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In his monunental work The History of Gvilization, Dr. E. B. Smith traces the consequential and
salient events of the war between two dianetrically opposed phil osophies, that of Boskone and that
of Civilization. To that work, conplete and thorough, nothing need be added. It stands, and wil |l
continue to stand, as the single nost conplete effort of its kind ever attenpted and successfully
execut ed.

On numerous occasions Dr. Smith has been urged to add to this work a series of mnor incidents
illumnating and filling certain gaps in his chronicle nmade necessary by the lack of space to

i nclude them The bulk of material far exceeds any hope of its exhaustion by a single author
Certainly the lives and efforts of nen such as Wentworth, Dronvire and Mc Queen shoul d not be
forgotten. Each played a significant part in the devel opnent, indeed in one instance in the
continued existence, of G vilization

This then is one story played out against the background of a greater struggle. Mnor only in the
context of the other events dependi ng upon it.

CHAPTER ONE

THE BLACK SPACESHI P

The wall slid slowy back revealing an executive conference roomwth its heavy wall drapery,
uphol stered furniture and sinmulated wood table. Atall, slender man in the uniformof the Solarian
Patrol stood at the far end of the room waiting. The group of nmen entered, obviously curious at
the presence of the patrol man but not commenting on it. They quietly found their places at the
conference table and sat down.

"CGentleman,' Ron Love, the Mayor of Copernicus, began the neeting. The Mayor of Copernicus was a
man of ordinary height but quite stocky of build. H's bright eyes penetrated each nan of the group
as he spoke, as though trying to perceive their thoughts. 'The material to be discussed in this
meeting is classified Top Secret. Consequently, | rmnust insist that all of you who are using
recordi ng devices, turn themoff.’'

There was a short pause as several nen renoved cases fromtheir pockets and turned themoff, while
others nerely touched various places on their person

"Centlenen,' the Mayor began, when it was apparent that he again had the attention of the group
"This is Lt. Larry McQueen of the Solarian Patrol. The Lieutenant is a special courier fromthe
Sol arian Patrol Grand Fl eet Headquarters in The Hill on Tellus. H's nmessage to the Board of
Directors is the reason for this neeting being classified. If the material presented here seens
extra-ordinary, so will be our response to it!'

‘Li eutenant, these nen are the Board of Directors of Copernicus.' Mayor Love introduced Lt.
McQueen around the conference table. Larry was already famliar with each of their backgrounds,
having read their Service dossiers. Wen the social anmenities were over he began

"For at least the last two years our solar system has been under surveillance by sone unknown,
outside agency. In formation about this has not been made public because of the limted anount of
data available. Until recently each contact with this agency had been nade visually by a Solarian
Patrol spaceship while, for various reasons, it was not radiating energy. Wen our spaceship
revealed its presence by using a tracer, or spy-ray, directed toward the other spaceship, it

di sappeared! After several such accidental encounters, a concerted effort was made to detect this
agency.'

"Approxi mately a year ago the Solarian Patrol started Project Light Post!" The announced purpose
of this project was to englobe the Solar System at the radius of Saturn, with a series of twelve
unmanned, automatic navigation aids; beacons for interstellar flight. In addition to the
publicized automati c positioning and comuni cati ons equi pnent, there were special recorders on
board the Light Post beacons using the light-field | enses devel oped by Dr. Kelvin here at your

Moor par k Research Center. | have brought with me a special set of these recordings to show you.'
The room darkened and on the wall behind Larry a picture of the planet Saturn with its rings
appear ed.

"The Iight sensors of Light Post No.7 picked up a glint of light here,' Larry continued, pointing
toalittle sparkle of light a few inches past the edge of Saturn. 'Alight-field recorder

i medi ately focused on the area.'

The picture zooned in on the spot of light. As it grew larger, it changed into a bl ack, teardrop-
shaped spaceshi p.
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"As you can see fromthe shape, this spaceship is unlike any thing thus so far built in the Solar
System Having found it, we followed it as it drifted inertialess into our system It did not
radiate, and its course inplied an accurate know edge of the |ocation of charted detectors in our
tracking network, as well as our manned stations and spacecraft. This in turn indicated that there
is sone continuous, covert contact between the entities operating this spaceship and our
civilization.

Ti me- 1 apse pictures foll owed the spaceship into the Solar System

"In the asteroid belt the spaceship used tractor beans to alter its course. Using the asteroids as
a screen, it rapidly noved part way round the system It also radiated for a short tine as it
recharged its accunulators fromits generators.

"At this point the tracking of the spaceship was switched to Lanp Post No. 3,' Larry said, and the
vi ew of the spaceship changed. 'Here the spaceship apparently felt safe to | eave the plane of the
ecliptic. It approached an asteroid known as lcarus. lcarus is unique in that it is one of the few
asteroids to cross the orbit of Tellus. The spaceship went inert. Note that the intrinsic velocity
of the spaceship so closely matched that of the asteroid that it was able to | and on tractor beans
alone. A day later it again radiated for about an hour. The spaceship sat on lcarus for a week.
Then it went free and lifted off using pressors. when it got back to the asteroid belt, it
switched to atom cs and di sappeared at |ight speeds.' The pictures on the wall used tine-Iapse
phot ography to follow Larry's words. The Iights came back on.

"In the intervening nonths since this first spaceship was found, we have kept a watch on | carus.
During this tine three space craft have |landed there. As far as could be deternined, each followed
the sane pattern. The |ast one we attenpted to intercept, as is shown in the follow ng sequence.'
The lights di med.

"You see here the spaceship lifting off fromlcarus,' Larry said. 'Four cruiser class patrol ships
were waiting for it about a detet* away, with all radiating equipnment off. They followed it
visually, and when it got within range, the patrol ships went into action.

On the wall the group of nmen saw four tractor beanms clanp onto the black spaceship. A blast of

i ncandescent gas appeared at the bl ack spaceship's side as sinultaneously activated pl anes of
force attenpted to sheer the tractor beans - unsuccessfully. These were not |ight tracers! They
were hard-driven tractors clanped on with the full power of a patrol cruiser behind them

"At the first touch of a tractor the black spaceship's screens went up. The atom c power system
activated the Bergenholmand jets drove the spaceship sideways. In previous instances only the
obvious line of flight had been searched when the spaceshi ps vani shed. This is why they seened to
di sappear .’

The four patrol cruisers closed in and |inked together to forma tetrahedron about the bl ack
spaceshi p. The captive spaceship lashed out with its nmacro beans agai nst the spaceshi ps hol di ng
it. The screens of the patrol cruisers flared a little but took it with ease. Then, with carefu
del i beration, the patrol attacked. The outer screen of the black spaceship went down as beans from
the four cruisers overloaded it. The second one went down a minute later. The third screen was
carefully brought up to a violet radiance, just short of being burned out by the opposing
spacecraft.

"An estimate was nade of the black spaceship's generating system based on the anpbunt of radiation
given of f when they recharged their accunulators. It was estimated that it would require about
four hours of intense overload on the screens before the generators of the black spaceship woul d
burn out,' Larry said. 'At the end of five hours the third screen went down. Before the wall
shield could be | oaded, an atom c expl osion conpletely destroyed the black spaceship. It was

del i berate suicide."'

The group wat ched as the bl ack spaceship disappeared in an intense flare of light. The roomlights
cane up.

' The expected response of an alien spaceship, when discovered in this manner and captured by
overwhel ming forces, is to surrender. In return, our response would be to give the inhabitants a
tour of our system escort themout of it and release themw th the adnoni shnent to "go and spy no
nore",' Larry explained, and then smled slowy. 'This attitude nay seema little idealistic but
the other party may clai msovereignty. If we damaged their subjects, or their property, they could
demand reparations, if they didn't declare war. The only obvious conclusion to be reached by this
‘rather die than be captured' attitude is that this unknown agency has serious intentions of
aggression, the details of which we mght discover by capturing them Accordingly, we are alerting
all the patrol bases and the nmjor spaceports in the Solar Systemto prepare for an arned

conflict. It may never cone but we nust be prepared. | have given Mayor Love a general outline of
the preparations which the Patrol would |ike to have nade here at Copernicus and those additiona
tasks which a full scale effort will entail. He is in charge of all local activity,' Lt Larry
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McQueen concl uded. 'Are there any questions?

"Yes,' Linn Potter, Director of Services said. 'Is the alert only in our solar systenf

"Yes, until signs of simlar activity are discovered el sewhere,' Larry answered. 'M. Johnstone?
"You nentioned that they seened to have a know edge of the |location of our nmanned stations and
spacecraft,' the Director of Copernicus Control said. 'Do you have any idea yet of the source of
that information?

'None. M. Turner?

"How nuch time do we have to prepare for this eneny?

"W have no concrete proof that these entities are "enenm es",' Larry answered. 'W can only guess,
based on what we have seen. This is one of the reasons why this informati on not been rel eased to
either the press or the general public. Yes, they are watching us. Yes, they have been acting like
they are considering a fight. BUT, until they perform sone aggressive act, they are not enem es.
W nust al so be careful not to accuse the next group of aliens who happen to venture into our
sol ar systemin a black, tear-drop shaped spaceship, of being spies or enem es or potential

aggr essors.

"As to how nmuch tinme we have to prepare,' Larry continued, 'I don't know. Maybe days. Maybe years.
M. Sneary?'

"During the Jovian Wars several attenpts were nade to drop neteoroids on Copernicus. |Is any
protection available for a sinmilar type of attack?

'Yes, the new Rodebush-Bergenholmfield,' Larry answered. 'Rodebush-Bergenholmfield generators
will be available shortly. I'"'mnot at liberty to say anything else at this time. M. Cold?

"WIl we act as a relay for comuni cations, as we did during the Jovian Wars?' the Director of
Eart hsi de Comuni cati ons asked.

"No. Your commercial facilities will probably not be required except on a routine basis. The

Sol arian Patrol will be using ultra-wave equi pnent. This spaceport will be expected first to
defend itself, second to destroy any attacking spacecraft within its range and last to act as a

ci slunar spotter for G and Fl eet Headquarters,' Larry answered. 'M. Castora?

"Coul d the bl ack spaceship be a pirate?

"Yes!' Larry said. 'That is a definite probability. Certainly the battle to the death phil osophy
fits. However, consider the spaceship. It was of a design different fromthat of the Solar System
or of any of the inhabited planets we know. |If these are pirates, then they are the nost dangerous
pirates we've ever seen. They have the facilities of one or nore worlds to produce their own
fleet. If they are pirates, we still nust prepare, perhaps nore than ever. Are there any further
questions? No? Then I'Il turn the neeting back to Mayor Love.

' Thank you, Lt. McQueen,' Ron Love said. He waited a few nonments until Lt. MQueen sat down, and
then continued waiting until he again had the attention of the group

"I'n normal tines Copernicus is a spaceport and a research center rather than a mlitary base,' he
began. 'The Gateway to Tellus we call ourselves. But even so we have a responsibility: we are
responsi ble for all the activities in one of the four sectors of the mpon through Copernicus
Control and its orbiting observation relays. Through Copernicus Control we control nost of the
commercial traffic in the Solar System W also exert direct mlitary command over a | arge radius
of the Lunar surface and half a mllion niles into space with our blaster batteries. W are one of
the primary lines of defense of Tellus! That responsibility can wei gh heavy.'

Ron paused for a nonent and then continued in a softer tone, an alnost tired tone. 'This

i nformati on which Lt. McQueen has brought conpels us to consider Copernicus as a mlitary base
under inpending attack froman unknown foe. A state of war may soon exist! Qur first concernis
the general public. Qur first assunption is that if the eneny attacks, they will first have
infiltrated us and be prepared to sabotage or destroy our defenses, our air, our power and/or our
wat er systens.

"l need fromeach of you a report,' he said. "Alist of the critical points of internal attack

whi ch are under your control, and the procedures for protecting these essential systens or

m ni m zi ng any damage that can be done to them This report will be due in three days. I|nclude
everything you can think of, whether you have a solution to the problemor not. M. Johnstone,

al so need fromyou, as Director of Copernicus Control, an evaluation of our external defenses and
their weak points. My secretary will issue each of you an outline of the information required in
your reports. They will be classified Top Secret as well as the information discussed here and the
outline. Release only as little as possible to those nenbers of your staff who have been cl eared
on this level, or fromthose from whom you specifically need hel p," Ron directed.

"If there are no further questions, the neeting of the Board of Directors of Copernicus will be
adj ourned,' Mayor Ron Love concl uded.

* * %
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Dr. Kelvin remai ned behind with Lt. McQueen and Mayor Love after the rest of the Board of
Directors had left. At the Mayor's suggestion they went into his office.

The office of the Mayor of Copernicus showed his status. It was a plush place with thick carpets,
draped walls and a | arge genui ne wood desk inported from Tellus at one end. Behind the desk a

t hree-di mensional television picture of the interior of Copernicus Crater covered the entire wall
One coul d see several spaceshi ps being unl oaded far below. In the distance was the top of the east
peak on the other side of the crater 50 mles away. It was called Pelz Peak after one of the first
men to enter the crater on foot. The three peaks in the center of the crater were, of course,
naned after the three astronauts who first |anded there.

"CK, Ron. What's the real reason behind that Board Meeting? Dr. Kelvin asked the Mayor after they
were seated

"What do you nean?

'O the people at that neeting, at |east four had no business being there. O if you want to be
formal, they had no "need to know' the information revealed. I'mcertain you didn't invite them

wi t hout a reason.'

Mayor Love |ooked inquiringly at Lt. MQueen.

"Are the shields and bl ocks up around this roon?' Larry asked.

"G 1?" Ron said

"Yes, all the shields and spy-ray blocks are in operation,' the office robot answered.

Lt. MQueen nodded to the Mayor to go on

"W suspect that we have already been infiltrated, and are checking on the Board of Directors

Il evel," Ron Love answered. 'The chairs in the conference roomhad lie detectors secretly installed
by the | ast Mayor of Copernicus. | never bothered to have themrenoved. | hope both of you realize
how politically dangerous that fact is and will appreciate nmy position in telling you. During the
nmeeting any significant changes in enotional |evels were displayed on the plate in front of ny
seat. Qur suspicions seemto have been borne out. One of the nmen at the neeting didn't turn off
his personal recorder and practically went off scale when the words "lcarus", "pirates" and

"sabot age" were nentioned.

"Who was he?' asked Dr. Kelvin.

"John Griffin, Director of Facilities.'

There was a | ong pause, which was finally broken by Dr. Kelvin. 'W've been had! It's the one

pl ace we can't afford to have a ... a traitor!"’

The Mayor had to | augh at the |ook of utter consternation on Dr. Kelvin's face. 'You're wong,' he
said. 'Alnpst any one of the Directors could be as dangerous. There are ways of checking Giffin's
activities but that's a matter for nmyself and the Director of Security. Meanwhile, if you would
take Lt. McQueen over to the research center, he will discuss the details of Project Hard Hat.'
"Larry, if you'll check with the Director of Security when you' re through with Dr. Kelvin, he'l
bring you up to date on any i medi ate results of our research on Giffin.'

' Good hunting, Ron," Lt. MQueen said as they left.

" Thanks,' the Mayor answered.

CHAPTER TWO

A CHANGED MAN

In the hall outside the Mayor's office Lt. Larry McQueen and Dr. Kelvin stepped into the open Down
shaft and dropped, free, through the Gty Hall Building to the travel tunnel |evel several hundred
feet below The travel tunnel was an extension of the same inertialess field as in the shaft but
in the horizontal direction. Currently there was a grid of 10 north-south and 5 east-west trave
tunnel s under Copernicus. Opening off them every hundred feet or so, a pair of shafts extended
upwar ds.

Dr. Kelvin reached up. Inmediately, a handle snapped into his cupped hand at over 50 miles per
hour. He didn't feel it strike him- inertialess collisions cannot be felt but he was instantly
drawn along by it. It might be thought that air resistance would cause one to travel in a

hori zontal position but this is not so when the air itself is inertialess. Sounds are al so strange
inside a travel tunnel because every sound travels instantly to all parts of it w thout
attenuation and then stops w thout reverberation. Gravity is equalized in the travel tunnels and
shafts. Some rather grimaccidents had occurred in which external gravity caused all of the air in
an inertialess field to fall to the floor. Artificial gravity fields were used in such a way that
the air was forced to circulate rather than stagnate at the floor

Lt. Larry McQueen followed Dr. Kelvin through the travel tunnels to the entrance of the Morpark
Research Center. There they went through a security check

A fewmnutes later they were in Dr. Kelvin's office. It was a great contrast from Mayor Love's. A
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large, slightly battered, netal desk, and one of the tables were piled high wth notebooks,

magazi nes, tapes and papers. Mdels of gadgets were scattered about the room A drafting tank and
a bookcase were behind the desk in easy reach. The only real concession to confort was two well -
uphol stered easy chairs and a couch

Even then, the folded bl anket on the floor next to the couch suggested that it had been used for
nmore than just a place to sit.

"Are you familiar with the Rodebush-Bergenhol mfield? Larry asked.

"No,' Dr. Kelvin answered. 'Sit down. Sit. |'ve seen Rodebush and Bergenholm s note in Nature but
it doesn't give any of the essential details.'
"The field is the best matter shield yet developed,' Larry explained. 'It was derived froma

simlarity between the equations for the spaceship wall shield and those for artificial gravity.
However, instead of dissipating the energy inpinging on the field, it's stored in the field, or
nmore accurately, circulated through the matter enconpassed by the field. The generator can
actually use part of the energy stored inside the field to strengthen and maintain itself.

However, the field does require a conductor through it. The Hill, where the prototype is being
installed, uses the alloy sheathing covering it as the conductor for the field. It's not as
effective as it could be, so they're cleaning down the surface and copper plating. But until they
finish, the alloy is there, and usable: As part of our program of up-grading Solarian Patrol bases
and naj or spaceports, we propose to netal coat the surface over Copernicus and use a Rodebush-
Bergenhol mfield as protection agai nst bonbardnent.'

"But that would be a major engineering project!' Dr. Kelvin said. 'The H Il was sheathed during
the Jovian Wars using a warti me budget. Sheathing just the crater wall side of Copernicus al one
woul d be an incredibly difficult task, and financing it during peacetine ...' Dr. Kelvin shook his
head.

"No, a sheath isn't necessary,' Larry said. 'An evaporative coating of copper a few nicro-inches
thick woul d be quite adequate. To the Rodebush-Bergenholmfield it would be the equivalent of a
sheath of several feet of alloy. Wth the field on, it would give a protection no thickness of

all oy alone could give. The field is conpletely opaque to alnost all radiation, so your blaster
batteri es and conmuni cation antennas will have to be noved. Mayor Love is clearing that with the
appropriate Directors and Copernicus Control

"l see why it would be usel ess on spacecraft,' Dr. Kelvin said. 'They would be conpletely blind.'
He pondered for a nmoment in thought and then turned to his desk. He called up fromthe micro-file
i nside the desk a series of maps of the crater, a couple of references and the Rodebush-Bergenhol m
letter. After consulting these, he connected in the conmputer and sketched the problemin the
drafting tank. A minute |ater he | ooked up at Lt. MQueen

"To cover an area 50 mles long, 10 mles outward fromthe crater rimover us and 15 niles from
the rimdown to the floor with a thickness of 400 nicro-inches of copper will require a mini num of
one mllion cubic feet of material!' he said.

"That's an order of magnitude thicker than is required by my estimate,' Larry said coolly. 'That
reduces your quarter mllion tons to around 25 thousand tons. | doubt if you need to cover that
section all the way out to the southern entrance. It's only a single tunnel and represents about
hal f the total area

"Wong. Even though that area isn't inhabited, the shock wave of a near miss could collapse the
tunnels on us here,' Dr. Kelvin answered

'K, then you need to cover nore than 10 niles out fromthe top of the rim' Larry said.

Dr. Kelvin hesitated. "You're right. Let's check.' He turned to the conputer. 'Assum ng that the

| argest neteoroid they can start noving, w thout being detected and intercepted, is about 100 feet
on aside ... iron ... | wonder if sone kind of quake barriers ... hmm...

A few minutes later he | ooked up again and said, 'W convert Copernicus into a free standing
triangular prism W go out about 10 miles on each side of the Dome and cut a slot a few feet w de
to a depth of about a mile bel ow our | owest |level, which is about even with the crater floor, and
plate the slot. That will save about 20 per cent of the anobunt of copper needed but we'll probably
use it anyway, since we won't be able to control the plating process in the slot as well as we can
on the open surface. The slots will be a lot of trouble but we need them for shock protection.'
"What wei ght of copper do you estinmate?

" Roughly 25 thousand tons.

Larry smiled. 'Wen can you start?

"Well, I'"ve got a lot of work to do," Dr. Kelvin said, |ooking at the paperwork on his desk. He

| ooked up and smiled. 'How about an hour from now?'

"The Himal aya will deliver 14 cylinders of copper, 9 feet in dianeter and 60 feet long, in three
days. The renmai ning anount up to an additional 10 thousand tons will be delivered in any standard
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shape or formyou require within three days after you order it. The Solarian Patrol has conpletely
taken over the stock and facilities of Bridgeford Copper for this purpose. Here is a list of your
Pat rol charge nunbers and a |ist of Earthside contacts. The generators will arrive with the
copper. Here is an authorization from Mayor Love to use as many nen fromthe research center and
Coperni cus Control as you need to do the job as fast as possible. OK?'

Dr. Kelvin took the papers. A happy |ook canme over his face, |ike a boy who had been given a new
bicycle. '"Done !'" he answered. 'Can you find your own way out of here?

As Lt. McQueen left, Dr. Kelvin had apparently forgotten his paperwork and was al ready on the
intercomcalling in his staff.

* * %

After Lt. Larry McQueen and Dr. Kelvin left the office, Mayor Ron Love spent several nminutes

| ooki ng out at the silent picture of Copernicus Crater in contenplative thought. He spoke a few
words to the office robot, and the picture of the crater was replaced with a recording of the
recent Board of Directors nmeeting. Shown above the head of each of the directors was a chart
showi ng the output of the lie detector attached to his chair. Ron learned little new that he
hadn't summed up to Lt. McQueen and Dr. Kelvin as Director Giffin's reaction to certain words,
especially 'lcarus'. The other directors reacted but in what seenmed to be a nornal manner

Ron turned around and, using the keyboard on his desk, started calling personnel files fromthe
Central File conputer to the plate on his desk.

The records indicated that John Giffin had been a long tinme administrator of the Facilities

Di vi sion. He had cone rapidly up through the ranks and had been the Division Director for the |ast
five years. Going through the depart nental organization charts, Ron noted that the division
secretary had changed about three nonths previously to a Virginia Lewis. About two nonths |ater
there was a series of nmmjor departnmental changes. 'Rog,' Ron said softly to himself. Flip ping the
intercomswi tch, Ron said, 'Margurite, will you chase down Rog Philips and send himin here?

Ron continued through the file on Giffin. Giffin had taken a vacation just before the
departmental changes started. Ron punched in a key sentence and started through Griffin's security
file. Nothing inportant.

He went through Virginia Lewis' file. She had apparently arrived from Uranium | ncorporated' s
vacuum refining plant in Fauth crater about a nonth before she got the job. No boy friends, no
previous marriages, no bank references, no hobbies, no organizational menberships, no nedica

hi story, no nothing! A conplete non-entity.

Ron | ooked up the file on the previous division secretary. She had left for Earth abruptly with a
one day notice. Her bank record indicated she couldn't afford the ticket and certainly couldn't
afford the shipping bill on her possessions, which she had sent after her. But they had been paid
with funds transferred from Earth.

Ron flipped on the recorder. 'A menp to Omen Hanovich,' he said. 'Subject: Security File.
Classification: Secret. Please update the records of Hilda Johnson, ex-Division of Facilities
secretary, with enphasis on financial condition, sources of income and present status.

