms. These men could be ARM hirelings, with friends
wai ti ng.

Louis Wi di sarnmed his bal cony door and stepped out.

* % %

Canyon does not quite follow the usual rules for planets.

The planet is not rmuch bigger than Mars. Until a few hundred years ago its atnosphere was
just dense enough to support photosynthesis-using plants. The air held oxygen, but was too thin
for human or kzinti life. The native life was as prinmitive and hardy as lichen. Animal had never
devel oped at all.

But there were nmagnetic nonopoles in the conetary hal o around Canyon's orange-yellow. sun
and radioactives on the planet itself. The Kzinti Enpire swallowed the planet and staffed it with
the aid of domes and conpressors. They called it Warhead, for its proximty to the unconquered
Pierin worlds.

A thousand years |ater the expanding Kzinti Enpire nmet human space.

The Man-Kzin wars were | ong over when Louis Wi was born. Men won themall. The kzinti have
al ways had a tendency to attack before they are quite ready. Cvilization on Canyon is a | egacy of
the Third Man-Kzin War, when the human worl d Winderl and devel oped a taste for esoteric weapons.

The Winderl and Treatymaker was used only once. It was a gigantic version of what is
commonly a nmining tool: a disintegrator that fires a beamto suppress the charge on the el ectron
Where a disintegrator beamfalls, solid matter is rendered suddenly and violently positive. It
tears itself into a fog of nonatom c particles.

Winderl and built, and transported into the Warhead system an enornous disintegrator
firing in parallel with a simlar beamto suppress the charge on the proton

The two beans touched down thirty mles apart on Canyon's surface. Rock and kzinti
factories and housi ng spewed away as dust, and a solid bar of lightning fl owed between the two
poi nts. The weapon chewed twelve mles deep into the planet, exposing magma throughout a region
the size and shape of Baja California on Earth, and running roughly east and west. The kzinti
i ndustrial conplex vani shed. The few dones protected by stasis fields were swall owed by nmagma,
magnma that welled higher in the center of the great gash before the rock congeal ed.

The eventual result was a sea surrounded by sheer cliffs many miles high, surrounding in
turn a long, narrow island.

O her human worl ds may doubt that the Winderl and Treatymaker ended the war. The Kzint
Patriarchy is not normally terrified by sheer magnitude. Winderl anders have no such doubts.

War head was annexed after the Third Man-Kzin War, and becane Canyon. Canyon's native life
suffered, of course, fromthe gigatons of dust that dropped on its surface, and fromthe | oss of
water that precipitated within the canyon itself to formthe sea. In the canyon there is
confortable air pressure and a thriving pocket-sized civilization

Louis Wi's apartnment was twelve stories up the side of the north face of the canyon. Ni ght
shadowed t he canyon floor as he stepped outside, but the southern face still glowed wi th daylight.
Hangi ng gardens of native lichen dripped fromthe rim Od elevators were silver threads standing
m | es high against the cut stone. Transfer booths had made these obsolete for travel, but tourists
still used themfor the view

The bal cony overl ooked the belt of parkland that ran down the center of the island. The
vegetation had the wild ook of a kzinti hunting park, with pink and orange bl ended into the
inmported terrestrial biosphere. Kzinti life was comon throughout the canyon

There were as many kzinti as human tourists down there. The kzinti. males | ooked Iike fat
orange cats walking on their hind legs ... alnpbst. But their ears flared |ike pink Chinese
parasols, and their tails were nude and pink, and their straight |egs and big hands marked them as
t ool makers. They stood eight feet tall, and though they scrupul ously avoi ded bunpi ng hunman
tourists, carefully tended claws slid out above black fingertips if a human passed too cl ose.
Ref | ex. Maybe.

Somreti mes Loui s wondered what inpul se brought them back to a world once theirs. Some m ght
have ancestors here, alive in frozen tine in the dones buried beneath this lava island. One day
they'd have to be dug up ..

There were so many things he hadn't done on Canyon, because the wire was al ways calling.
Men and kzinti had clinbed those sheer cliffs for sport, in the |low gravity.

Vel |, he would have one last chance to try that. It was one of his three routes out. The
second was the elevators; the third, a transfer booth to the Lichen Gardens. He'd never seen them

Then overland in a pressure suit light enough to fold into a |arge briefcase.