Ron went on through the records. The nmen who had replaced those who left the Facilities Division
were all from Fauth and all non-entities who had arrived in the last four nonths. Ron had just
asked the Central File conputer to sort out all the residents of Copernicus who had arrived from
Fauth in the last year, when his secretary announced that Rog Philips was waiting in the reception
room

"Send himin,' Ron said, and got up fromhis desk. He net Philips about halfway to the door and
waved himinto a chair before perching hinmself on the end of his desk.

"Rog, | want to talk to you about two natters, both of which are inportant to the security of the
city and both of which sound |ike |I'm being nosy about personal affairs. About a nonth ago you
cane to me fromthe Facilities Division, where you were one of the chiefs, and asked for a job.
didn't ask you then for details of why you were | eaving, because | knew you. W' ve been friends
for quite a while. | considered it sonme kind of personal disagreenent between you and John
Giffin. Now | have reason to believe that it's nore inmportant than that and I want to know j ust
what happened over there that so many people left or resigned.

"Il be honest with you, Ron,' Rog said. '|I don't understand what happened.' There was a | ong
pause as Rog rubbed the back of his neck thoughtfully. 'Everything was fine up to the tine Giffin
left on vacation. I was left in charge of the Division. Wen he got back, it was as if a new man

appeared. He cut off all his old friends and woul dn't see them He sent out a series of
directives. He stopped calling weekly staff meetings. People got called on the carpet for no good
reason. He was suddenly cold, hard and distant. An utterly changed man. Where normally he didn't
worry about the details in ny Electronics Departnent, now he was watching every nove. People were
reporting to himinstead of ne, and everything | did was wong. So | got out.'
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"Where did he take his vacation?
"l don't know. Somewhere on Tellus. Ask his secretary. She made the arrangenents.'’
"What do you think of his secretary?
"l have rarely seen such a little brass-plated bitch!'
"All right. Consider this question carefully: Could the man who returned be soneone disgui sed as
John Giffin and the new secretary be helping himcarry it off?
There was a | ong pause. Ron was pl eased by the | ook of questioning puzzlenment that came over Rog's
face.
"It fits. It fits perfectly. But who? Wiy woul d anyone do something like that? Giffin's not rich
nor politically powerful
Ron told Rog about Lt. McQueen and the nessage he had brought from Sol ari an Patrol Headquarters.
"Now, there's sonething else that has to be done,' Ron said. 'l figure that you know a good man
for the job. Lt. MQueen brought some informati on about a secret noon base which was built
somewhere here back before Wrld War 3. W are going to have to send soneone out to secure it
"Before World War 3, huh. There's one guy in the Carpathian Club that would really |ike that job
Harvey Reinfield."'
"Carpathian Cub? Ch, yes. That's that group of mountain-clinbing nuts we've got wandering around
the | andscape,' Ron said with a sly snle. 'You' re a nenber, aren't you?
"I'f you weren't an Honorary Menber yourself, |I'd punch you in the nose,' Rog answered with a broad
smle. As | was saying, Harv's hobby for the last 10 years has been collecting stuff on the
hi story of space-flight before Wrld War 3. He spent his whole [ ast vacation conpletely searching
the Apollo landing areas. |I've seen his file of old noon photos and it alone is incredible. So far
he's hit a conplete blank on the nmoon base. What did the Solarian Patrol cone up with?
"A diary and a photograph found in the cornerstone of an old church in Nebraska. No one knows how
or why it got there but,' Ron shrugged, '| have copies of the pages and a sunmary of the Patrol's
guess as to the area they think the noon base is located in. It will still take some | ooking but
this should Iimt that to a couple of weeks at nost.'
"VWhere is it?
‘"I can't tell you nore than that it's sonewhere north-west of here, within 500 mles,' Ron
answered. 'By the way, you are going to have to review sonme of the reports on internal safety. |
woul d appreciate it if you gave the report of the Facilities Division your personal, specia
attention. |'mparticularly interested in anything that has been omtted. Wiy don't you do your
own report on Facilities? I'msure Margurite has an extra copy of the outline of the materi al
want ed. OK?
"COK,' Rog answered.
A few nonments later Rog left and Ron returned to | ook at the results of the conputer file search
he had started. Qther than those who cane over each weekend to spend their pay check, there were
17 peopl e permanently in Copernicus who had conme from Fauth during the last 6 nonths, and two in
the 12 months prior to that. Ten people had travel ed t hrough Copernicus to some ot her destination.
O those in Copernicus, eight were enployed in the Facilities Division, six were enployed
el sewhere and five had dropped fromsight. The credit chit file of the mssing five was enpty, so
apparently some one el se was providing food, clothing and housing for them
At this point Ron called the Director of Security and turned the matter over to himwth his
reconmendati ons. Ron interviewed Harv Reinfield and started himon his quest.
After Harv had left, Ron sat a long tinme |ooking at the picture of the crater and wondering if he
really wanted to continue in the position of power he had wested forcibly fromhis predecessor
just before the start of the Fourth Jovian War. Wondered if it nmight be tine nowto step down and
| et one of the nmen he had so carefully watched take his place at the next election. The worlds
were changing al nost too fast to keep up with now. Mankind was spreading out to the stars. Maybe
he should join them He |ooked at the stars in the sky and they | ooked coldly back at him

No. No, there was no place for himout there. He had worked too long and too hard here to give it
up and go out there and start over. Here was everything that was neaningful to him Qut there?
Only new begi nnings. Beginnings that it would take one or two lifetimes to bring to fruition. No,
he had neither the tine nor the patience to rebuild sonething new, only to hold onto what he had,
knowing it would get relatively smaller and snmaller and less and less inportant as time passed.
Too old and too tired. Too inflexible. That's what he was.

But, by dam, he was going to hold onto what he did have.

He turned his back on the stars, back to his desk, refilled again for an uncountable tinme with
resolve to be the best mayor ever, and to acconplish! 'Let's see now,'" he said to no one in
particular, 'that old bat, Ms. Stillwater, wants nme to help her get a zone variance in our Xanadu
area. W'l fix her wagon.
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CHAPTER THREE

KI DNAPPED

Lt. McQueen found the Security Division. The receptionist directed himto Col. Hanovich's office
Hanovich's secretary told himthat he was expected. She ushered the Lieutenant into Col

Hanovi ch's office and cl osed the door firmy behind himwhen he was inside.

The open curtains along one wall of the Director of Security's office reveal ed a w ndow | ooki ng

out into the Done, a hem sphere a half mle in dianeter hollowed out of the center of the crater

wall. In the center of the Dome, held in place by tractor and pressor beans, was the artificia
sun giving out light and warnth to the inhabitants. The Dome was ringed with comercial
enterprises, and housed the park. The Cty Hall of Copernicus was part of the Donme's wall. | ndeed,

each 'building' of Copernicus was a set of roons holl owed out bf the rock surrounding a pair of
shafts fromthe travel level. The travel tunnels enptied into the Done. The Donme was the center of
activity of both Copernicus and of the whole nmoon. Only recently was it possible to economically
create other dones on the noon. Still the Done would renmmin unique, for soon manki nd woul d cone
out of hiding on the noon. This was to happen | ater, when whole craters becane cities roofed with
t he Rodebush-Bergenhol mfield. |npervious to neteor storns.

Col . Omen Hanovi ch cane around his desk and shook hands. He was a sonmewhat stout man with red
hair, a bushy red beard and a bl ack glove on his left hand.

"Wl come, Lt. McQueen,' he said, eyes twinkling. '"It's not often that a Sector Chief of the
Triplanetary Service visits us. Sit down.'

The Li eutenant sat down and asked, 'Wat nakes you think I'ma Sector Chief in the Triplanetary
Service?'

"l was aboard the spaceshi p Edwardi um Rex during the Coventry Affair.'

' Ch, a passenger?

"Yes. Sonmetinmes it does seemunfortunate that the penalty for piracy is death, but then, if we |et

every attractive wonman go ...' Hanovich trailed off into a nonent's silence.
"She's still around. The jury let her go.'
1 G.l?l

"I"'mon a spy hunt now. You've been checked and apparently you aren't one of the opposition, so
I"lIl give you the details of what has been discovered so far. First, however, is this room
secure?

Hanovich slid one of the witing surfaces in his desk out, rotated it and exam ned the lights
enbedded inside. 'Yes,' he said, 'everything is in order. The shields and bl ocks are up.'

"How often are they maintai ned?

Col . Hanovich's eyebrows darkened. 'Mintained? He took this as a clue. 'MW office is checked
every week. W have our own group to nmaintain the correct operation of these devices in the
Security Departnent and in the Gty Hall in general. | mght add that the nmenbers of the group
have been in the departnent for at |east 10 years. Each is an expert on bugs, taps and snoops.'

' The wi ndow?'

"One way vilar. It looks like part of the wall fromthe out side. A new material.'

"I know. Pull the drapes,' Larry said. 'Vilar is also transparent in the UV region. It takes sone
speci al equi prent but the Service has already had occasion to | ook through it. Anything we can do,
we shoul d expect the opposition to be able to do.

Hanovi ch pulled the drapes and Larry conti nued.

"As a result of the neeting of the Board of Directors, we have reason to suspect that John Giffin
is either one of, or at least in contact with, the unknown agency which the Patrol ... er ... the
Service is investigating. Mayor Love is checking into Director Giffin's activities.

"l know," Col. Hanovich said, with just a trace of snugness in his voice. '"Here is a copy of the
results of the Mayor's efforts. He's turned the problemover to nmy division and | was just about
to put a teamto work doing a detailed check of the files and records of all the people the Mayor
came up wth.

Larry read through the brief report and then put it back on Hanovich's desk

"The man mentioned in nmy department is in the Watchman/ Traffic Control Section. Here.' Under the
cl ear surface of Hanovich's desk were pictures of each of the nen on public security duty.
Hanovi ch pointed to one of the pictures. 'This is what he | ooks like.'

Larry | eaned forward and | ooked at the man. The face was neither distinctive nor famliar. 'K
how about the five nmen who dropped out of sight?

"Not hing yet. Qbviously they eat, so any excess purchases of food by anyone in the group will
eventually lead us to them On the other hand, they could have | eft Copernicus through some secret
exit, though I don't know of any. No one has been reported m ssing but that doesn't nean that
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t hese people couldn't be inpersonating someone without close friends or relationships.

"The primary thing that bothers ne is that for several nobnths now t hese agents have had free run
of Copernicus,' Larry said. 'Wat have they done in that tine? Wat |istening devices or booby
traps have they set? They have taken the tinme and trouble to infiltrate the Facilities Division
Why? What's their reason? What's their schedul e? What's going to blow up in our faces at a
critical nonent? And nost inportant, how are we going to find out?

"Since the start of the Jovian Wars we've dealt with problens sinmlar to these,' Hanovich said, as
though it was of no great inportance. 'As an initial neasure Security has a "Custons Section"

whi ch checks and records all of the baggage, personal effects and goods being shi pped or brought
into Copernicus. W try to stop anything potentially dangerous. Fromthe custons records we should
be able to deternine what kind of electronic equipnent or anything they brought in.'

"Not necessarily,' Larry said with a snmle. 'I'ma peranbul ati ng warehouse of equi prent and

doubt that you have any idea what |'mcarrying. It all Iooks innocent.'

Hanovi ch | ooked pleased, like a cat with a mouth full of canary. 'Wat's it got in its pocketsis?
he hi ssed

Larry smled, catching the reference to one of the few enduring classics of English literature.
Hanovi ch typed a key phrase into the keyboard on his desk. He thought a nonent, typed in
additional information and then read fromthe plate. 'Goggles, binoculars, wistwatch, pocket
chrononeter, belt comunicator, flashlight, automatic lighter, wallet, change, a noney belt, a
pocket knife and a knife in your boot heel. And the goggles. | admt that every spaceship officer
I've ever seen wears thembut |'ve never seen themuse them for anything except as sungl asses.
Care to expl ain?

' The goggl es and binoculars formpart of the traditional uniform' Larry answered. 'The goggl es
come fromthe First Jovian War when they were used as eye protection fromatom c expl osion and

| aser radiation. The originals had a seni-opaque liquid driven between the |enses by an expl osive
charge, when a certain intensity or type of light hit a sensor on them The nbdern ones use a high
speed, reversible, light intensity Iimting effect; phototropismit's called. O course neither
itemis required unless you re using direct viewports. You still haven't nentioned a | arge part of
the stuff I'mcarrying.'

Hanovi ch | ooked even nore pained, if that was possible.

"At |east you have a record of their possessions, even if we aren't sure what those possessions
really are,' Larry said. 'If we can account for everything, that's a good start.'

"I'1l put a teamto work on that point.'

"You mght put one teamto work just watching these people. Warn themthat we're not playing
polite parlor ganes. This one is for keeps. An error, and they will know we are onto them That

could be fatal to us all! Handle themwith care, and renenber that we may not have all of them
spotted. Matter of fact, keep |ooking for other connections and other groups. W need information
desperately!' Larry said, getting up. '"I've got to go now. |'ll check with you later.

"All right. | hope we'll have sonething for you the next time we neet. You' re staying at the New
Frontier Hotel ?'

"Yes.'

"W'll contact you there if we find out anything inportant. Or better yet,' Hanovich reached into
hi s desk and brought out what appeared to be a coin, 'carry this and we'll be able to trace and
contact you wherever you are in Copernicus.'

" Thanks, but they may be aware of your finder. If they are, 1'd rather they weren't able to foll ow

me so easily. Thanks anyway.'

Bi dding the Director of Security goodbye, Lt. MQueen left the Gty Hall and started through the
Dome toward his hotel.

* %

Wherever the men of Tellus go, they try to take part of their planet with them Be it the farthest
poi nt of the universe man has explored, a wlderness of timneless rock soaking in endl ess vacuum or
the mdst of magma and ash of a planet not quite born - there is always a cave or bubble or done
to which the nen there could point and say, 'There! That's |ike hone! That's the way it was !’
Nowhere is this nore evident than on the noon. The Donme had been carved fromlifeless rock in the
heart of a crater wall. Even after its half ml|e hem sphere had been cut and | aboriously carted
out of the crater wall, there was no life there. Nothing could live in the airless, rock-bound
darkness. Air and water were wung fromthe rock of the moon. Sonme of the pul verized renai ns of
the yet dark donme were mixed with m cro-organi snms from Tellus brought there to create a nutrient
soil. There was air and water and soil

Now. Let there be light! Man created, out of his own need, a nmniature sun to hang in the center
of the Done. It had been changed many tines before Lt. Larry McQueen's eyes first sawit. The

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....iam%20B.%20%20Ellern%20-%20New%20Lensman.txt (10 of 80) [10/15/2004 2:31:40 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%620William%620B.%20%20E! | ern%20-%20N ew%20L ensman.txt

first suns were cold and gave out only light. Even now part of the heat was produced by power
generators underneath the Dome. The sun that hung in the sky of the Done now was the right size,
shape and color. It gave out heat and light and that special sonmething called 'friendliness'. It
was part of a single, alnost endless spring day, in an Eden created by man, with night coning only
once a year just before Founder's Day. Underneath that friendly sun grew a park, w th wal kways
bordered in grass. Trees grew from what was once sterility. Each green thing carefully watched,
cherished and nurtured into life. The heart of the wall of the crater named Copernicus was alive
and it was hoped would rerain that way.

Now t he Done was a comonpl ace thing to its in habitants. It was part of the accepted order of
things. Only the tourists cane, |ooked and wondered. The wal kways were filled w th people, many on
i mportant business, not sensing the beauty around them Some annoyed that they had to wal k t hrough
the park. Yet here and there, there were a few Wl king for the enjoynment of it. Enjoying the
beauty of something that was not Earth but of Earth. To some an Earth they had never visited. An
Earth so close, yet an eternity of night away.

Lt. McQueen entered the Done, wal king as rapidly as possible across it toward the New Frontier
Hotel . He was considering the conversation he had just had with Col. Hanovich. He was trying to
deci de whet her he had said or inplied too nuch. Wether he should leave Giffin and conpany in the
| ocal Security Division's hands or go to work on the problem hinself. He needed infornmation on who
was represented by the black spaceship. Wiere did it cone fron? What was its purpose? Did Giffin
have this information? How to get it out of hinP The Mayor he liked and respected. If the Mayor
were still working on the problem he wouldn't worry. Hanovich ... hmm Perhaps it was just a
conflict of interest. He'd give hima day and see what Security canme up with. He had a feeling

t hat Hanovi ch was the type of individual too busy playing ganes with words to do anyt hing.
Somnet hi ng was wr ong!

The inmpression intruded itself on Larry's thoughts and brought himout of theminto the world
around him He had wal ked al nrost halfway to his destination while trying to decide on the proper
manner of handling Hanovich. The wal kway bent in a long curve toward the hotel. A lot of trees
here. Around hi mwere several nmen, all apparently going in the sane direction. Ahead was a four-
wheel ed, electric cargo haul er and beyond that a policeman. Wat was wong? He didn't recognize
any of the people around him Larry slowed a little. A couple of the men noved on past but sone of
the rest slowed too. Larry reached for his belt comruni cator

' Pardon ne, but ' A voice came fromin back of him A hand touched his shoul der and everything
faded into bl ackness.

The man who had touched hi mwatched as the lieutenant crunpled to the sidewal k. He pretended
surprise and pointed at Larry with one hand, while the other one, which had touched M:Queen,
dropped an instrunment into his side pocket.

"VWhat happened?' he asked the nan next to him

Several other people came up to join those around the unconscious Sol arian Patrol man. The
pol i ceman canme running up. Larry woul d have recogni zed himas the man whose picture Hanovi ch had
pointed out. He knelt over Larry for a nonent, then stood up, pulled a comrunicator fromhis belt
and said into it in a loud voice, 'Anbulance.'

As if by magic, right on cue, down the pathway cane an encl osed white anbul ance hauler with two
men in white jackets on board. Lt. MQueen was put inside. The doors closed. The policeman stepped
on the back platform and the anmbul ance |eft.

* * %

The first person to mss Lt. McQueen was Mayor Love. He had been considering Giffin's reaction to
the word Icarus, and it bothered him He wanted to discuss the nmatter with the lieutenant. Larry
had gi ven himthe channel and selective call nunber of his belt comunicator. Ron called it

t hrough the Coperni cus communi cati on system There was no answer. Puzzled, the Mayor waited a few
m nutes and tried again. No answer. He asked the systemto send a coded 'pul se back' comand,

whi ch woul d make McQueen's communi cator send back a pulse if it was within receiving range. No
answer .

Still puzzled, the Mayor considered what to do next. Lt McQueen was going to see Col. Hanovich

The Mayor called the Director of Security, who told himthat Larry had left alittle while earlier
for his hotel. The Mayor called the hotel and discovered that Lt. MQueen had checked out. No
nmessages had been | eft and no destination had been given

Now t he Mayor was really puzzled. Wiere was he? The Central File conmputer indicated that Larry was
still inthe city. Wat set of circunmstances could occur that he would check out of the hotel and
di sappear? The Mayor |ooked at his watch. An hour, and the 'day' would be over. He decided to
all ow that nmuch tine before alerting anyone that sonething m ght have happened to Lt. MQueen.

An hour later the Mayor again tried to contact Larry. He tried the local office of the Solarian
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Patrol . Larry had cautioned himabout it because it was suspected of being 'porous'. The field
office didn't even know who Lt. MQueen was.

That |eft Security. Mayor Love call ed Hanovi ch and expl ai ned what had happened. Hanovich |i stened
wi t hout comment, requested that the Mayor not spread the news, and prom sed to check.

When Col . Hanovi ch broke the connection, he swore to hinmself softly. 'And he told ne to be
careful! | hope there's sonmething to rescue when we find him' he said, and then added as an
afterthought, 'if we ever do...'

Hanovi ch checked the team of 'watchers' and di scovered that they had not yet found everyone they
were to watch. Disappointed, he settled back to wait.

CHAPTER FOUR

I N THE SANCTUARY

It was cold. Bitterly cold. Lt. Larry MQueen's first sensation as he woke up was that he was
freezing. He was lying on a hard surface and there was cloth under his face. He tried to nove his
hands to roll over, and couldn't: they were bound behind him Awake now, he tried to see, and
couldn't. He blinked his eyes. He felt themblink. Darkness. He lay quietly awhile |onger, trying
to breathe normally. Listening. Silence. It was cold and no sound penetrated the darkness.

He pulled his feet up. They were bound together. He rolled over and worked hinself into a sitting
position. He tried to nmove his fingers. Stuck. He nust be bound with sone sort of adhesive tape.
If he could just get his fingers loose or slip his .shirt ... No such luck. It was a workman-1ike
j ob done by a professional. Larry struggled with it for a while and then gave up

"Hello,' he said. The sound of his voice reverberated fromthe walls. He spoke several tines
trying to deternine fromthe sound the size of the room Snall. Noisy. Metal walls? A spaceship
maybe? But why so dark, so silent and so col d?

Larry was considering trying to explore the roomwhen he heard the sound of footsteps. They were
comng closer. He had tinme to resunme his former position when there was the sound of a bar being
renoved and a door opening. Larry's dark-adapted eyes hurt when the |light was turned on, even

t hough he kept them cl osed, feigning unconsci ousness.

"Qur spacehound is still Qut, | see,' a sneering voice said. Then apparently turning to soneone
el se the man said, 'Get in therel Over in the corner! Dunp the food. You can turn on the heater
when we | eave. Durk, you watch her. | want to take a closer | ook at our other guest.

The footsteps cane closer. A boot wacked into Larry's ribs. He was able to keep his eyes cl osed
and only let Qut a little groan. The boot hooked under his shoul der and he was rolled over
"Pretty, isn't he?" came the voice again. The nan stood over Larry for a nonent and then Larry
heard hi mturn.

"Ah, yes. One thing nore before we | eave.' The footsteps noved to another part of the room 'Gve
me your blouse.' There was a shocked silence. The voice repeated the denmand. There was anot her
silence and then the sound of scuffling and the ripping of cloth. A choked protest. The sound of
soneone being sl apped and falling dowmn. Mre cloth ripping.

The men left. There were the sounds of a bar being dropped into place and of footsteps dying away.
Now t here was only the soft sound of a woman cryi ng.

Larry opened his eyes. They had adjusted to the bright light now In the corner of what appeared
to be a public washroomwas a girl huddled in a little heap, crying. Larry nust have nmade sone

ki nd of noi se because she suddenly | ooked up at him She was beautiful in spite of the tear-

stai ned cheeks. She had red hair, young; about 20 or so, Larry guessed. She wore slacks, a bra and
the remmants of a blouse. The red nark where she had been sl apped was begi nning to show on her
face.

"Hello,' Larry said.

She | ooked at Larry for a monment and then went back to crying. Her hands covering her face.

Larry waited. The tiles were cold and he could see his breath. He sat up again. The roomwas a
tiled rest-room That explained the echo. Larry's boots were gone, as were his belt, noney belt,
hel met and goggl es, his dress jacket and, so far as he could tell, the contents of his pockets.
His shirt buttons and collar stays were still present, he noted. That woul d hel p.

A few nonments |ater the sobbing had abated to al nost nothing. The girl was beginning to shiver a
little.

"Coul d you get the heater going? Larry asked. 'It's awful cold in here.’

There was a nonent's pause. Then the girl got up and stunbled over to the heater. She turned on
the switch. Nothing happened.

"You have to plug it in,' Larry said, trying to keep his voice as synpathetic as possible. 'The
outlet is in the wall over there.' Larry nodded in the direction of the outlet.

The girl noved the heater and plugged it in. Alnost inmediately Larry could feel the radi ant heat.
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"Better?' Larry asked.

The girl nodded.

"Anything | can do to hel p?

The girl shook her head.

' Nane?'

She didn't answer but just looked at him It was as if she couldn't renmenber, or wouldn't
remenber, or couldn't believe that she was really here.

"What's your nanme?' Larry pronpted again.

"Panel a,' she said in a very small voice

"All right, Panela,' Larry said. 'I'd |like you to do sonething special for ne.'

She nodded.

"Go over and touch the wall.' She obeyed him

"Now the sink ... a faucet ... the wall again ... now stonmp on the floor. Look around the room Do

you see anything you |ike?

She nodded, 'The heater.

"Good. Go over to it. Look at it. Touch it. Feel its warmh. Try to sense it as nmuch as possible
oK?!

Panmel a foll owed his directions.

"All right, now how do you feel ?

"Better.'

"CGood!"' Larry said. 'That was an exercise in being right here, right now A schoolmte of mne
taught it to nme.’

"You're tied up.'

"Let's say that | get wapped up in nmy work,' Larry said with a broad snile. '"I'd offer you ny
shirt except that, |ooks to the contrary, this is a one-piece junper.'

"Ch!' Panel a | ooked down and then tried to cover herself with her arns. 'I'msorry, | '

"It's all right. 1'msure that you have at |east one bathing suit that's nore reveal i ng. Besides,

a beautiful girl should show of f her charns.’

She | ooked at Larry and smled. A startling effect on a beautiful, tear-stained face.

"You're right, of course,' she said, and hesitatingly dropped her arns. 'l can't very well go
around all the time like this. Can | unwap you?

"If you're sure | won't r-r-r-ravish you," he said with a broad snmle. It was a quote froma
recent hit conedy show. She | aughed.

"Silly," she called him

It didn't take long to unwap the tape fromaround Larry's arns. He winced as the last of it cane
off and his arnms dropped to his side.

Panmel a noticed and asked what was wong. Larry explained through gritted teeth that his arnms were
nunb and the shoul der muscl es cranped fromthe | ong period he had been bound. Pamela stripped the
tape fromhis legs and then nade himlie down on the bl anket while she massaged his back. Before
Il ong the needles of pain had left his arnms and the soreness was gone from his back. He stopped
her, rolled over and | ooked up at her kneeling next to him He squelched the little thought that
said "D cup' and tried to think of sonething encouraging to say to her. Wether it was that he was
di stracted by her beauty or because there was nothing encouraging to be said, Larry couldn't tell
but the words didn't come. So he just |ooked at her for a while.

"What's your name?' she asked, finally breaking the silence.

"Larry McQueen, Lieutenant, Solarian Patrol,' he answered. 'I could give you ny serial nunber but
that woul dn't nean nuch. Wiere are we?'

"I don't know for sure but by the |ooks of things we're in the Sanctuary,' she said. Seeing the
bl ank 1 ook on Larry's face, she explained. 'The Sanctuary's a neteor shelter built about a nile
underneath the Donme. | was 9 the last time | was down here. It was sealed off after the last war.
I"msure that's where we are.'

"How did we get down here?

"There are elevators at the south end of the Done.'

"Any idea why you're here?" Larry asked.

' Ki dnappi ng?' she shrugged. '| doubt that nmy father has enough noney to nmake it worth their

whi le.'

"Who's your father? You didn't tell me your |ast nane.'

"Johnstone,' she said. 'My father is Ted Johnstone, the Director of Copernicus Control.

Larry made no comment but things fell together in his mnd with alnost audible click. Panela
Johnstone was being held for ransomall right, but it was very doubtful that the ransom price was
money. More likely pressure was being secretly put on her father. The ransom price was probably
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access to, if not actual control of, the operations of Copernicus Control. Larry ventured to guess
that they would never willingly release Panela. If they did, they would | ose their hold over the
Di rector of Copernicus Control. They had to keep her alive but that didn't nmean that they coul dn't
use her while she was being held. So they roughed her up, tore off part of her clothes and threw
her in with another prisoner, fromwhomthey wanted sone information. They expected himto
confort, calmand get involved with her. Larry |ooked at Panela. Yes, that would be real easy to
do. And once he was caught in that trap, they would tell himthat he had to spill everything he
knew or they would skin her alive. If Johnstone didn't cooperate or if they were close to the
actual attack, they would probably do just that to her, too. If he played it cool, but interested,
they mght have nore tine than if he either rejected her or was obviously enanpred. He al so had a
good i dea of what both their fates would be if they didn't escape.

‘"Let's see what they left us to eat,' he said, getting up and going over to the box of containers
that Pamel a and one of the guards had brought. He estimated that there was enough food for about
five days. More if they rationed it out.

"Any idea what day it is? Larry asked.

' No. "
"I't looks like we're going to spend the next couple of days here, all alone, together, in our
secret hideaway. Unless ... howis the door |ocked?' Larry asked.

"There's a bar across it.

'Does the bar slide back?

"Yes, | think so.'

"Close your eyes and try to visualize it. How big is it and where is it on the door?

Panel a indicated the size of the bar and then, standing in front of him showed Larry the | ocation
on the door.

Larry noticed a gentle lilac perfume about her hair and then brought hinmself up sternly.
“1''m hungry, how about you?' he said.
She nodded.

"Wul d you get us some food while | check to see if there mght be sone other sort of exit to this
roonf'

She sniled at himand Larry gave a quick snile back

Larry started at one side of the door into the roomand worked his way conpletely around it to the
other side of the door, searching not for an exit but a bug or a 'snoop', as the mniature

tel evision caneras are called. He found two tiles which had apparently been renoved and repl aced
The grout around themwas of a slightly different shade than that of the rest of the wall. He
exam ned the tiles closely before noving past themand found a little shiny spot on each. Larry
suspected that behind each was a snoop and possibly a contact m crophone. Up in a corner of the
room was sonething that |ooked for all the world |Iike a spider web, except what woul d a spider be
doi ng down here? Larry went over the ceiling as best he could. He concluded that unless they had
repai nted or done a better job of color matching than on the tiles, nothing had been installed
from his side.

'"I's the Sanctuary a single level high or are there several levels to it?'" he asked Panel a.

"I think it's about five or six levels high,' she said.

"Vell, the only way out seens to be the door,' Larry said, and then sat down next to Panela. From
this point on his escaping depended upon whet her she was really the person she said she was. It
was going to be interesting finding out.

* * %

Thi ngs were noving fast out on the surface of the crater and in the Morpark Research Center, Dr.
Kel vin had organi zed his Project Hard Hat team and the team had nobilized over half of the
research center's personnel and facilities; which group was in turn getting ready to take over the
rest of the research center, as well as part of Copernicus Control. The blaster batteries over the
city had been dismantled and preparati ons were being made to install themat new sites farther
around the rim Until the sites were ready, the projectors were being put to other uses. Three had
been nounted in a triangle aboard one of the center's four nobile | aboratory spaceshi ps. They were
bei ng adjusted to produce a 100-foot * circle of intense heat to nelt the crusty, gravel-like
material of the surface of Copernicus into a snooth, glassy sheet that could be evenly plated with
a continuous evaporative coating of copper. The second | aboratory spaceship was being outfitted to
provi de that coating, or rather it was being chopped up, since, outfitting consisted of cutting
away consi derable portions of the hull, installing bracing, a snall blaster for heating and ion
focusing fields to direct the flow of gaseous copper as it was evaporated fromthe surface of the
yet to be delivered ingot

Dr. Kelvin hinmself was sitting in his office in the research center |ooking at what appeared to be
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a nodel of an oil derrick | oaded wi th equipment.

'K, what have you got?' he asked of the two engi neers who had brought the nodel into his office
"This is a nodel of the "slot cutter”,' one engineer explained. 'It represents a 60-foot tower of
conposition ceranpsteel. It's faced with wall shields and three courses of polycyclic screens. The
| egs are anchored with tractors, one nounted on each | eg pointing downward into the rock
underneath the tower. In a line up the side of the tower facing the crater wall are seven blasters
fromthe battery we just dismantled. At the bottom of the stack of blasters, and in the space

bet ween each bl aster, is mounted a tractor beam The whol e assenbly of blasters and tractors can
be rotated up and down by renpte control. This nakes it possible to cut a slot, instead of a
series of holes, in the wall of the crater

' The purpose of the tractors is to renove the material as fast as it is softened, rather than
having to wait until it is vaporized. If the material could be renoved fromthe direct beam fast
enough, it would be possible to cut a six-foot hole in the rock at 100 feet per second with these
projectors as deep as we wish. W think with proper timng of the noverent of the array, we can
approach that rate. The spacing of the beans is three feet, with the beans thensel ves an oval of
about six by eight feet. The nolten rock will be pulled Qut of the two slots at a rate of over
4500 cubic feet per second. At this rate it will take about 21 days to cut the larger of the two
sl ot s.

"Here is a conputer simulation of the problemand our solution.' The engi neer handed Dr. Kelvin a
reel of tape.

Dr. Kelvin weighed the tape in his hand for a noment. Based on what he had al ready seen, he was
contenpl ating whether to ask his questions and give his lecture now or to wait until after the
reel of tape had been run on the conputer. He decided to run the tape. He dropped it into the

pl ayer and watched the drafting tank opposite his desk as a conputer sinulated nodel of the tower
cut a slot in a conputer nodel of the crater wall. Stresses, flow rates, safety nargins and the
Iike were shown. At the conclusion of the tape Dr. Kelvin | eaned back in his chair a nonent before
sayi ng anyt hi ng.

"I do not like it!'" he said slowy,. with careful enphasis. Both engi neers visibly blanched. "I
don't like the philosophy behind the nethod and | don't like the nethod it produced.

‘Less than four days fromnow the surface snoothing will be conplete,' he continued. 'ln another
three and a half days fromthen the coating operation on that surface will be conplete. At the end
of that time | want to be ready to go right into plating the slots. That neans that by the tine
you are started, there will be six to seven days left to conplete cutting a slot about six feet

wi de and up to two mles deep around Coperni cus.

"For obvious reasons ... ' Dr. Kelvin shrugged, and started again. 'Because no one has worked out
a way to rapidly renove material fromthe slot on the far side, we're cutting a triangular area
around Coperni cus instead of a square area. The job is big. So big that five years ago it woul d
have been beyond our capability. The anount of material to be renpved is in excess of 15 billion
cubic feet! That is now within our present capacity and we will do it rapidly!

"There are two ways to approach any new problem The first, and unfortunately the nost conmon way,
is to use brute force. Brute force is always expensive. It eats up power and tine. It wastes
material and resources. It's only used because the problemis not properly defined, because of
tradition, or. because sonmeone has not taken the time to find a better solution

' The second way of approaching a problem can be summarized in one word, "sneakiness". | like that
word because it's descriptive of the main characteristics of this nmethod. When soneone el se sees
this type of solution to a problemfor the first time, they think, "How neat! \Wat a sneaky way to
do it! Way didn't | think of that?" A sneaky nethod does things with a m ninumof flare and noi se
and there is invariably a usable byproduct as a bonus.

"Wth this in mnd, let's take a | ook at your solution,' Dr. Kelvin said. '"It's obviously a brute
force solution. You' re going to have a circus that can be seen with the naked eye all the way to
Tellus. This whol e sector of nmponscape is going to be covered with bl own out magma and gasses.
When the job is done half of the crater will be ankle deep in hot |ava.

"Now | confess that |'ve been considering the problem| gave you ever since | gave it to you
There is a better way.

"First let's redefine the basic problemin terns of the function involved. The problemis not to
"cut a slot". The problemis to "renove material". To renmove, for exanple, a slab of material
371/2 miles long, 2 mles high and 6 feet thick. The first step, | think, is for you gentlenen to
deterni ne how nmuch of that slab you can handle at one time, and the method of handling it, and
then to plan to cut it into sizes accordingly.'

Dr. Kelvin was pleased to notice that as he spoke a | ook of conprehensi on was begi nning to appear
in the engineers' faces. They were beginning to see a solution that had been staring themin the
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face.

"I'f you use a very thin, fan-shaped beamto cut the slabs, the | ava and gasses can be used to act
as a lubricant for sliding the slabs out. Since the slabs will be flat sided, you won't have the
erosion problens inherent with the bulk renoval of hot |ava and gasses, which you didn't take into
account in your calculations for your sinulation. Finally, | have a use for the slabs. That
needn't concern you now, however. |'I| expect to see an analysis in detail of this method the
first thing tonorrow. Thank you.'

Dr. Kelvin ushered the two engineers out of his office and spent a few mnutes on a bit of

anal ysis of the optimum angle to the perpendicular to make the slot, taking into account the
coriolis force. A quick approximtion showed it to be too small to be of significance.

* * %

In the next two days considerabl e progress was nade. The | aboratory spaceship that had been
reworked into a 'snoother' had processed over half of the surface covering Copernicus. Wrk on the
spaceship to do the coating had stopped because of a higher priority on the conversion of the
remai ning two | aboratory spaceships into slot cutters.

The 'oil derrick' idea was abandoned. |Instead, tractor beans capabl e of anchoring the spaceships
whil e sliding out slabs 500 feet on a side were being nounted. Blasters, capable of producing

i ncredi bly powerful, inch-thick, fan-shaped beans were bei ng nmounted outside the tractors, to cut
the slabs. Bracing for the whole ship was being added with a lavish hand and so thickly it was

al rost i nmpossible to get to the equi pnent afterwards. One humorist in the crew conmrented that the
greatest danger in manning a tractor ship was trying to get out after you had eaten your |unch, to
whi ch another conmmented that one nore 'I' beam and even death would not rel ease you. It was a
tight fit.

The first slot cutter was tested by cutting a series of holes two nmiles deep every 500 feet al ong
the path of the longest slot Then, after a short period of experinmentation with technique, and
nmodi fication with cutters and torch, the slabs were sliding out and down the crater wall 1ike |ogs
down a sluice-way. At the bottomof the wall they were allowed to fall flat and slide out onto the
crater floor in long, orderly rows.

The second slot cutter would be conplete and working by midnight. Dr. Kelvin's original schedul e
couldn't be met. The bl ocks couldn't be cut and slid out that fast without breaking or jaming in
the slot, but they could do better than the original estimte of 21 days. Mich better

In the eastern corner of the triangle covering the city of Copernicus the first of three new areas
were being cut into the rock with mning machines. These were to house the field generators when
they arrived.

This was another matter

"Where in hell are ny field generators? Dr. Kelvin snarled at the man on the plate

George Snmith, a top official of Tellus Electric, |ooked blankly back at Dr. Kelvin. 'I don't

know,' he said tiredly. 'Were about in hell did you | eave then®

Dr. Kelvin glared at the man, then realized what he had said and struggled to keep a straight

face. He chuckled. The man on the plate just |ooked tired.

"All right, I'mlooking for the Rodebush-Bergenhol mfield generators your conpany was
contractually committed to deliver to the New York Spaceport eight hours ago.'

"l have sixteen generators sitting on the floor now. They are coning off nmy production line at a
rate of one every two hours. They're costing me 100 credits an hour each for each hour they stand
there. Not one is working.

Dr. Kelvin hesitated for a nonment, then said, "All right, I would Iike to help you. out. If you'l
turn on your recorder, 1'll nmake you a proposal.

"It's on.'

"l propose that you crate up the next three generators that come off your production |ine and send
themto nme, along with six full sets of prints and an engineer fanmiliar with the generator. Wen
you get the first few working, you'll be able to tell your engi neer what m stakes were nmade in the
production line and he can fix themhere. If parts are needed and we don't have themin stock, we
have the facilities to fabricate themjust as fast as you could. If additional troubleshooting is
needed, we'll let your man supervise and charge you for the people and nmaterial used at our going
rate plus 300 per cent overhead. This saves you the cost of transportation tine after the
generators are working and gets the generator to us faster. Qur acceptance of the generator is
then dependent on when it's working properly, not on when it arrives. That's the end of ny
proposal .

' That sounds good, except your overhead rate is too high.'

"You can send all your own people,' Dr. Kelvin answered. '300 per cent wouldn't even touch their
transportation costs, but ... '
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"What troubl eshooti ng manpower do you have avail abl e? How many and what ki nd of people do you
have?'

‘I can guarantee you up to ten technicians and two engi neers within 20 m nutes of your
requirenents,' he said, thinking of two particul ar engi neers he'd assign.

Agreement was reached. The tapes were w tnessed and seal ed.

A few minutes later Dr. Kelvin was again on the visiphone. This tine to an Earthside
transportati on conpany.

"Where in hell is ny copper? he snarled at the man on the plate.

* * %

Hanovi ch had organi zed his teans too late to catch the ki dnapping of either Lt. MQueen or Panel a
Johnstone. At the nonent the team watching the suspects saw only peopl e goi ng about their nornal
affairs, nminding their own business and in general being nodel citizens. The two teans checking
personal records had conme a | ong way without success. There had been no indication that any
suspect had purchased extra food or even any unusual itens. The customs records indicated that
not hi ng out of the ordinary had been brought in. A survey of the suspects' present persona
effects had been made with one teamentering a suspects' enpty apartment and tenporarily turning
of f spy-ray bl ocks, while the other sat at a spy-ray installation in Security and phot ographed the
contents of drawers, closets, cabinets, etc., which had been covered by the bl ocks. Nothing even
mldly interesting was found. A professional rarely makes this kind of mistake. It was noted that
the apartnents were spartan in the lack of knick-knacks and souvenirs that everyone seenms to
accunul at e.

The teams finally started through the records of the agencies in which the suspects worked. The
purpose was to see if, and how, the agencies had been used. |ndeed, they had! A |arge anount of
equi prent had been requisitioned out of the Facilities Stores. It was then apparent, in
retrospect, why nothing had been brought in or purchased. A statistical check was nade on the food
consunmed by the hospital, where three suspects worked, against the nunmber of staff menbers and
patients. A high probability was established that this was the source of food for the m ssing
suspects.

Judge Fox had issued search warrants on his request but unless he canme up with sonething solid
soon to justify the Judge's trust, things were going to get sticky.

CHAPTER FI VE

LAST CHANCE

Anot her day passed. On the surface the copper and the generators arrived. In the Sanctuary, Larry
and Panel a had passed the tinme by tal king. Tal king about their past, their experiences, their
purpose in life. Larry had drawn Pam out considerably. He knew that she was 19 years old, had no
'steady' at the nonment and was becom ng fascinated with him He also knew that she was attractive,
intelligent, quite sensitive and probably the person she said she was. He was getting the
unconfortabl e feeling that unless he got themboth out within the next very few days, she m ght
drag himoff into a corner and do sonething very un-1ladylike. Under other circunstances he m ght
have consi dered cooperating, or even speeding the situation up a little, but nowit wasn't

advi sabl e. Last 'night' after they had turned out the Iights he had put a piece of tape used to

bi nd hi m over the snoops, so they would seem defective. That could nmean one of several things, the
nost probabl e of which was that no one was wat chi ng.

Larry planned to escape the next norning, if it was norning. He also planned to take Panela with
him The problemwas howto tell her while others were |listening, or possibly even watching from
anot her snoop that he hadn't found. Larry thought about the matter for several hours and had

el ected the direct approach

He started tal king aimessly about one thing and another to Panela. He picked up a food contai ner
and a spoon and announced, 'Wien | was in grade school | always wanted to play a rhythminstrunent
like a drum' He started to beat out a randomrhythmon the container with the spoon to cover the
sound of his voice. He notioned Panela close to himand said as quietly as he could wi thout noving
his Iips, 'They're watching and listening. | found two snoops in the wall.

"l guessed that fromthe way you' ve been acting,' she replied with her lips next to his ear and
then ki ssed himthere.

Larry junped, and dropped the container. 'Hey! Watch it!' he said, putting his hand to his ear
"I'"'m havi ng enough troubl e keeping ny hands off you as it is wi thout ,you underm ning ne.'

"Hm ' she said. 'That sounds |ike fun.'

He considered turning her over his knee, then decided that wouldn't help at all. He frowned,

pi cked up the container and started poundi ng out noi se again. Mdst a mscellany of other chatter
he announced that they were |eaving soon. Then, standing up, he threw the container at the web in
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the corner of the room It hit squarely and bounced off. Larry |ooked at the undamaged web for a
monent, then comented, ' They nake some mighty hefty spiders around here!

* * %

Alan Lewis, a graveyard shift Copernicus Control operator, woke up with a feeling that sonething
was wrong. He didn't know what, or where, or why, but sonething was wong. The lives of the

i nhabi tants of Copernicus hung on sonething that tenuous.

He shoved it into the back of his mnd as he got up, dressed, and ate breakfast: He forgot about
it as he took the shafts and travel tunnels to work. But as he wal ked into Copernicus Control, it
came back. Sonething was wrong. He watched the operator on duty for the required 10 m nutes, then
relieved him Sonething was wong. It annoyed himall through the shift. He was a little nore
alert than normal because of the feeling, a little nore efficient, but the cause eluded him It
was an uneasy feeling. Sonething he should see or do? Wat?

When he was relieved at the end of his shift, he stayed for a few nonments. Still nothing. He
mentioned it to the operator who relieved him shrugged and then left. Some thing was wong, very
wrong, and time was runni ng out!

* * *

Larry got up and turned on the lights, only to find out that Panela was al so awake. He notioned
for her to be silent. He took two netal buttons off his uniform pockets. The first unscrewed to
reveal inside a black tarry substance and a fuse that could be pulled through a slot in the side
Larry pressed it against the spot on the door he had selected. It stuck there. He stripped the end
of the fuse and rubbed it against a little piece of paper frominside the other half of the
button. The fuse caught. Wile waiting for the fuse to burn down, Larry unscrewed the other button
revealing a long, tightly wound coil of wire with hooks on each end. He had just time to connect
the hooks onto little |oops on the bottom hal ves of the buttons, when the button on the door

expl oded. It punched a two-inch hole through the door. Larry twisted the |oop of wire, shoved it
through the hole, tw sted, caught the handle of the bar on the door and pulled. The door was open.
The lights were on outside. Larry notioned Panela to follow him scooped up a package he had
prepared and they |l eft, running.

The Sanctuary was a well-built shelter. It would not have survived a direct hit froma |large
meteor but at the tine it was constructed no man-nmade structure could have survived. It was nmade
to permit its inhabitants to survive sonething only slightly |ess. The sanctuary was a cube just
over 120 feet on a side, covered with alloy plate a foot thick. Around the outside of this cube,
was a | ayer of shock-absorbing material over 200 feet thick, and around that was a | ayer of
conposition material. The inner cube was accessible only by a series of elevators fromthe edge of
the Done, over a mle above. In theory, it was possible to evacuate the entire popul ation of
Copernicus via the elevators in sonmething under 30 minutes. In fact, it had never been tried.

The Sanctuary had been built to pernit the people it contained to survive. This neant severe
limtations on the area presented as a target. There was no roomfor nore than the absol ute
essentials. The only concession to privacy were the restroons. The Sanctuary had four levels and a
tremendous storeroom underneath, which could have provided an additional three levels if used for
that purpose. Each |level could exist independently of the other levels and each | evel was divided
into five airtight sections; four rectangular dornmitories around a central environnental contro
area. The central area was the primary source of air, water and power. The rest roonms were built
into the central area. It was in one of these restroons that Larry and Panel a had been inprisoned.
Larry and Pamela had escaped into a dornmitory. A large roomhaving vertical alloy 'I' beans every
six feet in one direction and every four and a half in the other. To these girders tiers of bunks
were attached, which folded up against the girders to form passageways. Wder corridors, at right
angl es to the passageways, were where lines of bunks were left out.