On the surface of Canyon there were mines, and there was a large, indifferently tended
preserve for the surviving varieties of Canyon lichen. But nost of the world was barren noonscape.
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A careful man could | and a spacecraft undetected, and could hide it where only a deep-radar search
would find it. A careful man had. For these past nineteen years Louis Wi's ship had been waiting,
hidden in a cave in the northward-facing cliff of a nmountain of |owgrade netal ore: a hol e hidden
wi t hi n permanent shadow on Canyon's airl ess surface.

Transfer booths or elevators or cliff-clinbing. Let Louis Wi get to the surface and he was
hone free. But the ARM could be watching all three exits.

O he could be playing paranoid games with hinmsel f. How could Earth's police force have
found hi n? He had changed his face, his hair style, his way of life. The things he | oved best were
just the things he had given up. He used a bed instead of sleeping plates, he avoi ded cheese as if
it were spoiled nilk, and his apartnent was furni shed with mass-produced retractables. The only
cl othes he owned were of expensive natural fiber, with no optical effects at all.

He had left Earth as an enaci ated and dreamy-eyed w rehead. Since then he had forced a
rational diet on hinself; he had tortured hinself with exercise and a weekly course in narti al
arts (mldly illegal, and the I ocal police would register himif they caught him but not as Louis
Wi!') until today he was an adequate facsimle of glowing health, with the hard ruscles a younger
Louis Wi had never bothered to attain. How could the ARM recogni ze hin®?

And how had they got in? No comon burglar could have passed Louis's al arns.

They lay dead in the grass, and soon the snell would overpower the air conditioning. Now,
a bit late, he felt the shame of the man-killer. But they had invaded his territory, and there is
no guilt under the wire. Even pain is a spice added to joy, and joy -- |like the basic human joy of
killing a thief in the act -- beconmes hugely intensified. They had known what he was, and that was
both sufficient warning and a direct affront to Louis Wi.

The kzinti and human tourists and natives milling in the street bel ow | ooked i nnocent
enough, and probably were. If an ARM was wat ching himnow, it would be through binoculars, froma

wi ndow i n one of those bl ack-eyed buil dings. None of the tourists were looking up ... but Louis
WI's eyes found a kzin, and | ocked.
Eight feet tall, three feet broad, thick orange fur turning gray in spots: he was very

li ke the dozens of kzinti about him Wat caught Louis's eye was the way the fur grew. It was
tufted, patchy, and whitened over nore than half the alien's body, as if the skin bel ow were
extensively scarred. There were black marki ngs around his eyes, and the eyes weren't | ooking at
scenery. They were searching the faces of passing humans.

Louis wenched hinmself free of the urge to gape and stare. He turned and went inside, in
no obvi ous haste. He | ocked his bal cony doors and reset the alarnms, and then he dug his droud out
of its hiding place in the table. Hi s hands trenbl ed.

It was Speaker-To-Aninmals he had seen, for the first tine in twenty years. Speaker-To-
Ani mal s, once an anbassador to human space; Speaker, who with Louis WI and a Pierson's puppeteer
and a very odd human girl had explored a minuscul e section of the enornmous structure called the
Ri ngworl d; who had earned his full name fromthe Patriarch of Kzin for the treasure he brought
back. You could die, now, for calling himby a profession, but what was his new nane? Sonet hi ng
that started with a cough, like a German ch, or |ike the warning cough a lion mght give:
*Chneee*, that was it. But what could he be doing here? Wth a true nanme and | and and a harem
al ready nostly pregnant, Chneee had had no intention of |eaving Kzin ever again. The idea of his
pl ayi ng tourist on an annexed human worl d was ridi cul ous.

Coul d he possibly know that Louis Wi was in the canyon?

He had to get out, now Up the canyon wall to his ship.

And that was why Louis Wi was playing with the timer in his droud, squinting as he used
tiny instrunents on tiny settings. Hs hands trenbled irritatingly ... The tim ng would have to be
changed anyway, now that he was | eaving Canyon's twenty-seven-hour day.