They ran down a passageway formed on one side by the central section, and on the other by fol ded
up bunks, to the intersection of a corridor where a stairway went up to the |evel above. Larry
stopped at the foot of the stairway and | ooked up at the hatch that led into the | evel above,
estimating the chances that a guard was behind it. If there was, any chances of catching himby
surprise were exactly zero! The door was dogged, and opening the dogs would nmake too nuch noi se.
They must be on the |owest level, since there was no simlar hatch in the floor. A noise started
It was the high-pitched whine of a notor. Looking behind himLarry saw a transparent case just
above head level with a video canera in it. The canera was turning in their direction.

Larry froze for a nonment and then grabbed Panel a's arm and pull ed her down the corridor and behi nd
a row of folded up bunks.

"You got here in an elevator, right? he whispered urgently.

"Yes,' she answered.

"How nany | evels did you cone down?
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"Two,' she answered.

"Any idea where the control roomto this place is? he asked.

"What do you nean?’

' Somewhere in the Sanctuary is a control room' Larry answered. 'They have communi cators, video

circuits to assess danage, and | don't know what else. That's where our captors are. | don't know
if they saw us or not when we got out,' but they'll be after us shortly. The canera can't see the
door we broke out of, but I'lIl bet that web was a detector of some kind.' Larry fell silent for
awhi | e.

"I think we better hide you,' he finally whispered, and |l ed the way toward the el evators.

An hour later the elevator doors opened. Three nen, arnmed with hand guns, appeared. The el evator
doors closed behind them The |eader, dressed in hospital whites, announced their presence in a
loud voice with: "All right, you two. Conme out and you won't get hurt.'

Al was silent.

"All right. If you won't cone out, we're coming in to get you. This is your last chance,' the

| eader shout ed.

Again only silence answered him

The men started through the nmain corridor, past passageways of fol ded up bunks, toward the centra
section. One of the nen thought he saw sonet hing nmove down a line of unfolded bunks and fired at
it. The slug went through the bunk, hitting the metal underneath it, and whined off down the

narr ow passageway before enbedding itself in another unfol ded bunk

"Hold it, Durk!' the |eader said to the man who had fired the shot. 'Make certain you have a
target before you fire. | don't want to get hit with a riocheting bullet.

Durk grunbl ed but agreed and the nmen continued toward the center section.

Larry McQueen was standing on a bunk just above eye |evel. The bunks above the one he stood on had
been renoved and stored on a top bunk farther down the passageway. He stood with his back fl at

agai nst the fol ded up bunks of the passageway behind him his shoul der and side wedged into the
slot of the 'I' beam He had watched the three nen cone down the nmain corridor through the slot
between a fol ded up bunk, and the ceiling. He was ready for them In his hands were the two hal ves
of the buttons with the thin wire hooked between them He waited. The first nman went past. And the
second. As Durk, the third man, passed, Larry stepped out and knelt down, flipped the loop of wire
over his head, around his neck, pulled it tight and yanked hi m back into the passageway behi nd
him He swung Durk up onto the bunk behind him Durk tried to grab for the wire that had al ready
cut part way through his throat. The gun still in his hand. Larry realized that he wasn't going to
be able to keep Durk on the bunk. He let go of the wire with one hand and grabbed the barrel of
the gun and pul | ed.

The gun fired!

Larry was monmentarily stunned, not by the bullet, which miraculously missed his head, but by the
sound of a high caliber pistol going off within a foot of his head. His right hand hol ding the
barrel felt nunb. He dropped the other end of the wire and grabbed at the gun with his |eft hand
Durk rolled off the bunk and fell to the floor, leaving the gun with Larry. Larry turned and fired
the gun with his left hand. Not at a target but for effect and to be certain that if anyone had
come back down the corridor, they wouldn't have a chance to shoot first. One of the nen had
returned and was trying to deterni ne what was going on. The bullet struck himin the chest,
knocki ng hi m backwards across the corridor. He tried to lift his gun. Larry put a bullet in his
head.

Sil ence, except for the hoarse sounds of Durk on the floor, wheezing through his cut throat,
choki ng on his own bl ood.

The feeling returned to Larry's right hand. He exchanged gun hands, reached into his pocket and
funbl ed out a food container with a shiny top. He used the container as a nmirror to look into the
corridor without exposing hinself.

No one was there.

Larry hesitated for a nonent. The situation had changed fromone of 'hide & seek' to 'tag', wth
the |l oser forfeiting his life. 'Here we go!' Larry thought. 'He knows where | ambut | don't know
where he is.' Larry glanced at the other end of the passageway. Nothing yet. He reviewed his
choices. 'I can wait here but he knows where | amand | can't watch every direction at once. | can
run but not very far. | can hide, which isn't very effective now | can fortify a position and
wait for himto cone to ne.' Larry nmade his choice

As fast as he could Larry flipped down bunks at his |level and wal ked back to where the extra bunks
were stored. They were netal plates with foam bonded to one side. He pulled two down. A mnute

| ater he had the two wedged vertically between bunks.
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There was a space between the bottom bunk and the fl oor where soneone's feet could be seen if he
wal ked on the floor. Larry knelt on the bottom bunk. He slowy | owered the shiny container to see
if he could see any feet. A shot sounded and the contai ner was plucked fromhis fingers by a
bul | et.

It was a nonent before Larry had recovered fromthe shock and noted that the can had gone under
his bunk. That nmeant that the third gunman, the | eader, was sonmewhere directly opposite himin the
m ddl e of a passageway. He had apparently been waiting for Larry to put his foot on the floor
Perhaps a snaller target wouldn't be seen. Larry pulled off another button. The acid inside this
one wouldn't help himbut the shiny back mght. He carefully lowered if to try to see what was
going on. There was no sign of the other gunman. Larry hoped that what he had heard about the 1/16
inch steel plate deflecting bullets was correct. Using the button to watch the passageway behind
him he | eaned against a vertical bunk, watching the opposite direction with every sense alert.

A mnute later Larry saw a bunk hal fway down t he passageway and agai nst the opposite wall juggle.
Larry shifted position so he was behind the protecting vertical bunk, and waited. He again used
the button as a mirror. The bunk opened a little as the gunman peered out. Before Larry could
react, it closed.

For a nonent Larry felt the beginnings of panic. The gunman had hi mspotted. Larry was only too
aware of the inadequacy of his preparations, especially against a nobile foe.

He woul d have to abandon his position inmediately. H's opponent knew exactly where he was. He had
| ooked over Larry's defenses and knew what they were. He could be expected to attack them where
they were the weakest.

Larry pushed down the bunk into the passageway behind himand went through. He put his feet down
on the floor, expecting any instant to feel the shock of a bullet hit them

He ran silently down the passage. As he ran, each instant he could feel soneone |eveling a pisto
at his back fromthe other end, and expected the shock of a bullet. He nade the corridor safely.
No one was in the passageway behind him He wi ped his sweaty hand on the pants of his black and
silver uniformand took a new grip on his weapon. Then he whi pped around to the next passageway.
The gunman hadn't attacked yet.

Two steps, and he whi pped around the corner of the next passageway. The gunnan had quietly | owered
the bunk in the passageway opposite Larry's old position. He was crouched, ready to knock down the
ot her bunk, and spring through the opening, firing.

'Freeze! You're covered!' Larry shouted.

There was a pause for a long nmonent as the gunman realized what had happened. Then, as if in slow
nmotion, Larry saw himsmle, turn his head and swing the gun around toward hi m

Larry fired!

The gunman started to rise as his tensed nmuscles brought himup and over, to fall head first onto
the floor. He twitched, tried to nove and then lay still.

Larry nmoved in. He kicked the gun away fromthe gunman's hand and then checked him Dead.

There was nothing in his pockets except a nagnetic identification credit card. He checked the
others. They didn't even have that. Then Larry went to get Panel a.

Most of the padding had been torn off two opposing bunks and Panela was |ying on her side in the
space | eft when they were fol ded back up. Larry pulled one of the bunks down and Panela rolled
out .

"You OK?' Larry asked.

'Yes. what happened?' Panela said, sitting up and rubbing her arm

"They're dead,' Larry said. He sat down on the end of the bunk. He |lifted a hand to his forehead
and wiped it. The hand trenbled slightly. Reaction to the strain of the preceding m nutes was
beginning to set in. Larry recognized it as ml|d shock. He felt cold and tired but realizing why
didn't help. H's hand still shook. 'They're dead,' he repeated. 'I killed them

They sat there a noment, silent. Finally Larry drew a deep breath, sighed, shuddered and said,
"Qur next step is to get out of here. Back up to the Done.'

" How?"

Larry shrugged. 'Cone on.' He got up and started back down the passageway to the corridor
stunbl i ng occasionally over nothing. Panela followed.

At the corridor she glanced toward where the two gunmen | ay. She turned away feeling sick. She
foll owed Larry, who was going toward the elevators. Larry had warned her what to expect even

bef ore he had hidden her. Then it had excited her. Now, in the stark reality afterward, the ful

i npact struck honme. Suddenly she realized that this was not a gane for fun but a grimbattle, with
pain and death at their el bow

Larry shot out the television camera next to the elevator and wal ked over to the elevator's cal
button. He pressed it. The doors opened i nmedi ately. The el evator was still there, waiting. The
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Energency Stop switch was on. The indicator panel inside showed that the el evator would stop on

the second floor of the Sanctuary. It was the only other stop before the Done. Larry was willing
to bet that a reception conmrittee was waiting there for them
He | ooked up at the ceiling of the elevator. A false grill covered it. He reached up and noved

part of it aside. Above it was an access door in the top of the elevator. He notioned Panela to
hi m

"Il 1ift you up. You open that cover,' he said. He lifted her by the waist. She unlatched and
opened the hinged sheet nmetal cover. He put her down and she stood there facing him Then very
carefully, very deliberately she put her hands on his cheeks, and pulled his head down to hers.
She kissed himon the lips. He put his arns around her and held her very tightly. Wen she had

finished kissing him he | ooked at her for a nonent. 'Thank you,' he said softly. 'I wish | could
stop now for a while, but your life depends on how fast we get out of here. If you feel like this
later ... | don't know. W can't stop now.' In spite of what he said, he held her for a while

| onger than he need have, reluctant to stop, to end the nonent.

He finally released her. She stepped back and he sniled sadly at her. Then | ooking up at the hole
in the ceiling of the elevator, he junped up through it.

He | ooked around the top of the elevator. Munted in a bracket, |ooking down into the el evator
through a hole in the ceiling, was a snoop. Larry unclipped it and picked it up. Two fine wires
fromit went to a small pressure cylinder with an automatic valve. One wire was broken. Larry
broke the other and put the snoop into his pocket. Looking at the gas cylinder, he wondered if the
gunnen had been wearing gas filters in their noses.

They were. Monments later both Larry and Panela had them Panela also had a gun. He left the snoop
on a bunk.

The next step in their escape was to get the el evator past the second | evel wthout stopping. That
depended on how the el evator operated and on how fast he could find out.

El evators have been fairly standard devices for ages. Hi gh speed, automatic elevators |like the one
in the Sanctuary have two speeds, one for going |long distances and the other for going short

di stances or slowi ng before stopping at a floor. Elevators are automatically switched from speed
to speed and stopped, using information sent to the control system from sensors attached to the
wal | s of the elevator shaft, which the el evator cage operates as it passes them

Larry had to determ ne how t hese sensors were actuated and then disable or renove them

He exami ned the top of the elevator cage and found the nmarkers. They were three | arge magnets
positioned in brackets, each facing a different wall of the shaft. The sensors were a little above
them He tried to find the next row of sensors but they were sonmewhere up above his reach. Using
his gun as a hammer, he knocked the sensors out of alignment. Then dismantling the gun, he was
able to use part of it as a tool to displace the magnets on the cage. He reassenbl ed the gun

Larry instructed Panela to rel ease the Enmergency switch but to be ready to close it when he told
her to. She released the Energency switch and the elevator started up the shaft at |ow speed.

"Now! Stop!' he said, when the next row of sensors cane into view. The elevator jolted to a stop
as ridged plates janmed into the tracks in the wall of the shaft. Again he hammered the sensors on
the el evator shaft out of alignnent.

Now he had to take a chance. The next set of sensors would be just above the second level. In
order to knock them out of alignnent, in order to even reach them the elevator cage would have to
be al most in place. Wioever was waiting for themwould hear the el evator being stopped. They would
hear Larry Working on the sensors. Attributing themany brains at all, they would fire through the
el evat or doors, even though they were closed. They could cut through the doors and jamthe cage so
it was inoperative long before Larry could displace the sensors. Even though he had displaced the
magnets, he couldn't be certain that the sensors couldn't detect the elevator cage itself. That
was why he had been working on the sensors.

' Rel ease the Emergency switch and come up here,' he said to Panela. She did so. The el evator
started again at |ow speed. Up and past the second | evel sensors. Signals were sent to the contro
systemthat the elevator had just passed the second level but its nmenory said it was still bel ow
the fourth level sensors. The control system becane confused. The cage continued upward. And on up
the shaft at |ow speed. Up and out of the Sanctuary. Up to the Done.

* %

The doors of the el evator opened on the top floor of the hospital at the south end of the Done. A
nurse with a man in a wheelchair, waiting for the elevator, was startled when two hal f-dressed
peopl e carryi ng guns stepped out. The man demanded the | ocation of the nearest visiphone. The
nurse nutely gestured down the hall toward the nurses' desk. The man ran for it, with the girl
trailing a little behind. Behind themthe doors of the elevator they had just |eft opened and

cl osed, again and again. The elevator control for that shaft had become psychotic when it wasn't
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allowed to stop at the second level. The cage had conme up to the top |level of the shaft, where the
final emergency stops had ended its upward notion

The nurses' desk was a long counter with a built-in desk behind it. The phones were behind it on
the wall. Larry didn't ask questions. He circled the counter and two nurses to the visiphone, and
hit the On switch. The plate brightened.

"This is an EMERGENCY!' he said. 'Connect nme to Director Hanovich of Security!'

The robot operator connected Lt. MQueen to Hanovich's office, where his secretary answered.

"This is Lt. McQueen! Connect ne to Hanovich ! Emergency!’

She hesit at ed.

"NOW MOVE!'
Hanovi ch appeared a nonent |ater
"We've just escaped fromthe Sanctuary!' Larry said without preanble. 'I need a squad of arned nen

to cover the elevators and to go back down after them How fast can you get them here?

"15 m nut es.

"That's too long. | don't knowif | can hold the cap on this situation that long.'

"Anot her elevator's just arrived,' Panela reported. 'The doors are opening.

A nonment |ater the nurses, who had been watching in surprise, trying to understand what was goi ng
on, coll apsed. Hanovich watched as one of the nurses fell toward the visiphone, her eyes enlarged,
staring, bright and full of terror.

Larry caught the wonan before she hit anything and eased her to the floor. 'V-2 gas,' he

di agnosed. Panel a was kneeling at the end of the counter, firing at soneone down the hallway.
Larry junped up on the desk and | ooked around the corner into the hall. There were two of them
One gunnan behind the wheel chair in which a now unconsci ous patient slunped, the other still in an
el evator. From the visiphone behind himcanme the sound of Hanovi ch snapping out orders and the
sound of a siren in the background. Then the visiphone went off.

The men in the hall were firing at random now. They were not trying to advance. There was no cover
at that point in the hall. Larry notioned to Panela to wait. A minute went by. There was a sudden
barrage of shots and the nman behi nd the wheel chair dashed into the elevator. Larry was unable to
get a shot at him The el evator doors cl osed.

Larry told Panela to stand guard again and he tried the visiphone. Hanovich's secretary told him
t hat Hanovich was on his way with a squad of nen.

Five minutes later the el evator doors again opened. This time it was Hanovich and a group of
security men with drawn guns and gas nasks. 'We' ve bl ocked all the elevator exits!' Hanovich

announced gl eefully when he saw Lt. McQueen. 'If they're in the Sanctuary, we've got themtrapped
t herel!l'

"Any idea on howto get themout? Larry asked.

Hanovich hesitated for a long time. 'Ah, well, ah ..." he said, trying to think of something. The

vi si phone buzzed, saving himfurther enbarrassment. Larry answered. It was Hanovich's secretary
and she wanted him
"Right after you left, the surveillance teamcaptain called and reported that all of the suspects

have gone to the Hospital,' she said. 'I'll switch you over to Inspector Burbee.'
"Wiere are they now?' Hanovich asked, as the Inspector's face appeared on the plate.
' They took an el evator down to the Sanctuary,' Inspector Burbee answered. 'A big spy-ray block has

been put up down there and we can't see what they're doing.'

"When did they | eave for the Hospital ?

"About 10 minutes ago. | tried to call you when | had determ ned where they were all headed but
you'd just left.'

"Wre there any new people in the group that went down into the Sanctuary?' Larry interrupted.
"Yes, one.'

"VWho?'

"M . Johnstone, Director of Copernicus Control.'

Larry heard a little gasp from behind himand turned to find Panela | ooking very pal e and
frightened.

"Ch, no,' she said, and then was crying on his shoulder. Behind himLarry heard the conversation
conti nue.

"What kind of weapons do they have down there?

"No idea. By the tine we realized that they were headed toward The Sanctuary, they had their spy-
ray block up. They didn't take nmuch with thembut there's no telling what they've al ready got down
there.' There was a | ong pause while Inspector Burbee turned and was conferring with soneone el se.
Then he continued. 'You can't go down there now. They've released the foamthat was to seal off
the Sanctuary fromthe Dome after the evacuation. The el evator shafts are filling up with it.'
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Hanovich swore. 'I'Il call the Mayor and find out who can renove it.'

A nonment | ater he explained the situation to Mayor Love. Mayor Love said he woul d have soneone
call back in a few m nutes.

Rog Philips called back. In typical political fashion, the Mayor had appoi nted him Acting Director
of Facilities, and then dunped the problem on him

Hanovi ch agai n expl ained the situation

Rog thought a nonent and then said, 'The V-2 gas is the first problem The atnospheric

contam nation detectors closed off the ventilation systemon your floor intinme tolimt the
spread of the gas, but they've also closed every air-tight door in the area. Evacuate everyone
fromthat floor. V-2 is soluble in water, so don't worry about the spread of the stuff out of the
el evators. The air conditioning equi pnent on the other floors of the hospital will take care of
the little bit you carry in the elevator cage. Just don't |let anyone stand close to the cage door
when it opens. The top floor there is the quarantine ward, so when you get everyone out, we'l|l

bl ow t he at mosphere out the vents to the surface. Then we'll go after the el evator shafts. Wen we
melt the foamout of the shafts, the funes can be rel eased through the sixth floor, too.'

'How can we evacuate if the shafts are bl ocked with foanf'

"I doubt if there's any foamup here,' Rog answered. 'In the first place it shouldn't cone up this
high, and in the second place, at |east one el evator should be on one of the |ower floors of the
hospital .'

"How | ong before a shaft is clear down to the Sanctuary?

"At least a day. It depends on whether the solvent and equi pnent to renmove the foamis avail able
or whether we have to bring it in fromTellus.'

"W've got to get down to the Sanctuary as soon as possible. This job has top priority!' Hanovich
sai d.

"Yeh,' Rog said, obviously uninpressed, and cleared his plate.

Hanovi ch was clearly taken aback by the curt dismissal. It was with a visible effort that he
turned to Larry and touched himon the shoul der. 'You better take her hone. Nothing's going to
happen here for a while.

"I'lIl drop into your office later,' Larry said. 'You nmight try to trace these.' Larry handed him
the guns he and Panel a had used and the nagnetic identification card he had found on the head
gunman.

Then they left.

CHAPTER SI X

A ' CLUB'" WORTH JO NI NG

Rog was as pleased as a hungry cat with a piece of chicken. The people in the Facilities Division
had responded to himas though they had been let out of a dark prison cell. Wth any kind of |uck
even that ponpous ass Hanovich mght be inpressed with their efforts, although that would be
expecting a |ot.

Equi prent whi ch coul d renove the foam had been found and transported to the hospital. At the
hospital everyone fromworknen to engi neers helped install it. Rog just stood back out of the way
and watched as the walls and floor of an elevator cage were stripped bare.

A refrigerated cooling panel, pulled out of the degreaser in the weld shop was installed. It cane
conplete with drip trays, punps, hoses and | ong nozzles for spraying surfaces. Wen everything was
installed, five nen in vacuum suits got into the el evator and cl osed the doors.

A hole was cut in the door, a pipe welded in place and druns of solvent punped through the pipe
into the shaft. Inside the shaft a vacuum suited handl er connected a | ong coil of hose to the

pi pe. Ot her nen sprayed solvent fromthe hose on the foanmed plastic bel ow

The reaction between the plastic and the sol vent produced a gas and heat. Unconbi ned sol vent
evapor at ed, condensed on the cooling panel and dripped into pans which led to a punp. The
repressurized solvent was sprayed on the walls and used to make certain the el evator tracks were
clear. The el evator dropped slowy, paying out hose behind it as the shaft was cl eared.

Up on the sixth floor of the hospital, the elevator doors were open and the excess gasses were
drawn out to the surface of the noon.

The five nen in the el evator were volunteers. Volunteers to do a dirty, dangerous, unrewarding
job. A mstake, a mis-step, and death or serious injury waited for them Down they went. Spraying
away the foam Tacking the hose to the elevator shaft wall

They dropped slowy toward, but never reached, the hot, blackened, sticky mass beneath them Just
wor kmen? No! Heroes! They were risking their lives for the safety of those above. And if later
sonmeone el se got the glory ... they would probably snile knowi ngly at each other and shrug. They
were doing a job that someone had to do. Heroes don't always get their names in newspapers or
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books and few are ever even recognized.

By the time the local supply of solvent had run out, nore had been brought in from Tell us.

* * %

It was the next norning when Larry arrived, back in the Patrol's silver and black uniform at
Hanovich's office. After greetings were exchanged, Larry asked, 'Did you trace the guns?

'Yes,' Hanovich answered. 'They belong to a collector. They weren't m ssed because he was in the
hospi tal when they were stolen.'

"Any possibility that the collector's a plant to provide the guns?

"None. He's been a lifelong resident.

"Did the spy-ray teans you assigned to watch the suspects from Fauth find anything special ?'

"No, but here's a list of their possessions. Those nmarked were left behind in their quarters,"
Hanovi ch said, giving Larry a small sheaf of paper.

"There's nothing suspicious or even very unusual in the list," Hanovich continued. 'The things
they used were apparently obtained out of our Facilities Stores. Here's a list of the itens they
got there.' Hanovich gave Larry a second small pad |isting several hundred itens.

"The itens marked, we've found. Their quarters have been searched. Al the stuff they left behind
had been noved to storage.

"Any idea if they were in contact with anyone outside?

"No, we hadn't the chance to watch them | ong enough for that.

"Hmmm 1'd like to go through these lists.

Hanovi ch shrugged, and directed Larry toward a chair. 'Gumdrops? Larry said, a few m nutes

| ater. 'Passenger overwei ght charges are 42 credits a pound and she brings in a pound of gum
drops? Have your Laboratory technicians gone through the stuff |eft behind?

" Ahh,' Hanovich hesitated. The questi on was unexpected and a sinple 'no' mght indicate

i nconpetence on his part. 'l don't believe they are finished yet.'

Lt. MQueen | ooked at Hanovich speculatively for a long monent. 'I'd like to see the report when
they ... ah ... finish.'

From Larry's face and tone Hanovich realized that he knew the reason that the inspection was not
conplete was that it hadn't been started yet.

"Who took over Johnstone's job at Copernicus Control?" Larry asked, changing the subject.

' The Assistant Director, Jay Harness,' Hanovich answered.

"How long 'til the elevator shaft is clear?

"They estimate that it'll be about ...' he checked the clock, 'three nmore hours until they get to
the top |l evel of the Sanctuary

"I'"1l be back to check with you before then,' Larry said, and left. On the way out Hanovich's
secretary gave Larry a nessage that the Mayor wanted to see himwhen he |left Hanovich's office.

* * %

A fewmnutes later Lt. Larry McQueen was in the Mayor" office

' Good afternoon, Larry,' Mayor Love smiled broadly. 'How was your vacation in the Sanctuary?
"Wearing!' cane the rejoinder. Then Larry sniled back broadly. 'It had its nonents, though.'
"I"'mglad you cane through it in one piece,' Ron said. 'I'malso glad you brought back Panel a.
She's quite a girl. W would have m ssed her.'

' Thank you for sending your daughter over to stay with her, when | called. She's worried about her
father, and being alone | ast night would have been rather grimfor her. Any idea what else is
goi ng on?'

"I. don't know. That's one of the things | wanted to talk to you about,’ Ron said. 'I've revi ewed
the tape | made of the Board of Directors neeting three times now Wy did Giffin react so nuch
to your mentioning |lcarus? Wiat are they doing on Icarus?

"l carus has been a personal interest with nme for quite a few years,' Larry said, smling. "if you
don't mind, I'lIl give you ny usual one mnute | ecture on the subject.’

Mayor Love nodded and Larry conti nued.

"I carus was one of the first asteroids to be shown to have originated froma nmajor neteoritic
collision with Tellus. Sone earlier objects, probably a set of asteroids froman even earlier
collision, struck Tellus. A portion of the resultant cataclysmwas expelled back into space as
Icarus. It has been theorized that the kinetic energy of the collision was so great that it caused
the American and Eurasian | and nasses to separate. That's still theory, of course.’

"There were a nunber of reasons for one to suspect that. Icarus is a fragment of a Tellus-asteroid
collision. The nost obvious is the synchronous orbit with Tellus. They approach each other every
19 years. The point where lcarus crosses the plane of the ecliptic is so close to Tellus as to be
statistically highly inprobable. The inclination of Tellus to its orbit is 23.4°. The inclination
of lcarus' orbit to the ecliptic is 23.0°, less than 1/2° of difference. Since an inpact was
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postul at ed, one woul d expect nunerous smaller particles to be thrown off and be in nearly the sane
orbit. These particles formthe Arietid neteor stream Several other facts were used to establish
the date of inpact, anong themthe differential orbital precession and the axial precession. The
date coincided with the start of an Ice Age.'

' The sane astrononer who established that |Icarus was the result of an inpact, nmade a further nane
for hinself by rediscovering the asteroids Apollo, which was part of the Eta-aquarid neteor
stream and Hernes, which was part of the Perseid neteor stream Hi s theory predicted that

anyt hing of that size coming close to Tellus would be associated with a meteor stream'

"On the Fifth Triplanetary-Sol ar Expedition we installed sone bolts in the surface of |carus,
adjusted the rotation and used it as a heat shield on our trip around the sun,' Larry said.

"You were on that expedition? Mayor Love asked.

'Yes. They needed sone volunteers. | wasn't too nmuch help ... it's a long story. W left sone

i nstruments behind; other than that, there's been nothing on lIcarus until now It gets too close
to the sun for a pernmanent manned station to be built there. That's probably what makes it so
attractive to these pirates.' Larry shrugged. 'The word "pirate" doesn't exactly fit into ny
present concept of the circunstances here. They were apparently using it as a conmmunication link.
Last year lcarus was so close to Tellus it could have been detected with rel ative ease. Soneone
apparently | ocked directional equipnment onto it. The orbit has been very well defined. Once Icarus
is located it can be accurately tracked indefinitely after it is out of sight. Using a very narrow
beam the transmitter couldn't be found unless you were directly inline with it and the receiver.
An alien spacecraft visited Icarus once a nonth. That suggested the nmpoon, Luna, because it rotates
about Tellus about once a nonth. The tine of nonth ed ne to Copernicus. The coinci dence was too
cl ose to be anything el se.

"So you think lcarus is just a convenient relay point?

"Yes,' Larry answered. 'W are maintaining a watch on it but it's currently too close to the sun.
There haven't been any further visitors since the |ast ones were intercepted, so frankly | think
we can forget Icarus.'

"Giffin also reacted to the discussions of pirates and sabotage.’

"That figures. How did Johnstone react?

‘"Not at all, except just before he asked you about their sources of information he acted |like
sonmeone who had just renenbered sonething or suspected sonething.'

'Based on his reactions, would you have believed that he was one of the pirates?

"No. Quite the contrary,' Mayor Love answered. '| get the inpression that he suspected that you
m ght have traced the information the aliens got on the Solar Systemthrough to Copernicus
Control .'

"That's possible,' Larry said.

They were silent a noment, thinking.

"It seens strange,' Larry finally said, 'that none of Giffin's group penetrated Copernicus
Control. They might have tapped lines. O perhaps the direct approach: bribery, threats or

bl ackmai | . How good is Copernicus Control's security systenf’

"Very good,' the Mayor said. 'Copernicus Control has nore infornmation about the novenent of
cargoes and spacecraft in and around the Sol ar System than anyone outside of G and Fl eet
Headquarters at The Hill. A lot of people would pay considerable anbunts for this information, so
we have to be careful. The nman in charge of security reported directly to Johnstone.'

"From what |'ve heard of Johnstone from Panela, | can't believe they got, or are going to get,
anything out of him 1've also got a feeling that we're not going to find himalive when we get
into the Sanctuary. | don't think he went with Giffin's group voluntarily. | think he was

ki dnapped because he knew too nuch about their operation.'

"For instance?

"Like the identity of their man in Copernicus Control.' Larry said. 'Maybe even what they plan to
do. The only other reason they m ght have for taking himwith themis if he still has some
informati on they want That inplies that they have a way out of the Sanctuary. |Is there any way
out ?'

"No. The Sanctuary is buried in solid rock."'

' How were the survivors supposed to get out?'

Ron Love froze for a nmoment. He had the | ook of a man who suddenly realizes that a serious m stake
has been made. In an unhappy voice he said, 'There are two mning machi nes down there. It was
never considered worthwhile to dismantle them and bring themup.'

"Whi ch way woul d they cut their way out?

"Qut. Toward the crater. The Slot Cutters are working in the other directions. The Snoot her
finished nelting down the surface a couple of days ago. Ron paused a nonent and then said, 'Dr.
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Kel vin should know if there are any holes. I'Il call him'

Dr. Kelvin knew of no such hole but freely admtted he was neither expecting nor had he | ooked for
one. His people didn't have time just now to nake a search. He suggested that the job be given the
Port of Entry personnel

The Director of the Port of Entry said they would send a couple of nen in a transporter along the
face of Copernicus to look for a hole, as soon as possible. The Mayor asked that woul d be and then
expl oded when he got an evasive answer. The Director finally said he woul d have someone on the job
wi thin an hour. Mayor Love demanded they report directly to him

"How do we find out if we've had any visitors fromFauth within the |ast couple of hours? Lt.
McQueen asked when the Mayor had fi ni shed.

The Mayor called Copernicus Control and talked to the operator in charge of crater activities.
'Yes, a transporter from Fauth came over this norning with a bunch to go to Tellus,' the operator
said, chewing on a piece of gum between sentences. 'The driver took 'em sightseeing and al nost got
hinsel f plated. | got himout, and he unl oads his passengers, and bang! he's back in the sane
trouble. | untangled himagain and told himto get out of ny crater. if | ever see his fat

'Has he gotten back to Fauth yet?' the Mayor interrupted.

"I''l'l check, wait one ...' the controller said.

"Yes,' he reported a nonent later. "Bout half an hour ago. If | ever catch up with that fat...'
'Have any ships taken off from Fauth recently? Mayor |ove interrupted again.

' 'Taint nmy board but 1'll check.'

'Yes, a deep space job took off 'bout 5 minutes ago,' he reported back. 'Should be out of the
system by now. Al phacent. Qught to be darn near there. It's a 20 nminute run, y' know.'

' Thanks,' the Mayor said, and cleared the plate. He turned to Larry. 'Looks like we're too |late.
We | ocked the front door and left the back door open.'

'The evidence is still just circunstantial. W're going to have to go down into the Sanctuary
anyway. '

"I"1l notify Hanovich that they may have gotten away.'

Larry | ooked at his wistwatch. "Don't bother. It's just about time to go anyway. If they're stil

down there, I'd rather Hanovich's people were expecting trouble. They'|ll be nore cautious than if
they think Giffin and conpany are gone. Wuld you check out Copernicus Control while |I'm gone?
want to visit it when | get back, and if anything's wong, |1'd like to know in advance. OK?
"Right,' the Mayor answered, and Larry left.

* * %

"Qur spy-ray bl ocks cover this shaft and those adjoining,' Hanovich said. 'The bl ocks were
installed when we started clearing out the foam so they wouldn't know which shaft we're com ng
down.'

Hanovi ch spoke confidently to Larry and the five volunteer security nmen who were wearing ful

Sol arian Patrol armnmor. They were about to go down the elevator shaft to the Sanctuary. Though he
spoke with assurance, he had schedul ed hinmself to go down with the second group, the

rei nforcenents who would arrive after the first group had entered. Larry was a little di sappointed
by this. He wanted to see how Hanovi ch operated under pressure. Larry wondered if he would panic
and run, or stay and slug it out. He wondered how nmuch of his assurance was bravado and how nuch
real self-confidence. Larry shrugged to hinself in his arnor. In spite of the confident manner,
Hanovi ch seenmed to value hinmself too highly to expose hinself to any real danger

The six men entered the stripped el evator cage and started their trip downwards. Mst of the floor
had been repl aced. The worknen before them had di ssolved the foam down to the top of the el evator
doors of the top level of the Sanctuary. Direct entry by those doors was consi dered too dangerous.
The el evator halted i nches above the top of the foam One of the men picked up a shiny oval they
had brought with them It was a ring of high explosive backed by a netal container. Wiile he held
it up another man carefully tore off the tape covering the adhesive on the other side. The ova

was pressed against the wall above the el evator doors.

On the other side of the wall was the secondary life support area over the first |evel of the
Sanctuary. It contained the air purifying and conditioning equi pnent and enpty food and water
storage areas for the dormitory | evel bel ow

The circle stuck to the wall. Next a little detonater was pressed into place. Everyone | eaned back
agai nst the nearest wall for support. Even a shaped charge with shielding can buffet a nan around.
The expl osive went off. It made a cloud of dust, which slowy began to disperse, and a hole in the
wall. It was dark inside. Larry threw a 'light' grenade underhanded through the hole. Then he dove
after it. Inside he rolled to his feet and threw two other grenades to the left and right.

Behind Larry the rest of the party was com ng through the hole, carrying nassive weapons. when the
first grenade hit a surface, it stuck there and went on
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The light grenade lit the roomwith the stark, brilliant white Iight that only magnesi um burning
in pure oxygen can give. Anyone not having protection for his eyes would have been blinded.

They had a little perineter established around the hole in seconds. Four 'Standish' conbination
vi bratory projectors and nmachi ne guns were sitting on tripods with their screens up, nmanned and
wai ting. Squat and nmonstrous, they had the | ook of being capable of dealing out any anount of
destruction required.

Larry fired his Lewi ston at the television camera on the far wall and destroyed it.

"This level is clear,' reported the I ast nman out of the elevator after a short pause. The alien's
spy-ray block ended at the wall of the shaft. Once inside it, he had used the portable spy-ray
unit he was carrying to see through obstructing objects and check the area.

"CK!' Charlie, you cover the |adder over there. Pete, keep the hole behind us covered in case they
come up from bel ow.'

The men noved their equipnment, covered by the two remaining nen.

" Anyone on the |evel below? Larry asked.

"The |l evel below us is vacant,' the man with the portable spy-ray reported after a | ong pause.
"W'l|l take the dormtory belowthen. It's the only entrance to this area,' Larry said. He
undogged and opened the hatch. He dropped down to the floor of the dormitory w thout bothering to
use the stairway. He destroyed the television canmeras as he dropped. Three nmen with weapons
followed him Larry assigned themto the various entrances. He | ooked at his wist watch and was
amazed to see that |less than two minutes had passed. He had at | east another two mnutes to wait
for his reinforcenents. Their little force was extended as far as it could confortably go and yet
hol d access to the elevator shaft. A mnute |ater the spy-ray operator cane down the stairs.

"I can't see nuch beyond a single wall or floor anyway,' he reported. 'There's too nmuch netal here
for this little unit. This level and the life support area just below us is clear. That's about
all | can nake out.'

They wai t ed.

Hanovi ch and the reinforcenments arrived and they spread out over the top level. A group took each
of the four life support and dormtory areas on the top level and started novi ng down. The
Sanctuary was enpty. They found the bl ackened remains of the three gunmen on the fourth | eve
down. When the spy-ray block was found and turned off, it was apparent that the analysis Larry had
made in Mayor Love's office was correct. The bottom storage area of the Sanctuary was filled with
the rock renmoved froma tunnel out toward the crater floor. Larry's clothing and nost of his

equi prent was found in the control roomof the Sanctuary. It had been discarded. Gone, however,
was a wistwatch and his Gol den Meteor identification badge. Larry asked Hanovich to have sone nen
check out the tunnel to nmake certain it was enpty, and to use a spy-ray to search the contents of
the storage area for anything discarded.

"Under all that rock would be the ideal place to bury a body, or anything else you didn't want
found,' he pointed out. Then he left.

* * %

"Do you really expect Hanovich to find a body under all that rock? Mayor Love asked.

"No, but it'll keep himout of trouble for a while,' Larry said with a snmle. 'Besides, you can
never tell what might turn up. One of the reasons | canme back here was to use your visiphone.
want to call in a report to Fairchild, the Acting Chief of the Triplanetary Service at the New

York office. Your office is the only area | know that is really secure. The Patrol Field Ofice
isn't, and Hanovich's office is, ah, undesirable.

"Do you want ne to | eave?

'"No, stay here. You hel ped and you mght as well listen in.' Lt. MQueen placed the call. Wen
Fairchild' s face appeared on the plate, they went to cryptographic operation. Larry described what
had happened, concluding with, "I"'mstill not satisfied that we have uncovered all of their
agents. Until I'mcertain, | can't afford the tinme to check Fauth, and UraniumInc. By the tine |
can, that lead will be stone cold, if it isn't already.'

Fairchild didn't commt hinself, he just |ooked thoughtful for a nonent.

"There's also a possibility that the transporter they escaped on was originally enpty and that it
took part of the group to Interstellar Spaceways Flight 1726 to Tellus,' Lt. MQueen continued.
"Finally, they kept mny badge.'

Fairchild abruptly shook his head. 'I should pull you off this job. The Patrol has taken over all
work on pirate and potential pirate activities. The Service has been assigned to narcotics contro
exclusively. However, in this case |I'll make an exception and keep you on the job. 1'll forward

your in formation to Kinnison's office, and they can handle follow ng through on the |eads.'
"Don't worry about the badge,' Fairchild continued. 'Samms has a new badge, a Lens. You are
schedul ed to cone here after you finish your present assignnent. Sams, or soneone, will check you
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out for one of them'

' Check ne out?

"It's an exclusive club,' Fairchild said, sarcastically. 'They call thenselves "Lensnmen". Very
original. Sams is out recruiting E. T. Lensnen on Rigel 1V and won't be back until Wdnesday. Do
you think you can bring your work to sone form of definite conclusion by then?

"I can try. But | can't foresee ny checki ng being done before next Friday,' Lt. MQueen answered.
On this note the report ended.

Afterwards Mayor Love commented, 'Fromhis tone of voice, | gather Fairchild doesn't like either
these Lensmen or Extra Terrestrials.

Larry smled. 'Fairchild has problens. Wen Virgil Sanms becane a nenber of the Sol arian Council
t hey needed soneone to act as his assistant in handling the operations of the Triplanetary
Service. The job carried too nuch potential power to get all the nenbers of the Council to agree
to put any of the obvious candidates in his place. So they chose a second-rater that everyone
figured woul dn't be smart enough to take advantage of the position. So far, they' ve been right,
and Fairchild knows it.

"What was he before? | vaguely renmenber the nane.'

'He was Samms' public relations officer.'’

"Ch,' Mayor Love said.

"One thing you can be sure of: if Samms has started a club, it's worth joining if you can.'

"Did you find out anything about Copernicus Control?" Larry asked.

"No, nothing,' Mayor Love answered. 'There's nothing unusual in the Central File conmputer's
records that | could find. No one has nade a | ot of noney recently or obviously changed his
spendi ng habits.'

"All right. It's later than | expected, and |'mbeat,' Larry said. 'Let's wait and see what
happens at the Board of Directors neeting tomorrow. We should be able to tell where Harness
stands, and afterwards | can work down through the rest of the organization.'

A few nonments |later Lt. MQueen and Mayor Love parted. Neither knew that the Monday norni ng Board
of Directors neeting would never be held.

CHAPTER SEVEN

EMERGENCY!

The next nmorning Al Lewis sat at his station in Copernicus Control watching the digital clock at
the top of the console click off the seconds. Al was quiet for the noment. In two nore hours, at
0800, his shift would be over. Two hours seened |like forever. He | ooked over the edge of the

bal cony, where the operators sat, down into the tank. Thousands of colored lights blinked back
each representing sone object in the 60-foot, tri-dinmensional nodel of the Solar System It was
the I argest, nost conplete plotting tank in the Sol ar System outside the 300-foot unit at Sol arian
Pat rol Headquarters in The Hill. This Unit, however, was just for conmercial use.

Al pulled down the visor he was wearing and started the color filters cycling through it. Wth
each new color different lights in the tank sprang into prom nence. Normally, he didn't have time
to look into the tank itself. The edited information he wanted was directly displayed on his
console. During the first shift there were six operators to handle traffic. During the graveyard
shift there were two, because of the reduced |ocal activities. The tank was actually rarely used
except as a general reference and to inpress visiting firenmen

The filters continued to flick into place. He knew them by heart. Planets, asteroids, nanned
stations, unmanned stations, nanned conmercial spacecraft, manned nmilitary spacecraft, private
spacecraft, unmanned cargoes in orbit, meteoroids, navigational satellites..

Suddenly, Al Lewis had the feeling again of sonething being wong. But what?

The filters continued through all the major classification and then started at the beginning
again. And again. He shortened the cycle, elinmnating the obviously superfluous filters. A buzzing
in his ear indicated that soneone wanted to talk to him Wthout bothering to | ook at his board,
he pressed the busy switch

"The filters cycled again. Then he saw it. Over there! A meteoroid? There couldn't be a nmeteoroid
in that sector! It would be on his vision plate! Al Lewis turned, and called up the neteoroid

di splay. There was no sign of the neteoroid he had seen in the tank. He expanded the area where he
had seen it. Still nothing. He checked the tank, then his settings. Everything should be okay, but
where was that meteoroi d? He opened a line to the conputer

‘"l can see a neteoroid in the tank about 700,000 niles above Grinaldi. Wiy isn't it on ny

consol e?'

"Al'l neteoroids of over 10,000 cubic feet in volune are called directly to the attention of the
Director or Assistant Director of Copernicus Control. | have been instructed that operator
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cogni zance is not required,' the conputer answered.

"When and where is that one due to | and?

"It will land in 5 hours, 46 mnutes, inside the boundary of Copernicus Cty.'

" VHAT?!

The conputer repeated itself.

For a few nmonments Al Lewis was w thout words. He was conpletely at a loss as to what to say or do.
The Copernicus Control operators handl ed neteoroids, warning people of the 'weather' when snall
ones were involved, and the redirection of the larger ones. Adnmittedly, this was the |argest one
he had seen but why didn't they know about it? Wiy had the conputer been instructed to edit it
fromthe operator's plate? Sonething was wong! Horribly wong!

"Who did you tell about this neteoroid?

' The Acting Director of Copernicus Control, Jay Harness.'

"Who gave you the directive about operator cognizance?'

' The sane person.'

"What has he done about the neteoroid?

"I was informed that the Solarian Patrol has been notified and is taking care of the matter.'
"Who told you?'

'Jay Harness.'

"Did he call the Solarian Patrol ?'

"Yes.'

"What did he say?

"l have no record of that conversation.'

Wiy not ?'

"I was instructed not to nonitor it.'

"Who did he call?

' The Commandi ng OFficer, Solarian Patrol Tracking Network.'

‘I want to talk to himtoo. If he isn't available, I'lIl speak to whoever is avail able down there.’
Al Lewis directed the conputer. Changing to the intercom he told the other operator, 'I've got a
red hot energency. |I'mswi tching ny board operation over to you.'

The other operator tried to protest. Al cut himoff short.

Moments later, the S. P. Tracki ng Network Conmandi ng

O ficer cane on the visiphone. He turned Al over to the Network Tracking Oficer who directed Al's
call to the Chief Tracking Operator.

"Dan Di gby, Chief Tracking Oficer,' the nman answered.

"This is Copernicus Control. | need infornation on a neteoroid about 700,000 nil es above
Gimldi.'

"QRX, one second,' Chief Digby said, and pressed sonme buttons. 'All right, go ahead.'

"What is its present status? asked Al Lew s.

Chi ef Digby touched another button. 'You' re supposed to be handling it! We're scheduled to QRO you
at 0900.'

The vi si phone blurred a nonent as the Copernicus Control conputer cut in and queried the Sol ari an
Patrol Tracki ng Network Conputer directly over the video channel.

"What are we supposed to be doing? Al asked Chief Digby when the channel cleared for a few
nonment s.

"Your report said you're changing its path to a circumlunar orbit for a sal vage operation,' Chief
Di gby answered. ' Should we stand by?

The conputer broke into the conversation at this point. 'Yes! Stand by for an energency operation!
A deliberate effort to destroy Copernicus is indicated. | amin the process of notifying the Mayor
of Copernicus, the Director of Security and the Board of Directors. A state of extrene energency
exi sts!'

The vi si phone blurred again as the two computers conpared bl ocks of information.

Al Lewi s shrugged and said, 'Try and not stand by.'

The voi ce channel was apparently still operating because he heard Chief Digby say, 'I'll get a
status summary and check with you in a couple of mnutes. The only time a conputer broke in on ne
was during the Nevian War. Then the problemwent all the way up to the Conmi ssioner of Public
Safety.'

They broke off, |eaving the channel to the conputers.

Al Lewis | ooked at the clock at the top of his console. Forty-five mnutes had gone by. He
wondered for an instant how that could be possible, then he was rapidly explaining the situation
to Mayor Love.

* * %
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There was a cloud of pipe snoke around Capt. Ben Russell of the Capital ship, UET3AA Europa, as he
tal ked to Copernicus Control. 'It's obvious | don't have tine to divert the orbit of this
meteoroid so it doesn't hit Luna. Wiat do you want it to do, fall short or go over you?

The man on the plate started to protest that he hadn't examined all of the factors involved. At
the sane tine, the First Oficer reported that they were ready to clanp onto the neteoroid. Capt.
Russel | gave himthe high sign to continue without taking his eyes off the man on the plate.

"If you can't make the decision,' Capt. Russell said in a cold voice, "then let nme talk to soneone
who can. You have one minute to find that someone. Then I'll put that nmeteoroid down where | want
tol'

Qut si de, the spaceship's tractor beans clanped onto the neteoroid' s surface and the spaceship
started to spin around it. The surface had stopped with respect to the spaceship but the stars
wer e now spi nning. The maneuver was perforned so snoothly that there had been no perceptible
notion as the artificial gravity shifted.

Capt. Russell turned to the First Officer. 'M. Wbb, while we're waiting I want to slow the

rotation of that neteoroid as much as possible. | want full blast on as long a | ever as you can
get on it without either slipping or breaking up the surface.
He turned back to the plate. The sanme nman was still there. 'Who's your superior?

"He isn't here.'

"Who's his supervisor?

"No one knows where he is.

"Al'l right, you stupid bastards! Find soneone right now, or when | get down there | amgoing to
skin you alive! NOWCGET GONG' The Captain cleared the plate and turned again to his First
Oficer.