He knew his target. There was another world in human space whose surface was |argely
barren noonscape. He could land a ship undetected in the vacuumat the West End of Jinx ... and
set the tinmng on the droud now ... and take a few hours under the wire now to nerve hinself. It
all made perfect sense. He gave hinself two hours.

* % %

Al nost two hours passed before the next invader cane. Rapt in the joy of the wire, Louis
woul d not have been disturbed in any case. He found the invader sonething of a relief.

The creature stood solidly braced on a single hind | eg and two w de-spaced forel egs.

Bet ween the shoul ders rose a thick hunp: the braincase, covered by a rich golden mane curled into
ringlets and glittering with jewels. Two | ong, sinuous necks rose fromeither side of the

brai ncase, ending in flat heads. Those | oose-lipped nouths had served the puppeteers as hands for
all of their history. One nouth clutched a stunner of human nake, a |ong, forked tongue curled
around the trigger.
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Louis Wi had not seen a Pierson's puppeteer in twenty-two years. He thought it quite
| ovel y.

And it had appeared from nowhere. This time Louis had seen it blink into existence in the
m ddl e of his yellow grass rug. He had worried needl essly; the ARM had not been involved at all
The probl em of the Canyonite burglars was sol ved

"Stepping discs!" Louis cried joyfully. He launched hinself at the alien. This would be
easy, puppeteers were cowards --

The stunner gl owed orange. Louis Wi spilled onto the carpet, every nuscle linp. His heart
| abored. Black spots formed before his eyes.

The puppeteer stepped delicately around the two dead nen. It | ooked down at himfromtwo
directions; and then it reached for him Two sets of flat-topped teeth clanped on his wists, not
hard enough to hurt. The puppeteer dragged hi m backward across the rug and set hi m down.

The apartnment vani shed.

It could not be said that Louis Wi was worried. He felt no such unpl easant sensation
Di spassionately (for the uniformjoy in the wire allows an abstraction of thought normally
i npossible to nortals) he was readjusting his world picture.

He had seen the system of stepping discs on the Pierson's puppeteers' honme world. It was
an open teleportation system far superior to the closed transfer booths used on the hunan worl ds.

Apparently a puppeteer had had stepping discs installed in Louis's apartnent; had sent two
Canyonites to fetch him when that failed, had cone hinself. The puppeteers nust want hi m badly.

That was doubly reassuring. The ARM was not involved at all. And puppeteers had a nmillion
years of tradition to back their phil osophy of enlightened cowardi ce. They could hardly want his
life; they could have had it nore cheaply, with less risk. He should find it easy to cow them

He was still lying on a patch of yellow grass and binding mat. It nust have been sitting
on the stepping disc. There was a huge orange fur pillow across the roomfromhim... no, it was a
kzin slunped with his eyes open, asleep or paralyzed or dead -- and in fact it was Speaker. Louis
was glad to see him

They were in a spacecraft, a General Products hull. Beyond the transparent walls space-
bright sunlight glared off sharp-edged lunar rocks. A patch of green-and-violet |ichen told himhe
was still on Canyon

But he wasn't worried.

The puppeteer released his wists. Onanents glittered in its mane: not natural jewels,
but something |ike black opals. One flat brainless head bent and pulled the droud out of the plug
in Louis's skull. The puppeteer stepped onto a rectangul ar plate and vani shed, with the droud.

CHAPTER 2 -- PRESS GANG

The kzin's eyes had been watching himfor sone tinme. Now the paral yzed kzin cleared his
throat experinentally and runbled, "Loo-ee Wo."

"Uh," said Louis. He had been thinking of killing hinmself, but there was no way. He could
barely wiggle his fingers.

"Louis, urr you wrehead?"

"Ungle," said Louis, to buy tinme. It worked. The kzin gave up the effort. And Louis --
whose only real concern was for his mssing droud -- Louis followed an old reflex. He | ooked
around himto learn just how bad his situation was.

The hexagon of indoor grass under him marked the stepping-disc receiver. A black circle
beyond woul d be the transnmitter. Qtherwi se the floor was transparent, as were the portside hul
and the aft wall.

The hyperdrive shunt ran nearly the length of the ship, beneath the floor. Louis had to
recogni ze the machinery fromfirst principles. It was not of human manufacture; it had the half-
mel ted | ook of nobst puppeteer construction. So: the ship had faster-than-light capability. It
seened he was slated for a long trip.