"M . Webb, who runs the show down there?

"The Mayor. | believe his nanme is Ron Love.'

" Thank you. M. Anderson, | want to talk to the Mayor of Copernicus.'

"Yes, sir,' the Comunications Oficer said.

Capt. Russell put the pipe back in his nouth. The snoke got thick as he waited. The plate lit up
with Mayor Love's face.

"Can | help you, Capt. Russell?

"I'"mgoing to have to drop this neteoroid somewhere. Copernicus Control can't decide where. | need
to know now or |I'mgoing to have to pick my own spot. And God hel p whoever's underneath it.'

"Hold on, I'lIl see what | can do," Myor Love said. He flipped on the intercom 'Get ne Copernicus
Control and Dr. Kelvin. Energency. Put it on conference call.

"The Chief Controller is already on the line,' the secretary answered. 'I'Il get Dr. Kelvin.'

The Chief Controller appeared on the visiphone. Mayor Love didn't bother with formalities. He
asked, 'Is there anyone in the area between here and Kepler?

‘I don't know, I'Il have to ...'

"FIND QUT! RI GHT NOW'

The Chief Controller's face di sappeared. Mayor Love addressed the captain and said; '| apol ogi ze

for the delay. It should hit the surface at as steep an angle as possible. That will ninimze the
secondari es.

"Dr Kelvin,' the secretary announced over the intercom As Dr. Kelvin's face appeared he said
"Yes, Ron?'" 'Is the Rodenbush-watchacallit screen working yet?

"Yes. We haven't finished cutting and coating the slots but the top surface is conplete.'

"Can we drop this nmeteor west of here?

"How far west can you get it?

' Captai n?'

"If you can decide in the next minute, about 100 niles.'

"No problemhere," Dr Kelvin reported. 'If the screen can't take the secondaries fromthat
di stance, it's no good any way.

"When will it hit?" Mayor Love asked Capt. Russell.

"Alittle less than an hour.'

The Chief Controller appeared again. 'l just checked.'

" And?'

"There's a man in the area.'

"You have half an hour to get himout,' said Mayor Love.

"Captain, drop it as far west of here as you can get it.'

' Thank you. W will stand by after inpact to render aid, 'if necessary,' the Captain replied, and
cleared his plate.

"M. Webb, we drop it short.'
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The First Oficer passed the conmand and the spaceship started doing a strange dance. It acted as
a retro-rocket when the nmeteoroid rotated it in front of the orbital path, and then turned
direction and tried to slow the rotation as the neteoroid noved it around behind. Slowy, the
rotation of the neteoroid was being stopped, and the retrofire lasted |onger. For 45 nminutes the
Europa struggl ed with the neteoroid.

"M. Webb. Prepare to go free. Set the automatics to release the tractors when we're 50 niles
above the surface. | want to depart at right angle to the lunar surface at about 60 niles per
second. Full screens.'

The First Oficer gave the necessary orders. As the nen in the control roomwatched the nain

pl ate, the nmeteor suddenly disappeared as the tractors were cut, and the spaceship, inertialess,
stopped and then receded fromthe |unar surface

A second passed.

In the nmoment of its striking the moon, the neteor seenmed to disappear, to nelt into the surface
The tremendous flash of intolerable heat and radiati on generated by its inpact was contai ned
between the two cl osing surfaces of the nmeteor and Luna. Underneath the meteor intranolecul ar
penetration of two materials changed solid rock fromsolid to vapor to the di sassociated particles
of a plasma in a tinme too short to neasure. The physical events were noving at the hyper-speed
that only seens to naturally occur with nuclear and astronom cal objects.

The cl oud of plasna generated by the inpact could not be |long bottled by the nmere physical inertia
of matter. In microseconds it was expanding. It was finding its way around the body of the mneteor.
Once released it expl oded outward, destroying everything in its volunme. Rending apart matter
itself into its component atom ¢ and nuclear particles. Now, on the surface of the noon where the
met eor struck, there appeared a brilliant, white-hot cloud of particles; a fireball. The automatic
intensity control on the spaceship's plates, which were focused on the inpact site, let themturn
whi te.

The cl oud of plasnma expanded and cool ed. The matter it contacted now vaporized. Lighter, nore
easily vaporized substances were | eached away, freeing the heavier objects. Boul ders, sonme
hundreds of feet across, were lifted and bl own, dripping nagma, outwards. There was a spider web
of vapor around the cloud as plasnma sped down faults in the lunar surface, and as objects trailing
vapor spread outward.

The cl oud of vapor expanded and cool ed. Rock was no |onger vaporized but was nelted and bl own
outward in liqueous drops of a stormthat would spread all around the |unar surface and outward
into space. Where the droplets turned to the surface, they would cool, and help formthe irregul ar
crust of bonded bits of rock. Gravel was picked up intact and hurled outward

The cloud of nmatter expl oded and cool ed. Speeds dropped and secondary collisions with the surface
occurred. A white nist of nmaterial was generated fromthe surface for hundreds of mles about the
i mpact, nmaking details seemfuzzy, as the surface was stirred.

Luna shuddered. The surface rock noved like the water of an ocean as literal waves in the surface
roll ed outward. Sel mal ogi cal bl ocks buckl ed. Copernicus was directly downstream of the storm Dr.
Kel vin's quake barriers dinnished the shock, but even so, the inhabitants knew they had been hit.
Those that could, hung onto whatever solid objects were at hand to steady thensel ves. Mayor Love
wat ched his desk go skittering conpletely across his office. Lt. McQueen watched t he shock-wave
flex the railing around the tank in Copernicus Control under its own weight.

For minutes the shockwaves continued. To the inhabitants of Luna they seened to go on forever

"M. Grant, you're 3° off course,' Capt. Russell addressed the pilot. The tone of his voice

i ndi cated he wasn't angry, just surprised. Since the exact course didn't matter at this point, he
mentioned it only to indicate that it had been observed. 'Stop, and hold this position relative to
Coper ni cus.

The bridge was silent as they sat, watched and waited.

Again Capt. Russell was weathed in snoke. After about 15 mi nutes he enptied out the remnainder of
the pipe load and started refilling. He lit up a second pipe, got confortable, and then: 'M.
Grant. Return the ship to a position about 500 miles directly above Copernicus. The screens are to
remain up. M. Webb, the men may return to their nornal duties. Have coffee sent up. We will wait
here.'

After an hour the Captain put in a call to Mayor Love. |I'm standing by. Have you any further need
for our services?

"No,' the Mayor answered. 'W seemto have weathered the storm W're still intact and can cl ean
up the ness ourselves. Thank you for a job well done.’

The Captain snmiled. 'Thank you. | hope the next tine we have a little nore notice so we can do a

better job. CQut.'
The plate cleared. The Captain drew deeply on his pipe.
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"M. Webb. Return the ship to Callisto.'

CHAPTER EI GHT

MOON PROSPECTOR

"Storm' the noon creeper said.

Pete MIler was buzzing along at five mles per hour, his tracked noon creeper follow ng the | ow
cliff wall on his right, through the Carpathians. He was on his way to Copernicus where he planned
to refuel for another prospecting trip. Behind the creeper two trailers followed, one containing
reserve supplies, and the other automatic nmapping and prospecting equi pnent such as magnet oneters,
radar topol ogical plotters, |aser-spectroscope sanplers, et cetera. The crevasse detector on the
boomin front of himhad not stopped the creeper for over half an hour

Pete was an old-timer. He had been a boy when G llespie diverted a couple of negabucks of public
funds to buy a Surplus rocket and outfit it to go to Mars. His reverie was broken by the voice of
the noon creeper.

" Copernicus reports a large neteor fell in the plain about one hundred niles west of them They
advise all vehicles to head for cover,' it said.

"This cliff mght have enough height to protect us,' Pete said.

"My profile mapper indicates that that spot is the best place along the cliff,' the creeper said.
Si nul t aneously a marker of bright |ight appeared on the cliff face about five hundred yards ahead
and the creeper turned toward it. As they crossed the pass to the point of relative safety, both
the prospector and the noon creeper were silent. They were waiting for the secondary neteorites
thrown up by the first neteor to begin to fall. Having a range of fairylike nmountains between them
and the meteor had protected them fromimedi ate showers, but eventually the stuff with a
ballistic trajectory high enough to clear the range between them woul d begin to cone down. \Wen it
did, it would come down hard!

Three mnutes later the creeper and its carriers were pulled up under the protecting wall of the
cliff in a conpact little group

"That isn't rmuch of an overhang,' Pete said.

"No, but it is the best within twenty minutes travel,' the noon creeper answered. 'Also the
profile of the ridge above the cliff protected us about a mnute extra before the first of the
shower hit us.

Even as the creeper spoke a nunber of small puffy clouds appeared in the pass. They rose fromthe
surface and then seened to evaporate. The edge of the clouds crept closer with each passing
nmoment. QOccasionally the ground shook

" Copernicus reports that all four western entrances are bl ocked!' the creeper reported.

Pete | ooked at the cloud and said, 'That nust have been a hell of a big one! How could the
entrances be bl ocked? They have a fifty-foot overhang of twelve-inch reinforced concrete!"’

"They were apparently directly downstream of the storm They've had slides, and |l ots of stuff

ski pping in. Entrances Nunber 2 and 3 even have the air4ock door destroyed.

"How long to dig out?

"Three or four days if they have to dig out fromthe inside, four hours fromthe outside. They're
checki ng prospectors for digging tools ... No luck. They're going to send a digging party out the
north pass and around. They give the stormanother fifteen mnutes,' the creeper reported.

"Are the emergency cashes intact?

"Yes, so far. But they may not be accessible.’

* * %

The storm had reached its peak intensity and was now visibly dying. The nearest portion was still
one hundred feet distant, but small bits of splashed material nade little splattering noises as
they hit the sides of the noon creeper. Fortunately there was only sand in the area.

Pete was getting nervous, as he usually did during a storm He started to get up, thought better

of it, and then deliberately relaxed. 'I've been in tighter situations than this,' he told

hi nsel f. Somehow that seened rather uninportant. After an age be glanced at the clock. Ten nore
m nutes. Inpatiently he said, 'Wll, while we're sitting here, let's transfer supplies.
Transferring supplies was still a manual job. The automatic | oadi ng equi prent needed was too big

and expensive for a small operation like this.

It took Pete all of two nminutes to get into the light-arnored vacuum suit and to check it out.
Anot her two m nutes was spent punping the cabin air into the recycle tanks. Another m nute and
Pete was craw ing along the creeper's treads, next to the wall of the cliff, toward the creeper's
tender. A junp and he was on the tender's treads. He undogged a port in the side of the tender
swung the eight-inch thick door back, and plugged in the hoses that trailed behind himto the noon
creeper; Reaching past the hose connections, Pete pulled out a suitcase of frozen food.
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"l hope they packed something in this one besides peanut butter sandw ches,' he said. H s cynicism
was | ost on the noon creeper. Pete returned. The hoses woul d automatically decouple and follow him
when the refueling was conpl ete.

Back inside the creeper things were quiet as usual. 'So nuch for that nonth's work,' Pete said as
he shoved the frost-covered suitcase into its storage place. The noon creeper didn't coment. A
few minutes later they started noving.

"l gather our present plans are to continue back to Copernicus and help dig out one of the west
entrances?’

"No, the work crew can handl e that. Copernicus Control has directed us to delay and conti nue our
current prospecting programuntil we're called back,' the noon creeper answered.

Pete sighed. He was anticipating a week end in Copernicus. Now there is sone question whet her
Harvey Reinfield got under cover in time,' the noon creeper continued. 'He was about one hundred

m | es northwest of here, at Mayer A. No one can raise his creeper.'

"Harv?'
"The satellite will check himin about three m nutes.’
"Damm! Tap their picture when they get it. | want to see it,' Pete said.

"W are the closest party to himin this area, so we will probably be asked to investigate,' the
nmoon creeper said.

Pete | eaned over the control console waiting for the new satellite picture. 'Harv's probably just
got comunications trouble. |Is his tender's enmergency transmtter going?

"No.

"So either both he and his tender got caught in something together, or he's OK.'

A fewmnutes later the strip map was replaced by a television picture fromthe satellite. Rapidly
the canera found the trail leading into Mayer A, and then followed a particular pair of tracks.
They ended in a pile of rubble at the inside face of the crater cliff. The tender and anot her
carrier were a couple hundred feet away. Pete snorted.

"Can the satellite pick up Harv's interphone?

"Yes, Copernicus Control is trying to break in.'

'Break in? Pete asked.

In answer to Pete's question the noon creeper switched in the radio systemdirect. A string of
profanity was being transmtted. Pete was surprised, and then he sniled as he recogni zed Harv's
voi ce, and settled down to wait for it to stop. He noted several new words and nmade a nental note
to ask Harv about theml| ater

A couple of mnutes later there was a tenporary lull and Copernicus Control was so ill advised as
to ask what happened. After detailing the controller's incestuous ancestory, the answer cane.
' What do you think happened? | got caught in this ... slide!'

"l noticed sonething of the sort. Are you in trouble?" asked Copernicus Control innocently.

* * %

There was a long silence as Harv assinilated the inplications of the question. He finally said,
"I"'d like to tell you to take a running junp, but it happens that I'min trouble and I do need

hel p.' There was a | ong pause during which Copernicus Control kept silent. 'l was spiraling out of
Mayer A when | saw a flash reflected fromthe north wall. | stopped figuring that the ri mwould
give me some protection. A couple of nminutes later the slide started. | tried to get out of its
way, but didn't make it. It took off ny antennas, treads, and ny shield. I'mnow |lying on ny side,
completely buried. | have three weeks' food and air, with no apparent |eaks,' Harv reported.

"Pete MIler has been listening in,' Copernicus Control said. 'Wuat equipnent will you need to dig
the biggest nouth on the noon out of his rockpile, Pete?

"What ?' Harv said.

"Rel ax, Harv,' Pete said. 'W'Il all do our best to extricate you fromthis trouble your stupid

| ack of judgenment got you into.

"What do you nean bi g-mouth and stupi d?' shouted Harv.

"It looks like I"'mgoing to need a full range of digging equipnent,' Pete continued, ignoring
Harvey, 'starting with blasters, and working down to needl e sanplers. Sone jacks, a portable spy-
ray, be sure to include a shadow magnetoneter, blast shields, a small tractor beam sonething to
haul the creeper back on, since it's too expensive to abandon ..

"HmMmm!' said Harv.

' Some sheets of plastic and adhesive, a couple of twenty- or thirty-foot steel wecking bars,
cable, a couple snmall w nches, -a dozen expl osive anchors, a portable crevasse bridge. Mke that
two bridges,' Pete said. 'Any idea how deep you are, Harv?

"Not hing but rock in sight,' Harv answered.

"Have | forgotten anything? Pete asked.
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'Yeah,' Harv answered. 'A flask of brandy for the poor victim'

"I'll send the stuff around after our digging party. | think they've already left. Were do you
want to pick it up? asked Copernicus Control

"If it takes only four hours to dig out the first entrance, it'll be just about as fast to send it
out that way. That'll also give ne tine to get out to Mayer A and survey the situation. Then | can
ask for anything else | may need. | can also check the trail from Mayer L on out for any new
chasms or slides, which neans that the man bringing the stuff out will be able to travel nost of
the trail at high speed. I'll need about twenty-four hours plus to get out to Harv, and the first
entrance should be open at about the sanme tine.'

"W figure twenty-eight hours fromnow, plus or minus an hour,' Copernicus Control said.

"I't'"lIl take about twenty-two to twenty-four hours after the entrance is open for himto get to
Mayer A. By the way, Harv,' Pete asked puzzled by a sudden thought, 'what were you doi ng out at
Mayer A? It's already been surveyed a couple of tines.
"Can't tell you, Pete. Ask the Mayor,' answered Harv.
"I'"ve got other work to do. WIIl check back | ater. Bye,
Pet e and Harv.

"What the hell goes on here?' Pete said. He sat in front of the tel evision screen where the noon
creeper again displayed a strip nap of the area. This was a surprise! Soneone, naybe the Myor of
Coper ni cus, had sone reason for getting Harv out to Mayer A in such a hurry that no one had
bothered to provide himw th a cover story. Actually, a nonment's reflection told Pete, there would
normal |y be no reason for a cover story. No one except Harv, the Mayor, and Copernicus Contro

need know anything about the trip. It was only because of the neteorite stormand the accident
that anyone el se knows even now, Pete thought. At this point they can't say much over the radio,
but they can send soneone special out with the digging equi pnent. They will probably suggest a
story to Harv. They would not have to say much. Harv was nighty fast on the uptake, and could spin
out a yarn with the best of them Except Harv wasn't anything el se or anyone el se than Harvey
Reinfield. Ch well, Pete shrugged to hinself, it will all come out. That a secret exists is half
the secret.

The noon creeper was already on the road. They had started out when the stormquit.

"Tune nme in on any conversati on between Copernicus, the Control, or anyone, and Harv,' Pete
ordered. 'l want to listen in, not a synopsis.'

* * %

It was a tired Mayor who turned off his visiphone. The western entrances had not been covered by

t he Rodebush Bergenholmfield, and, in spite of the overhanging roofs of reinforced concrete,
every one of them had been bl ocked by the storm of secondaries fromthe neteor. The Sout her nnost
entrance had been conpletely denolished by a single, gigantic boul der that had smashed the roof,
airlock, tunnel entrance, and no one knew how nany feet of tunnel into a pile of rubble. One of
the new bl aster battery sites, just over the rim had been severely danaged. Mst of the Earthside
Conmuni cati ons' antennas had been knocked down. That was no great concern, since 'they were

hori zontal arrays a few feet above ground | evel. Quake damage inside the city had occurred. Rog
Philips' crews were at work on that. No one had been killed, though many injuries were reported.
Property danage was relatively mnor, though it probably didn't seemthat way to those who had
sustained it.

Consi dering what night have happened, Mayor Love decided that all in all it had been a very
successful denonstration and test.

Hi s thoughts were interrupted by a call fromLarry MQueen

"Hi Larry. Way no i mage?

"I"'musing ny belt communicator,' Larry answered. 'I'mon nmy way to UraniumInc. at Fauth. Thought
I'd pass along sone news before | got outside. When | |eft Copernicus Control they had a
prospector nanmed Harv Reinfield buried in a slide out at Mayer A |s that the nan working for us?
"Yes.'

"OK. Have Security run a check on another prospector naned Pete MIler. Pete's going Qut to survey
the situation and help Harv, if he can. He needs tools but can't get themuntil a west entrance is
opened. The Port of Entry Division has organi zed a work party. They're going around through the
North Pass. They shoul d have the entrance clear in about a day.

"Why don't they use a Moorpark tractor ship to open an entrance? It could pull off the roof,
debris and all.'

"Dr. Kelvin won't rel ease one until the slots are deep enough to suit him That quake really got
to him He estimated that he lost alnost a half nmillion credits in damaged equi prent at Moor park
to say not hi ng about manpower. And | can see his point. That neteor was a hundred nmiles away. He's
bal anci ng the | oss of Copernicus agai nst the inconveni ence of a prospector who's stuck, but can

Coperni cus Control broke in and cut off
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survive until he's dug out.'

"Hhm | just let the Europa | eave. They coul d have done both jobs,' Ron commented. He shrugged.
"I"l'l let things proceed as they are.

"Any trace of Harness yet?

'No. None. He's disappeared conpletely. One of the nen from Fauth, one of the ones who had

di sappeared, and we hadn't found, took a spaceship to Tellus early this norning.'

"You didn't get hin®

"No. Hanovich thought they had all escaped through the Sanctuary. He didn't put out arrest
warrants on them so by the tine anyone caught the name, the man had arrived at NYC and was gone.
' That sounds |ike nore proof that the neteor wasn't an accident,' Larry conmented. 'They kept us
busy and then got out at the |ast nonment. Keep Hanovich | ooking for Harness, though.'

'"Right. The next one won't get away.'

"Well, | doubt if any agents are left. The | ast one probably left when it appeared the neteor
woul d be successful. They may be comi ng back, though. Have Security give all new entrants ... no,
all entrants, new or old, a thorough check. Do you know i f Hanovi ch checked those gumndrops?
"Qundrops?' Ron asked, puzzled.

"Giffin's group |left behind sone rather unusual itens. Hanovich nade a |ist of them but hadn't
checked them out. Gundrops were one of the itens.

"I'd like to see that list. It might give ne an i dea about what we're up against.'

' See Hanovich,' Larry said. 'Also call Harv Reinfield and tell himto keep qui et about his job.

Renenber that you'll be broadcasting and may be nonitored. OK?
"Right.'

' See you tonorrow when | get back.'

' Good hunting.'

The nmoon creeper woke Pete up a few hours | ater as Copernicus was calling Harvey Reinfield. The
conversati on went about as expected.

"Harvey, this is Ron Love,' the Mayor of Copernicus said. 'Did you find anything?

"No,' answered Harvey.

"Pete MIler should be out there in about twenty hours. You can tell himanything when you talk to
hi m over the interphone.

"Anyt hing,' Pete noted, neaning anything except the truth, and the interphone bit was so the
peopl e back home could make up a story accordingly. The normally private conversation over the
moon creeper radi os woul d be picked up and rel ayed by the satellite.

"COK, I'll see what | can do,' answered Harv and signed off.

Pete started to go back to sleep, and then said to the creeper, Remind ne in the norning to ask
for a bunch of floodlights, when | talk to Copernicus Control. | see we got around the ridge. Are
we on the track out to Mayer yet?

"W will be on the trail in half an hour,' answered the noon creeper

"Wake me if we hit any new | arge crevasses,' Pete said and went back to sl eep

CHAPTER NI NE

SURVEI LLANCE

The Copernicus Spaceport was closed during the nmeteor's inmpact The first spaceship to be all owed
to land at the space port after the inpact did so because of its enmergency status. It had lifted
off fromTellus. A few nonents later its conmunications officer reported to Copernicus Contro
that a passenger had had a heart attack. Since Copernicus on Luna was the nost convenient |ow
gravity port equi pped to handle the situation, the spaceship returned there and pre-enpted al
other traffic.

The spaceship | anded on a dock in the crater. The dock, refrigerators, shielding and all, |owered
inits shaft, down into a subsurface chanmber. Airtight, reinforced concrete and alloy steel doors
cl osed over the top of the shaft. The dock was pressurized and an anbul ance transporter entered
the inner chamber froma large airlock. A ranp |lowered fromthe space ship and the vehicle drove
up into the hold, where a snall group of people were waiting. The driver got out.

"You' re Dwai no?' one man addressed him

"Yes.'

"W're fortunate you hadn't |eft when they discovered the meteoroid,’ he said, and introduced the
others. "This is the patient.' He gestured toward a man on a stretcher. 'W're the nenbers of his
party. His mstress, his bodyguard/valet, and |I'm his personal physician. W drop the other two in
the work party going around the crater to open the west entrances,' he said, gesturing to the two
vacuum sui ted nenbers of the group
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They | oaded the anbul ance and left. A few ninutes |ater the dock was cleared, the air in it punped
back into its reservoir and the spaceship returned to the surface. It left.

The anbul ance foll owed the nmaze of underground tunnels beneath the | anding area. It passed through
airtight doors, which opened and closed automatically in its path, and finally through a fina
airlock to the surface. It crossed a thousand yards of surface and then was under the roof of the
mai n entrance to Copernicus wall. Here the work party was marshalling for its trip around through
the North Pass. The anbul ance stopped and waited for equipnent in the entrance's airlock to nove
out .

The two vacuum suited nen, who had been riding outside the vehicle, got off. Mnutes later they
were volunteering their services to the work party foreman. Short-handed; he i medi ately put them
to work.

The ambul ance continued through the airlock to Custons.

The Custons officers were very thorough. They unl oaded the anbul ance, coll ected passports and
processed the menbers of the party. Automatic nmachi nery processed the baggage and anmbul ance. The
passports were returned with a magnetic identification/credit card and the anbul ance rel oaded.

Just before the driver closed the airtight door, a Custons O ficer |eaned over the vehicle and
asked, 'Headed for the Hospital ?'

"Yes.'

The Customs O ficer thunped the surface of the ambul ance. The sound covered the click of a magnet
attaching itself. 'Good, I'll call ahead and tell themyou' re on your way.

The anbul ance pul | ed out.

* * %

The foll owi ng norni ng when the Mayor arrived at his office, Lt. Larry McQueen was waiting. They
went inside.

"Uraniumlnc. was a dead end,' Larry said as he sat down. '| talked to the plant superintendent.
He told ne that the Giffin group arrived on a special spaceship. No point of origin given. They
had special company badges. It seens that Uraniumlnc. has this special group of inspectors, who
are not to be questioned nor interfered with, on pain of imediate dism ssal. They conmandeered a
transporter of their own and nost of them canme here. Those renmi ni ng behind at Fauth were
secretive, and isolated thenselves fromthe rest of the personnel there. They made a nunber of
trips back and forth. The |last was that one Sunday norning. They |left on another special, non-
conpany shi p.

"At ny request the superintendent called the Tellurian office. They couldn't hel p. The badge
nunbers he reported hadn't been issued. Their security personnel promi sed to investigate and

report any results to The Hill, for what that's worth. | checked their quarters. Conpletely clean
Not hi ng. "

Larry shrugged and changed the subject. 'How did you nake out with MIIler and Reinfield?
"Reinfield said he hadn't found anything,' Ron answered. '| don't know whether to believe himor
not.'

"When will he be dug out?

" About a week.'

"What !’

"The first west entrance won't be open until late this after noon. It'll take a day or so to get a
creeper with equi pnent out there. A couple nore to salvage his creeper. Then a day to get back
here and get another creeper.’

"W can't wait a week!' Larry said. 'Can't you use a transporter instead of a creeper and speed

t hi ngs up?'

"Atransporter's too light to pull the | oad of digging equipnent.'

"Look, let's suppose for a nmonent that that meteor had been successful,' Larry argued. 'About now
the Sol arian Patrol Tracking Network would be working like nmad trying to handl e the comercia
operations of the Solar Systemon top of their normal working |oad. Normally, they just nonitor
them' Larry shook his head. 'It would be at |east a week before things were under control. If it
were necessary to include Gand Fl eet maneuvers during that period, it would be the biggest ness
you ever saw. So that neans that whatever they're planning will come this week, probably within
the next couple of days. They'll either try something el se on Copernicus or have to neet the G and
Fl eet on nore equal terns.

"Now | et's suppose tonorrow Copernicus is attacked and sonehow destroyed. Let's further suppose
these outsiders find the noon base first. UraniumlInc. or sone other infiltrated conmpany woul d
make a "mneral discovery" near it. Space ships would bring in "mning equipnent”. There would be
no i nspection, Copernicus Control would be gone and the other sector controls, if not gone too,
woul d be too busy to handle this sector properly. Wthin a nonth there could be a secret base,

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....iam%20B.%20%20Ellern%20-%20New%20Lensman.txt (36 of 80) [10/15/2004 2:31:41 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%620William%620B.%20%20E! | ern%20-%20N ew%20L ensman.txt

arnmed and ready, here within a quarter mllion niles of Tellus.

"Harv has to find that base now, as soon as possible, so the Patrol can at least watch it,' Larry
concluded. 'A week is too long to wait. They' ve probably already got an alternate plan of attack
or sonething else in the works for us.

The Mayor was inpressed by Larry's outburst. Larry had not given himthe inpression of being a
person who cries 'WIf!' wthout good reason, consequently he gave the nmatter serious

consi derati on.

"I wonder ...' Ron said after a few nmonents thought. 'We have one of the original npboncars in our
museum Just a mnute.' He flipped on the intercom 'Mrgurite, get nme JimPatton.'

A few nonments |ater he was explaining to Patton that he wanted to use the vehicle. 'Can it be put
in operating order?

The curator of the nuseum was scandalized. 'It is in operating order!' he replied.

' Good, when can | get it?

"You'll have to fill out a tenporary |oan request, submt it to the cormittee on ...’

"I"'mthe Mayor! You fill out the forml And jamit through your own conmittee. |I'Il send someone
over in an hour to pick it up. And it better be ready or you'll be wondering where your funds went

next quarter,' Ron said, and turned the visiphone off. He | ooked at Larry, rel axed, and sml ed.

' The whole damm world is form happy. Sonetines | wonder if anyone here does anything el se. Sonmeone
in the nooncar can take a load out to Mayer A in about eight hours. They can dig out Harv, give

hi mt he moboncar and finish the job of digging out the creeper at their leisure. MIler's creeper
can bring everything back. 1'll pick a good man to take the nmooncar out.'

'Good. Were you able to get any action out of Hanovich on the lists?

"He prom sed ne an updated list the first thing this norning.

"G 17

"Yes?' the flat voice of the office conputer answered.

‘"I's an updated list of objects fromthe Giffin group available in Central Files?

"Yes.'

"Display the top sheet,” Ron instructed the conmputer, and | ooked at the plate on his desk. 'Larry,
your name is on the access list. Wuld you |ike a copy?

"Yes.'

A nonment | ater Ron handed Larry a reproduced copy of the list. Larry read rapidly through it. It
was considerably shorter than either of the previous two lists. Mich of the requisitioned materia
had been found and all of the itenms | eft behind had been exani ned.

"I see that the gundrops were plastic explosive,' Larry said, |ooking up. 'A rather odd one,
though. | missed a couple of other itens. May | exam ne the critical points lists you asked for at
the Board of Directors neeting?

"Definitely, but let's get you squared away with the Central File conputer,' Ron said.

The Mayor opened a special computer file for Larry. The conputer made copies of Larry's handprints
for conparison with previously held data fromhis identification/credit card. It requested certain
addi ti onal personal data and then had Larry select an identification phrase as his personal key to
classified material and other closed files. A second phrase was chosen that would close of f access
to all sensitive information and alert Security that the person using it was an inposter, or under
duress, or in need of their aid.

"It's an innovation Hanovich came up with,' Ron said, when Larry commented on it. 'Handprints can
be copied and identification phrases can be tortured out of people. This gives the victima chance
to warn us and let us know he has been ki dnapped or whatever, and gives us a chance to catch the
substitute. It's too bad we didn't use it earlier.

At Larry's request the Central File conputer also assigned hima shielded, blocked office in Cty
Hall to use. He went there, after |eaving the Mayor, and spent the rest of the norning studying
lists and checking the computer files. He noticed Rog Philips' annotations on the critical points
list, and called him

* * %

When Pete woke up they were traveling on the Northwest Trail. He checked tine and position. There
had not been any new changes to the trail so far, other than a few mnor neteor holes. He was
tenpted to have the noon creeper step up the speed, but then he would he running faster than his
crevasse detector could stop him Better safe than dead. Instead he instructed the creeper to

"whi stle up Copernicus Control.'

" Copernicus Control," the man on duty answered.

"This is Pete MIler on ny way to Mayer A to dig out Harvey Reinfield,' Pete said. 'In the
suppli es you send out, add a dozen or so floodlights with stands.'

"l gather you expect that it will take nore than a week to dig himand the creeper out?
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Coperni cus Control said

"Yeah, it depends on the size of the slide, and how deep he is.

"OK.' said Copernicus Control. 'Suppose we al so send out an i nch-wormrescue tube?

"A what?' asked Pete

"An inch-wormrescue tube. You've seen the digging machi nes used to nmake the tunnels here at
Coperni cus. They dig a pilot hole, clanp onto the sides of it, and pull the big cutting face up to
the rock wall. When the big cutting face catches up to the pilot hole, the little cutter uses the
big machine's mass to cut another pilot hole in the rock. It's called an inch-worm because it inch-
wornms its way through the rock, see?

'Yeah,' said Pete.

"Wll, this is a miniature version of the big digger. It drags a slick plastic tube behind it. On
earth they use teflon. Here the rock is below -100° F so we have to use Slipon. Teflon begins to
cold flow. It's used to supply air to trapped miners. Goes through rock like a bat out of you know
where,' Copernicus Control said.

"But Harv is buried in |oose rock,' said Pete.

"It has a special spiked head for that,' Copernicus Control explained. 'It'll dig all the faster.
'K, any other gadgets | haven't heard of ?' asked Pete.

' Nope, call nme when you get to Mayer A,' Copernicus Control said.

" How cone you don't use a full-sized digging machine to get the entrances clear? Pete asked.

"It would take too long to westle one up to an entrance,' canme the answer. 'They are all down
south clearing out a new |l ab."'

"Right. Thanks. Bye,' Pete said and signed off.

* * %

"How I ong is the period between observing satellites? Pete asked the nmoon creeper a little while
| ater.

' They overlap,' the noon creeper said.

"How cone there was a delay yesterday in talking to Harv?' asked Pete.

"The sl ope of Mayer A's walls is such that it takes about eight minutes after the first satellite
goes down until the next satellite rises fromthe horizon to see down inside it,' was the answer.
'Can we nanage to be passing Harvey's carrier while neither satellite is watching? Pete asked.
The creeper was silent for a monent while calculating arrival tines and satellite transitions.
"Yes,' was the answer. 'if we speed up another tenth of a mle per hour, there are no slides on
the trail near the crater, and if we have no trouble getting over the rimof the crater.’

"OK, arrange it so we are just passing Harv's carrier as we go out of sight of the satellite. |
want to check inside w thout having anyone | ooking over ny shoulder while I'mdoing it,' Pete
said. 'After we check it, we hustle over to the slide and make tut-tut noises with Harv until the
di ggi ng equi pnent arrives.

* * %

Traversing into a crater is a particularly ticklish operation. The inside edge of a crater is
usual ly snooth, circular, and steep. The outside is usually sonmewhat rough and not so steep. if
the height fromthe outside to the rimof a crater is considered one unit of distance, the depth
fromthe rimto the bottomis about three units, and the dianmeter is about twelve units. The walls
are over 45° in slope near the rim Pete's nmoon creeper clinbed the outer wall, started around the
rimpicking up speed, and then dropped inside. It spiraled down the steep face until it could stop
wi t hout sliding.

"W are right on schedule,' the nmoon creeper reported to Pete. Pete was suited up ready to get
Qut. The noon creeper reported the satellite out of sight and stopped at Harvey's carrier al nost
simul taneously. Pete got out and junped to the carrier. He unlatched the top, and activated the
jacks. The top lifted and Pete spent a nminute |ooking at the insides. After the initial surprise,
he examined it with extrene care. He nmade certain there were no nechanisns attached to the lid
whi ch m ght | eave evidence that it had been opened. There were none. He went back to the noon
creeper, got a spare control unit, and exchanged it for Harvey's. He noted the information on the
naneplate of the 'carrier,' and then closed the lid.

Pet e was back inside the noon creeper with mnutes to spare. The cabin was re-pressurized, and as
Pete stripped off the vacuumsuit he said, 'Get noving at high speed toward the slide. W've got
some apparent time to pick up. As soon as | get this suit off, contact Harv. Can you handle a

SP/ RFU- 167"

"Yes, that's part of our back-ground instructions,' answered the noon creeper

"Your auxiliary channel two is connected to one. That so-called carrier out there is a Solarian
Patrol remote fighting unit. Wiatever Harv was doing, he was really | oaded for bear! That
"carrier' could have been square in the path of the slide, and not a rock touch it!' Pete said.
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"Suit's off and stashed.

"Here is Harvey,' the npon creeper announced.

"H, Harv. Quite a rockpile you' ve got there!’

"Hmmmnl Stupid huh!' answered Harvey.

"Cone off it, Harv. You know we didn't nean it when we ki dded you. |If you were so stupid, you
woul dn't have survived to becone an old-tiner,' Pete answered

"Go on...'

"What do you nean?

"It's nice to hear sonething conplinentary about yourself, even if it is |eft-handed,' answered
Harv.

'"So you're kind, brave, obedient, reverent, thoughtful, clean, honest, and true, and everyone byes
you all to pieces. OK?' Pete said.

"Nut s!'’

"Any idea where in the slide you are?' asked Pete.

" No. "

"Creeper, plot his radio direction. We'll have you pinpointed in a couple of mnutes,' Pete said.
The creeper ran along the edge of the slide for several nminutes while Pete and Harv conti nued

t al ki ng.

"Indications are that you are about as near to the center of the slide as you can get. You're
about three hundred feet back fromthe nearest edge, and maybe about forty-five feet down, give or
take a couple of feet in any direction. Wien the equi pment gets here I'Il be able to | ocate you
closer with the portable spy-ray. Is the satellite up yet? Pete said.

'Yes,' answered the creeper

' Show them our view of the slide, and tell themto hurry it up,' Pete said.

' Copernicus Control wants to talk to you,' said the creeper

'"OK. Put themon,' Pete said.

"W were listening to you when you placed Harv's location in the slide. It |ooks like you just
have to cut through to himand drag himout,' said Copernicus Control

"Not quite. We lucked out in that he isn't at the bottomof the slide, but it still isn't quite
that sinmple. I'Il talk technique when | have sone equipnment to work with. |Is the equipnent on its
way yet?' Pete asked.

'No, you've got another two hours before the entrance is cleared,' answered Copernicus Control
"Then there's not nmuch | can do except to survey the slide on foot, and try to figure out how
we're going in after Harv,' Pete said.

"We'll call back when the entrance is open,' Copernicus Control said and signed off.

During the following hours Pete explored the slide and the area where the slide started. He saw
not hi ng except a junble of rock. Copernicus Control called to announce that the equi pnent was on
its way. Pete estimated cutting tines, equipnment placenment, talked to Harv and sl ept.

* * %

It took the work party a day of steady traveling to get to the blocked, western entrance. It was

| ocated within a thousand yards of the slot being cut around Copernicus. The work party had
bypassed the nort hnost entrance for this one nearer the city. Tractor beam projectors on trailers
were anchored in place. In a few mnutes they were being used to nove the debris out of the
entrance. As soon as access was obtained, nen with cutters were renoving the battered nmetal of the
airlock. Both the inner and outer doors had been danaged beyond any possible repairs. The inpact
of the secondary neteorites had been so violent that the surface sheets of netal were bent outward
in the direction the rocks had come from typical of hypersonic inpact. Rocks were renoved from

i nside the airlock. Then the inner doors and damaged facilities behind the airlock were renoved.
The airless tunnel was now open to the slot, where nore debris and a cave-in was renoved. Ahead
was an airtight door which had been nodified into a second airlock on the other side of the slot.
This second airl ock woul d now becone the main airlock of this tunnel. There had been no rea

danger to Copernicus. Airtight doors were |ocated about every thousand feet in the tunnel. They
closed autonmatically at any drop of pressure.

Waiting in the tunnel beyond the danage was a noon-car, a wheel ed vehicle built to step over
obstacles. It looked like a tincan with two pairs of tandem wheels supporting each side. Each pair
of wheel s, one behind the other, was connected to a short beam The beam was pivoted to the side
of the vehicle so the entire wheel unit could rotate through a conplete circle. At the nonent each
wheel unit was partially rotated so only four wheels of the eight were touching the ground, giving
the inmpression of the noboncar being up on tiptoe.

Two nmen left the work crew and clinbed the short |adder to the airlock in the rear of the vehicle.
A few minutes later one of the nen returned to the work crew. Inside the other had disconnected
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the electronic brain controlling comunications and had the driver at gun point.

As soon as the way was clear, the nooncar with its trailers noved out and started on the Northwest
Trail, out toward the crater Mayer. About 40 miles along the trail the nmooncar stopped to 'check
the trailers'. No one noticed the body dunped into a small crater and covered with rocks. The new
driver continued on his way.

"What happened to your buddy?' the foreman asked the man who had renmi ned behind.

"Ch, he's around sonewhere,' the man said, shrugged, and nodded toward the cleared entrance to
Copernicus. 'Do you mind if | go back in?

"Sure. W&'re about done here. A transporter will be going into Copernicus in about 15 mnutes. The
next crew can take care of the other entrances.'

* * %

"The single, nost critical point of attack in Copernicus is the travel tunnel system' Rog Philips
said. He and Larry stood at the entrance to a netal vault watching a group of men work on an

enor nous Bergenhol minertia-neutralizing generator. 'It represents a danger to the city even under
normal circunstances. The travel tunnels |lie underneath the whole city. They're surrounded by
100, 000 cubic yards of plastic and netal, the tunnel liner, which is held inertialess. You can

i magi ne what woul d happen if suddenly that material's original inertia were restored and it took
of f upward at 30 miles per second. The travel tunnels would slice through Copernicus |ike a razor-
sharp cutter slicing a potato into french fries.

"W've taken extensive precautions to nmininize the danger. There are three Bergenhol ms producing
the state of inertial essness. Each is capabl e of maintaining the whol e system al one. Each uses
city power but also has its own auxiliary power source. Each is in a different [ocation, wdely
separated fromthe others. Each is installed in a double |ocked tine vault, one of the keys to
which is normally only in the possession of the Directors of Mintenance, Security, and the Myor
Each vault faces a different direction, away fromthe city. Giffin's men have gained entry to
each of the vaults for "routine maintenance". |'ve concentrated the efforts of my repair crew on
this unit. It has been conpletely checked out. Mke,' Rog called the foreman of the crew over
"MKke, will you tell Lt. MQueen what you found.

"Yes,' Mke said. 'W found an explosive bolt installed in a critical assenbly of the Bergenhol m
and explosive mixed with the fuel of the auxiliary power supply. The explosive bolt could be

expl oded at any tine by sending the proper signal over the power |ines. The auxiliary power supply
woul d have been destroyed within a few mnutes any tine it was used. W're ready to close the
vault and start on the next one.’

'Go ahead,’ Rog Philips said.

The inner vault door was closed. The first key locking it was renoved. A ninute |later the green
radi ance of a wall shield covered the door. Then the outer doors were closed and the second key

| ocki ng them renoved.

"When the outer door is opened, the wall shield goes down for one minute,' Rog Philips explai ned
"After that it goes down for one mnute each hour. The wall shield is capable of wthstandi ng any
known portabl e weapon and we' ve changed | ocks so there's no chance of Giffin or any of his people
getting in.

Larry | ooked around the |arge room conpletely surrounding the vault so it could be inspected from
all sides except the bottom He noticed television cameras on the walls but didn't comment on
them instead he asked, 'Sounds |ike you should check the power systemfor some way it could be
di srupt ed?’

"Yes,' Rog answered, 'but where? The nmain generators? The distribution systen? The sub-stations?
It's a big system W've isolated the main generators and |I've nen checking the distribution
system but nothing's turned up yet. W' ve checked, and replaced the fuel supplies of all the
standby power systens as soon as we found this one contam nated.'

Larry's belt buzzed. 'Yes?' he answered.

"This is Col. Hanovich. Wuld you come to Security? | think we've found sone nore aliens.'

"I''l'l be right there,' Larry answered.

* * %

A tall, shapely blonde wonman stood in front of a mirror putting on eye nakeup. A nile away a 3-

di nensi onal image of her stood in front of Lt. Larry McQueen doing the same thing.

The nane of the door of the roomhe was in had said Surveillance. The woman was inside on a | ow
stage in the center of the room wth projectors and consoles around it. Three security officers
sat at the consoles operating the controls, watching and |istening.

' The Custons O ficer was suspicious so he put a tracer on the anbul ance,' Hanovich said. He was
standing a little behind Larry and to one side. 'W followed themto the hospital and then to the
hotel. They spent the night in the Consular Suite.
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The wonman stepped back and turned her head fromside to side, surveying her work critically. She
started maki ng slight changes.

"Who is she? Larry asked.

"She's registered as Jan Vierliter, Tellus.'

Al nost as if she had heard, the worman hesitated and snmil ed.

' The ot hers?

"Heinrich Geis of Procyon. Bernard Hernond, his bodyguard. And Dr. Karl Kalb, his persona
physi ci an."'

"What made the Customs O ficer suspicious?

'They were carrying these,' Hanovich said, holding out two small objects that | ooked |ike standard
power cord plugs. 'W traded theirs for sonme dumy duplicates. The |ab says that they are power
line oscillators. They put a coded signal on the power |ine when connected to it.'

Larry | ooked at one for a nonent. 'One of Rog Philips' nen just told ne about sone expl osive bolts
installed on a travel tunnel Bergenholm These m ght be the detonating device for them' he
coment ed. ' Anyt hing el se?

"Nothing until just before | called you,' Hanovich said. 'I got a reply from Procyon. They have
never heard of any of these people, and the ship that |anded themused a fictitious registry.'
"What have they done since they got here?

' Not hi ng,' Hanovich answered in a discouraged tone. 'Nothing except play cards, watch television
and nake small tal k. They | anded on energency priority, came dashing in and then sat for a day
doi ng not hi ng. Wy?'

"Are you positive that that's all they've been doing? How can you tell?

There was a | ong pause. Hanovich's face broadened out into a smle. Larry had tine to realize that
he had just put his foot into it. He could al nost hear Hanovich say 'Gee, | thought you'd never
ask' fromhis expression as he waited for the | ecture on how clever Security was in general, and
Hanovich in particular, to come. It did.

"W built the Consular Suite over a hundred years ago as a special surveillance system GCccupants
of the suite can be watched as closely as is necessary, and can be confined, if desired. The walls
of the suite are 10-foot-thick reinforced concrete backed by al nost 100 feet of solid rock. The
front door is the only entrance and the corridor to it is kept unsealed renotely. herwise it
woul d be an even stronger barrier than the walls. The air, water, power and comuni cations are
isolated fromthe rest of Copernicus. W can watch and listen to everything that happens there
with complete safety, regardl ess of what the occupants of the suite do or where in the suite they
go.'

Hanovi ch gestured to one of the men behind a control panel. The nan touched the panel in front of
himand the inage of the roomand the woman in it slowy revol ved. Her appearance was quite as
spect acul ar when viewed from other points as fromthe front.

Beautiful, and she knows it, Larry thought. The perfection of a statue, with a personality to

mat ch. Al oud he asked, 'That's a pretty spectacul ar effect but are you certain they've done
not hi ng?’

Hanovi ch was too distracted to hear. Larry had to repeat hinself before he got an answer. It was
fromone of the other nen in the room

" They had an appointnent to tour the crater by transporter at 1700,' he said. 'W canceled it.'
Now t he vi ew noved back, up at an angle and away fromthe wonman. The inmage shrank until they were
| ooki ng down on the whole suite, floating in midair above the stage. The peopl e inside noved
around like little living figurines in a dolls house with alnost transparent walls. Larry could
even see inside the closets, and through the bottom underneath the beds.

"All right,' Larry said, after considering the matter a few m nutes, 'assume they're a diversion.
Has anyt hi ng happened that you m ght have covered instead of these people?

"No,"' Hanovich answered. 'They arrived at Custons in an airtight anbul ance transporter. They
didn't have any vacuum gear nor was there any along their trail back to the |oadi ng dock. Custons
is at the entrance to Copernicus instead of at the | oadi ng dock because there's nowhere el se out
there for anyone to go ... oh . .. THE WORK PARTY!

Hanovi ch | ooked around the roomfor an instant to see who was there and who ni ght have overheard
and condem hi s oversight. Then, realizing that it was too late for that, he hurried fromthe
room Larry followed him

The nmen remaining in the roomwatched the suite in silence. Brooding |like giant Gods over a little
transparent cage containi ng human bei ngs.