Through the aft wall Louis could see into a cargo hold with a curved hatch in the side.
The hold was nearly filled by a skewed cone thirty feet tall and twice that |ong. The peak was a
turret with ports for weapons and/or sensing instrunments. Below the turret, a waparound w ndow.

Lower still, a hatch that would drop to forma ranp.

It was a | ander, an exploration vehicle. Human-built, Louis thought, and custombuilt. It
had none of that half-nmelted | ook. Beyond the | ander he glinpsed a silver wall, probably a fue
t ank.
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He had not yet seen a door into his own conpartnent.

Wth some effort Louis flopped his head to the other side. Now he was | ooking forward into
the ship's flight deck. A big section of the ship was opaque green wall, but he could see past it
to a curved array of screens, dials with tiny close-set nunbers, knobs shaped to a puppeteer's
jaws. The pilot's control couch was a padded bench with crash webbi ng and i ndentations for the hip
and shoul ders of a Pierson's puppeteer. There was no door in that wall.

To starboard -- well, their cell was at least fairly large. He saw a shower, a pair of
sl eepi ng plates, and an expanse of rich fur covering what might be a kzin's water bed, and between
them a bul ky structure Louis recognized as a food recycler and di spenser, of Winderl and nake.
Beyond the beds was nore green wall and no airlock, and that took care of that. They were in a box
with no openi ngs.

The ship was puppeteer-built: a General Products #3 hull, a cylinder flattened al ong the
belly and rounded at the ends. The puppeteer trading enpire had sold mllions of such ships. They
were advertised as invulnerable to any threat save gravity and visible light. About the time Louis
WI was bei ng born, the puppeteer species had fled known space on a dash for the C ouds of
Magel | an. Now, two hundred odd years later, you still saw General Products hulls everywhere. Sone
had had a dozen generations of owners.

Twenty-three years ago, the puppeteer-built spacecraft Liar had crashed into the Ri ngworld
surface at seven hundred and seventy niles per second. A stasis field had protected Louis and the
ot her passengers -- and the hull wasn't even scratched.

"You're a kzin warrior," Louis said. His |ips were thick and nunb. "Can you batter your
way through a General Products hull?"

"No," said Speaker. (*Not* Speaker. *Chneee!*)

"I't was worth asking. Chneee, what are you doi ng on Canyon?"

"I was sent a nmessage. Louis Wi is in the gash on Warhead, living under the wire. There
were hol ograns for proof. Do you know what you | ook like under the wire? A nmarine plant, with
fronds stirring at the whimof the current.™

Louis found there were tears dripping down his nose. "Tanj. Tanj for torment. Wiy did you
come?"

"I wanted to tell you what a worthless thing you are."

"Who sent that nmessage?"

"I didn't know It must have been the puppeteer. It wanted us both. Louis, is your brain
so ruined that you did not notice that the puppeteer --"

"I'sn'"t Nessus. Right. But did you see the way it keeps its nane? That ornate hair style
must cost it an hour a day, easy. If I'd seen it on the puppeteer world, I'd think its rank was
hi gh. "

"Wl ?"

"No sane puppeteer would risk its I[ife to interstellar travel. The puppeteers took their
entire world with them not to mention four farmng worlds; they' re going hundreds of thousands of
years at sublight speeds, just because they don't trust spaceships. Woever this one is, it's
crazy, just like any puppeteer ever seen by humans. | don't know what to expect fromit," said
Louis Wi. "But it's back."

The puppeteer was on the flight deck, on a hexagonal stepping disc, watching themthrough
the wall. It spoke in a woman's voice, a lovely contralto. "Can you hear ne?"

Chneee |lurched away fromthe wall, held his feet for an instant, then dropped to all fours
and charged. He thudded hard against the wall. Any puppeteer should have flinched, but this one
didn't. It said, "Qur expedition is al nost assenbled. We | ack only one nenber of our Crew "

Louis found he could roll over, and he did. He said, "Back up and start fromthe
begi nni ng. You've got us in a box, you don't have to hide anything. Wwo are you?"

"You may choose any name for ne that pleases you."

"What are you? What do you need from us?"

The puppeteer hesitated. Then, "I was Hi ndnost to nmy world. | was mate to the one you knew
as Nessus. Now | amneither. | need you as crew for a return expedition to the Ringworld, to
restore ny status."

Chneee said, "W will not serve you."

Loui s asked, "Is Nessus all right?"

"I thank you for your concern. Nessus is healthy in mnd and body The shock he suffered on
the Ringworld was just what was needed to restore his sanity. He is at home taking care of our two
children."

What Nessus had suffered, Louis thought, would have shocked anybody. Ri ngworld natives had
cut off one of his heads. |f Louis and Teela had not thought of using a tourniquet on the alien's
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throat, Nessus would have bled to death. "I take it you transplanted a new head onto him"
"Of course.”
Chrreee said, "You would not be here if you were not insane. Wiy woul d your trillion

puppet eers el ect a damaged nind to rul e thenP"

"I do not consider nyself insane." The puppeteer's hind leg flexed restlessly. (Its faces,
if they showed any expression at all, showed only | oose-lipped idiocy.) "Please do not refer to
this again. | served ny species well, and four H ndnosts served well before ne, before the
Conservative faction found power to replace ny faction. They are wong. | will prove it. W wll
go to the Ringworld and find treasure beyond their puny understanding."”

"To kidnap a kzin," Chneee runbled, "is probably a mstake." H's |ong claws were extended.

The puppeteer | ooked at themthrough the wall. "You would not have cone. Louis woul d not
have cone. You had your status and your nane. Louis had his droud. Qur fourth menmber was a
prisoner. My agents informne that she has been freed and is on her way to us."

Loui s | aughed bitterly. Al hunor was bitter without the droud. "You really don't have
much i magi nation, do you? It's just like the first expedition. Me, Chneee, a puppeteer, and a
wonan. Who's the wonan? Anot her Teel a Brown?"

"No! Nessus was terrified of Teela Brown -- with reason, | believe. 1've stolen
Halrloprillalar fromthe nouths of the ARM W will have a Ringworld native guide. As for the
character of our expedition, why would | discard a winning strategy? You did escape the
Ri ngworl d."

"Al'l but Teela.”

"Teel a stayed of her own choice.”

The kzin said, "W were paid for our efforts. W brought hone a spacecraft capable of
crossing a light-year in one point two five minutes. That ship bought me nmy nanme and ny status.
What can you offer us now, to conmpare with that?"

“Many things. Can you nove now, Chreee?"

The kzin stood up. He seenmed to have shaken off npbst of the effects of the stunner. Louis

was still dizzy and nunb in the extremties.
"Are you in health? |Is there dizziness or ache or nausea?"
"Why so anxious, root-eater? You left ne in an autodoc for over an hour. | |ack
coordi nation and I am hungry, nothing worse."
"Good. W were able to test the substance only so far. Very well, Chneee, you have your

payment. Boosterspice is the nedicine that has kept Louis Wi young and strong for two hundred and
twenty-three years. My peopl e have devel oped an anal ogue for kzinti. You may take the formula hone
to the Kzinti Patriarchy when our mission is conplete.”

Chneee seened nonplussed. "I will grow young? This nuck is in me already?"

"Yes."

"W coul d have devel oped such a thing ourselves. W did not want it."

"l need you young and strong. Chneee, there is no great danger in our mission! | don't

plan to land on the Ringworld itself, only on the spaceport |edge! You may share any know edge we
find, and so will you, Louis. As for your inmrediate reward --"

What appeared on the stepping disc was Louis Wi's droud. The casing had been opened and
reseal ed. Louis's heart |eaped.

"Don't use it yet," Chneee said, and it was an order

"Al'l right. Hi ndnost, how | ong were you wat chi ng ne?"

"Fifteen years ago | found you in the canyon. My agents were already at work on Earth,
trying to free Halrloprillalar. They were having little success. | installed stepping discs in
your apartnment and waited for the proper tinme. | go nowto enlist our native guide." The puppeteer
nmout hed sonething in the array of controls, wal ked forward, and was gone.

"Do not use the droud," Chneee said.

"What ever you say." Louis turned his back. He would know he'