CHAPTER TEN
WHERE THERE' S SMCKE THERE' S . .
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The alien entered Copernicus fromthe west entrance in a transporter with a group of the other
menbers of the work party. Wth himhe brought a bag of things that woul d never have cl eared
Custons, if there had been any at that entrance. The transporter stopped at the Dome, and he got
out. His first stop was at a public tel ephone where he nade a collect call to Tellus. Wen he had
verified that he was connected, he attached a nulti-frequency receiver over the nouthpiece and put
up a sign reading, 'Do Not Disturb. Equi pnent Being Tested.'

Fromthere he went to a public restroom Wen he left the restroomhe bore a striking resenbl ance
to one of the nen in Miintenance. Those seeing himmni ght have m staken himfor the other nman
except for a wongness: A clunsiness associated with a man conming froma larger planet noving in
the | esser gravity of a smaller one. A clunsiness that marks newconers and tourists. But then, no
one notices tourists, and newconers are ignored.

The alien went by travel tunnel to a renpte area. He paused for a nonent at a doorway in the
travel tunnel narked Authorized Personnel Only. An entrance to part of the nmaintenance facilities.
Bracing hinmself with the handl e beside the door, he inserted an automatic |lock pick in the |ock
opened it and went inside. The television camera watching the door fromthe inside only caught a
glinpse of himas he passed.

At the other end of the circuit, in a secure area of the Miintenance Buil ding, the nonitor was
caught by surprise. 'Was that Perdue?' he asked his partner. 'I didn't think he was working this
shift.'

"No, he's not on,' the second nonitor answered. '\Were did you see hin®?

The first nmonitor indicated the proper plate.

‘"Let's alert Security that we may have an intruder, and let themcheck it out. It mght be a fal se
alarmbut let's nmake sure.

"I"1l connect a video recorder to that plate.’

' Good i dea.

The alien went through another door into the ventilation system It was a |arge, netal-sheathed
roomw th rotating screens covering one intake wall and a large hole in the floor near the
opposite wall. He went down the hand grips into the hole, which was the entrance to a very slowy
turning, el bow shaped pipe. The air left the travel tunnel's inertialess field here and fl owed
into the concrete and reinforced steel roomthat surrounded the pipe. The edge of the inertialess
field was indicated by a red, glowing marker field that stretched in a parabola fromthe nouth of
the pi pe back alnost to where he was. The portion of the outside wall that he could see was
pockmarked with hol es caused by small particles not sifted out by the rotating screens, that
escaped the parabolic-shaped field. Around the edge of the field he could see a faint cloud of
mat eri al entrapped and waiting. It was expending its intrinsic energy against the flow of air
nmovi ng past it.

The alien | ooked around and found an irregularity in the surface of the pipe. He hooked his feet
in the hand grips and, using his fingernails, peeled up a large, netallic-colored plastic patch
It was the side of a bag containing welding equi pment, nmagnets and many | arge, colored, plastic
tubes of sand.

He attached the bag to his belt, opposite the other bag, and retraced his path back to the trave
tunnel , past the tel evision canera.

"By God! That isn't Perdue! Call Security! Tell themwe need patrols to check out that ventilator
area and to catch that guy. I'Il try to keep himin sight with the tunnel caneras.'.

As a result of Rog Philips' analysis of critical points, as nmuch of the travel tunnel system as
possi bl e was being continually watched. Holes had been pierced in the ends of each tunnel for
television caneras with light-field | enses. A canmera focused on the alien as he left the

mai nt enance area. Although it was thousands of yards away, the inmge the nonitor saw was sharp
and filled the screen. It blurred only slightly as people passed between the canmera and the

obj ect. The nonitor followed himalong the travel tunnel. Another canera picked himup as he came
out of an intersection, having shifted froman east-west tunnel to a north-south one. He travel ed
north. The canera at that end of that tunnel picked himup and followed himright up to its end,
where he took an object out of his bag and stuck it to the end wall, out of sight of the camera.
Then he turned and hurried away.

"Where's that second patrol?' the second nonitor bellowed. 'Tell themhe's put sonething on the
north-end wall of Tunnel A

'They just turned the corner at A-Zero. They'll be there in about two minutes.'

' They better nove faster than ... My God!"’

"What happened to the canera?' the first nonitor asked as the plate showi ng the alien turned

bl ack. He zooned up the canera from he other end of the tunnel, that he had been using to watch
the patrol's progress. 'Snoke! That was a snoke bonb! Tell security to get IR goggles to the
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patrol .’

Security didn't have to be told. They were literally watching over the nonitor's shoul der through
a video rel ay.

Col . Hanovich and Lt. McQueen were in Security's control center with one of the dispatchers. They
had called the work party and di scovered that two nen fitting their requirenents had joined the
wor k party outside the entrance to Copernicus, and that at |east one of the men was now inside
Coperni cus. They had nen interviewing nenbers of the work party. They missed the first intruder
alert by the nmonitors because of a bar roomfight involving a couple of nmenmbers of the work party
who were cel ebrating their pay day. Wen the intruder was definitely identified as such, the

di spatcher handling the situation imedi ately switched the problemover to their dispatcher

' That establishes his identity,' Hanovich said, when the snoke bonb went off.

"Yes,' Larry agreed. 'l doubt if Custons is in the habit of letting something Iike that in.
"How far will the snoke spread?' Hanovich asked the di spatcher

"To the nearest air vents.

"What's in that area?

In answer this tinme the dispatcher called up a nap of the area on his auxiliary plate. It showed
the system of travel tunnels. North-south tunnels were lettered A through J.

East-west tunnels were nunmbered from2 North through Zero, which went through the Dome, to 2
Sout h. Wil e Hanovi ch and McQueen exami ned the map, he sent in additional patrols with infrared
goggl es.

"There's nothing connected to that area of tunnel except a bunch of tourist-crater view
apartnents,' Hanovich comented. "No nmain air, only one main power line, no water, no fuel supply,
and it's too far fromour comunications or defenses.'

"Right,' Larry agreed. 'So it's got to be an attack on either the wall to the outside or the
travel tunnel Bergenholm'

The first patrol reported finding nothing in the air vent the alien had left.

There was a | ong pause as the dispatcher |ooked inquiringly at Hanovich. Finally he asked, 'Wat
do you want to do now?'

For a few nonents it seenmed to McQueen that Hanovich had gone into a trance. He stood there

bl ankly, unmovi ng, scarcely breathing. Larry was about to make a suggesti on when Hanovi ch woke up
and took hol d.

"Evacuate the travel tunnel system and close off the entrances so no one will get into them except
us. Notify Judge Fox that we're firing up the big spy-ray with or without a warrant. Start
organi zing patrols. W' Il need at |least 10 two nan teans. How rmany do we have down there and ...’

He gave the dispatcher a worried | ook. 'Does anyone down there have arnor on?

* * %

The snmoke followed the air currents, expanding to fill the northeast corner of the travel tunne
system The alien escaped the snmoke by going up an exit shaft about 20 feet. Fresh air fromthe
doorways above was drawn down into the shaft keeping it clear. Even if it hadn't been clear the
alien's special goggles would have permtted himto see through the snpke.

He inspected the wall and found a scratch scribed in the slick coated surface. He fastened hinself
to the nmetal underneath the plastic-coated surface with nagnets, and checked his wist watch.
Based on the time he selected a point on the line, started the torch, put on he wel di ng hel net
with its built-in respirator and began cutting a hole around the point in the wall. Hot vapor and
smal | particles fromthe heated netal drifted off toward the ventilation exhausts. Wthin two

m nut es enough had accunul ated in the nearest parabolic outlet field that new alarnms were ringing.
If the nonitors were worried before, this nade them panic.

As the alien cut out the circle, the light material bent back toward the edge of the trave
tunnel's inertial field. He had just about finished cutting when a mnute sliver of the edge of
the circle passed outside and regained its original intrinsic velocity. It PULLED, jerking the
entire disk out of the field almost instantly! A volcano of hot material erupted up out of the
hole as it penetrated the concrete outer liner of the tunnel and the solid rock behind the liner
at a speed neasured in mles per second!

The alien jerked back out of the way! The incandescent geyser slowy dissipated into the trave
tunnel shaft. He turned off the torch and put it away. While waiting for the air to clear, he
sorted out all the tubes of the same color in the bag.

When the air was relatively clear again, the alien had | oaded a di spenser and began carefully
releasing a small streamof finely divided sand fromthe tube into the hole. It disappeared into
the outer wall of the travel tunnel but in a new direction. There was a big flash and a spray of
material as each little particle of sand punched the hol e deeper and deeper into the rock. Wen
the material stopped erupting back out of the hole, he knew that he had penetrated into the area
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around the Bergenhol mvault, a hundred feet or so away.

The alien hesitated a nmonment before proceeding to the final step in his attack. He didn't know how
many of the three Bergenhol ns were operating but it was obvious by the continued existence of
Coperni cus that at |east one of the power line-actuated, explosive charges had not gone off. If
this was the one carrying the whole system all of Copernicus would be instantly converted into an
ebullient inferno. He braced hinself to die and started rel easi ng whol e tubes of sand.

The outer screen of the Bergenhol mvault was penetrated by the fifth tube. It blinked out of

exi stence, leaving the vault wall and the internal screen behind it accessible to attack. The

i nternal screen was somewhat stronger than the outer but it was struck not only by the inert tubes
but by intense jets of plasna generated by the tubes scraping the edge of the hole into the vault
chamber and | arge chunks of the outer vault wall riven out by the inpacts. The screen coll apsed
after another two tubes hit it. The alien continued releasing tubes until all of those of the sane
col or were gone

It was with m xed enotions that he put the welding helmet away. Relief at still being alive;

di sappoi ntrrent that his mssion was not conplete. He donned goggl es, renpved the nmagnets, drew his
gun and went back down the shaft into the snoke of the tunnel bel ow.

* * %

The inmpact of each tube was felt all over Copernicus. The travel tunnels had been vacated by
everyone except Security. Al of the entrances were closed. Anyone coul d have entered through an
exit but the closed entrances and the sound of the attack on the vault warned residents that
sonet hi ng unpl easant was goi ng on inside.

Col . Hanovich and Lt. MQueen had been watching the vault on the alternate plate when the shields
col l apsed. ' How?' Hanovi ch asked, incredul ous, '"howis he doing it? What is he using?

' Sonet hing three, maybe four nonths old, that was stored in the ventilator,' Larry answered. 'In
that time it would have an inert velocity of about 100,000 feet per second. That woul d give a two-
pound object about 10 million BTU s of energy. As much as four tines that if it's been there six

mont hs. But that doesn't answer the real question. How do we get hin®?’
"I don't know,' Hanovich answered, and shrugged. 'Vit until he runs out of snobke and gives up?

"Figure he'll cone wal king out with his hands up?
"No. Not really - but what else can we do right now?
"l don't know,' Larry sniled sadly and shook his head. 'I can't see any other way either.'

The spy-ray teamis certain that the block is nmoving,' the dispatcher interrupted.

"Alert the security patrols that " Hanovich started to say, then hesitated as the next series
of events unfolded on the plate overlooking the nonitor's caneras.

The alien had proceeded westward in tunnel 2 North, and hidden in the snoke on the other side of
the ventilator fromthe four men guarding the tunnel there. He waited for a clear shot at al

four. Then he rayed them down, al nost before they realized what was happeni ng. Reachi ng up, the
al i en hooked a handle and used it as a pushing off place to | aunch hinmself and go flying down the
tunnel past the injured and dyi ng nen.

For an instant his free flight was many tines faster than the transportati on system of handl es.
Then he brushed a wall, went into a flat spin and caroned off the walls of the tunnel. He wound up
agai nst one of the pedestrian stops used by travel ers when getting off the handles. After that one
experi ence, he travel ed nore sedately, using the handl es.

‘'He's wearing goggles,' Hanovich said accusingly as he watched the intruder flee down the tunnel
"Why can he see when our people can't?

"It's his snoke,' Larry answered. 'He can have a window in it wherever he wants. It's probably
tailored to his goggles and not to our general purpose ones. He's al so suicidal.'’

"What do you nean?

‘"He hasn't left the travel tunnel systemfor at |east 15 m nutes now. That neans that when he

comes out he'll have a high intrinsic velocity. Wen he came out of the snpbke he wasn't using a
respirator either. That neans that when he comes out of the tunnels, the particles of material he
breat hed when he cut into the travel tunnel liner will tear his lungs out. He either doesn't know,

or doesn't care what happens to hinself, as |long as he succeeds in destroying the travel tunne
Ber genhol ms. No casual effort is going to stop him Let's reorganize the center and concentrate
all our efforts on him'

" How?"

"Assign two dispatchers to handle the security patrols only and have the other two di spatchers
handl e what ever special tasks we or anyone el se can think up.

Hanovi ch agreed. It took a couple of seconds to arrange.

"Now, two tasks,' Larry continued. 'Bill, find Qut if the spy-ray teamcan correlate the
intruder's visual location with the edge of his spy-ray block. And Ira, find out if Rog Philips
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has one or two of the renmining Bergenhol ms working. If the western one is the only one, tell him
to get the other one on line fast!

"Can you get this patrol here,’ Hanovich said to another dispatcher, pointing to the map on his
plate, 'to intercept over here in tinme?

"I can try,"' the dispatcher answered, and started issuing the appropriate directions.

"Are the nmedics on the way to our nmen yet?' Hanovich asked the | ast dispatcher. He received an
affirmative reply. '"OK, try to bottle the intruder in the north-west corner.'

A few minutes later answers started coning back. The spy- ray team couldn't pinpoint the intruder
because his bl ock was odd-shaped, and bunped around in a random rmanner as he noved, but they could
tell when he noved nore than a few yards. Rog Philips answered that the intruder was now headi ng
for the only Bergenhol min operation. M ntenance had been checking the third one and it would be
at least 30 mnutes before they could have it put back together. Larry interrupted Ira and
enphasi zed that they hurry, otherw se they might not live |long enough to get it together. He al so
asked Rog to keep in constant contact with the Security Control Center

A patrol dressed in arnor just missed the intruder at the intersection of tunnel H and 2 North,
and gave chase. The intruder threw a |ive snbke grenade ahead of hinself toward the end of the
passageway, and used the funes trailing fromit for cover. Wen he got to the last intersection in
the corner, he threw another grenade through it into tunnel J. Then he proceeded cautiously inside
the snoke cloud into tunnel J and southward. It would take hima little time to get into position
to destroy the second Bergenhol mbut now he felt he had all the tine he needed.

'The spy-ray teamsay he's transferred into tunnel J,' the dispatcher reported.

"Any ideas on how we stop hin?'" Larry asked Hanovich

'Have the patrols fire blindly into the snoke?

"They might get lucky and hit himbut nore likely they'd just tear up the walls and overload the
ventilation systemwi th | oose, high inert velocity crud. Rog, you better get into this discussion
too,"' Larry addressed the inmage on a visiphone.

"Fans to bl ow the snoke back down the tunnel ?" a dispatcher suggested.

"Fans? In an inertialess field? You ve got to be kidding,' another dispatcher said, nockingly.

El ectro-static Precipitation?

Rog, do we have a precipitator? Larry asked.

Yes. It weighs two tons and is enbedded in concrete in Central Air.'

' Check with Morpark Research for a high voltage power supply. Fifty to a hundred thousand volts
and up.'

"No good! You would have to lay the line. Al the intruder would have to do is fire at the power
supply or lines. If he hits it, it's gone.'

"Cet Dr. Kevin into the discussion anyway. He m ght have sone ideas we can use.'

"Can we reverse the ventilation?

"No. You'd |oosen six-month-old dust and blow it out the entrances to the tunnels; besides, the
artificial gravity is mechanically fixed to only operate in one direction,' Rog said.

" How about a physical barrier? A wall or sonething?

"I'f he has snoke bonbs, he's probably got other kinds of bonbs too.'

"An explosion? In an inertial field? You ve got to be kidding,' another dispatcher chined in,
getting back for the coment nade about his suggestion to use fans.

"It's worth a try.'

They agreed, and assigned the dispatcher making the suggestion to take care of the details of
bui | di ng a portabl e bl ockade.

' How about stopping the snoke bonbs he's set off by putting themin containers?

"Can you find the snoke bonbs in the snoke?

"Sure, the air only goes one way. The nonitors have themon their plates.

"Great, get containers to the patrol in 2 North.

"W'll have to try to catch himby surprise. All he has to do is drop a bonb on the other side of
a ventilator froma canera and he'll be hidden in snoke again.

"COK, get containers to all of the patrols.'

"l have sone vacuumtight shipping containers that will work perfectly,' Dr. Kelvin said. 'W're
just off tunnel 2 North at H, so using ours will be faster than sending themout from Security.
He di sappeared for a few nonents to give instructions.

"How did the intruder destroy the first vault? Rog Philips asked.

Larry explained his theory.

'Has the snoke cleared so soneone can find out where he cut the hole? It'll give us an idea as to
where he's going to cut the next one.

Lt. McQueen turned the job over to a dispatcher with the adnonition, 'Make dammed sure the patro
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hunting for that hole understands that they've got to have clean air! O herw se the dust will tear
them apart when they cone out! Arnmor will not protect them

' The spy-ray team says he's stopped. Probably the other side of the first ventilator in J,' a

di spat cher reported.

"CGentlenen, we're running out of tine,' Larry announced. 'Are there any nore ideas?'

'The spy-ray team says he's turned around and headed back north toward 2 North.'

"Any indication yet of material accunulating in the exhaust vents?

"I"1l check ... negative,' a dispatcher answered.

"Notify the patrols directly any tinme you hear he noves.

Don't bother asking perm ssion or anything. Anyone have any idea what nade hi m nove back?

'"He has at | east three ventilator intakes to get past. Could that have anything to do with it?'
Rog Philips asked.

"There are no essential systems in the north end of J,' a dispatcher offered. 'They're nostly
spread around tunnel Zero and the Done.'

"Where have you got patrol s?'

"At the ventilator west of J in 2 North. At both vents in J north of 1 North. At the intersections
of J and 1 North. J and Zero, and around the corner at | and 1 North. There's also a six-nan
reserve group at | and Zero.'

'He's stopped.'

'Has he been using the handles for transportation?

"Bill, ask the spy-ray teamthat question,' Larry directed a di spatcher
"The patrol at | and 2 North vent has the containers.’
He advanced very slowy, probably with the snoke. He retreated on handles. He's still waiting,"'

the di spatcher reported for the spy-ray team

"Find out the spy-ray teanis best guess as to how far he is fromthe intersection. If it's nore
than a couple hundred feet, send the patrol in to can the snoke bonb in 2 North. Have the spy-ray
team wat ch for any possible contact between the patrol and the intruder. If he noves farther
north, tell themto | eave the bonbs and get out of the snpke.

"I'f our men are in position, why can't we shut off the transportation handles to slow up the
intruder?' Dr. Kelvin asked. 'To cut his nobility?

"Can you just cut out his section, Rog?

"No, | have to cut the whole J tunnel.

"It's still a good idea,' Larry said. 'How soon can you get it done?

"Five to 10 minutes.'

Good. Get soneone going on it, Rog. Any other ideas?

Commit some of the reserves to the vent in J between 1 North and Zero.'

'CGood,' Larry said, and directed a dispatcher to take care of it.

"l have an idea,' Hanovich said, making his first contribution to the effort. '"It's a desperate
| ast resort type of thing but | think it will work.' He frowned.
"CGo on.'

"Evacuate the travel tunnels and ...' he paused, dramatically, 'turn off the artificial gravity!'
There was a silence so thick it could alnost be cut. Dr. Kelvin was the first to break it with a
single word, 'Sneaky!'

Rog Philips deliberately | ooked at his watch. 'Have the nmen in the south Bergenhol mvault turn off
their artificial gravity unit,' he said. 'The other generator is in the west Bergenhol mvault.
I"I'l meet you there, Col. Hanovich, with your key in 10 mi nutes.'

It took the nmen in the control center a noment to realize what had just happened. Two keys were
needed to get into a vault, and Hanovich had one. Philips had deliberately invited Hanovich, whose
consi deration for his own hide was well known, into what mnight beconme the firing line. He had
flung the gauntlet at Hanovich's feet in a challenge that he could neither ignore nor del egate.
The whol e room was silent as they | ooked at Hanovich. Wuld he venture into personal danger? To
mask his smile, Larry turned and | ooked at Rog's inmage. He was al nbst certain that Rog had both
his own and the Mayor's key already. O herw se, how had he gotten into the south vault?

Hanovich licked his lips. "I'lIl be there,' he said, the stress apparent in his voice.

Larry turned and called ' Good |uck' at Hanovich as he left. He got a strange, half-frightened
smi | e back.

"I's the patrol into the first Bergenhol marea yet?' Larry asked.

"Yes. The snoke bonmb stopped. The chanber around the vault is still full of dust and debris.
They' re checking outside in tunnel A and 2 North for holes. They haven't found any yet.

"Way tunnel 2 North?

"They couldn't find anything in tunnel A’
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"It's got to be there. Look, the vault door faces north, away fromus, right? W saw the left wal
col l apse, so the attack cane fromeast of the vault, or tunnel A Let's see. Copernicus is about
100 north | ongitude. The tangent of 100 is between .15 and .20, or about 20 feet up or down per
100 feet. Huh! Is the vault floor level with the travel tunnels?

"I don't know.'

"Did they look in the entrance and exit shafts?

They hadn't.

"The intruder's com ng back on the handles,' a di spatcher announced.

"Warn everyone to get set. He's coming south in tunnel J, right?

'"Right.'

"How s the barrier com ng?

"They're making a dam project out of it. It'll be another 30 m nutes before they even get
started,' came the answer.

"“I'1l give the countdown to when he'll be back in his original position,' Larry heard a di spatcher
warn the tunnel patrols. 'Five, four, three .. :' Larry |looked at a plate showing the nonitor's
view of the patrol at the edge of the snoke in tunnel J. 'Two, one ... He's stopped.' Then the

di spat cher swore

Larry only caught a flash of it as it went through the TV canera's field of view A snoke bonb had
been tied to a handl e of the transportation system It streaked along the travel tunnel past the
patrol, trailing a dense cloud of snopke. The patrol was |ost from sight.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

A CR SIS
The equi pnent was brought out by a man Pete had never seen before, in a noon creeper unlike any
other. It had eight wheels, four of which were raised in the "air'. The driver, a tall, alert,

wiry man with an air of authority, introduced hinself as Steve Tolliver. As he got out and wal ked
toward Pete, it was obvious that he had had little experience wal king on the moon with a vacuum
suit and 'noonshoes'. He seened to catch on fast.

"What is it?" Pete asked, waving at the eight-wheel ed vehicle.

"It's arelic. Acenturies old Northrop Mooncar. It was built for the Apollo Program back before

Wrld war 111. They found two of them when we got here. The other one is back in the new

Sm thsoni an on Earth. This one was dug out and renovated for this run. | nade sixty-five on the
trail you checked. They have four wheels for high speed travel, eight wheels for heavy going, and
on dust you can turn the wheels around a common center and paddle out. | don't understand why they

aren't used instead of tracked craw ers.'

"Politics!' Pete commented. 'President Wtherspoon has a nice work project going in North America,
and he doesn't want to lose it. W have to renovate every creeper we get. Half of themaren't even
airtight!’

Pet e spent an hour surveying the inside of the slide around Harv with the shadow nmagnetoneter. He
| ocated and marked Harv with careful accuracy using the spy-ray attachnent, but there were other
objects in the slide which Pete couldn't account for. Pete searched sonmewhat far afield know ng
Tolliver was watching him until he found one of the objects near the surface. He noved a couple
of rocks away, and found a small piece of what | ooked Iike the side of an old sewer pipe! Having
antici pated the problem his body shielded what he was doing from Tolliver. A hand signal to the
creeper caused it to flash analyze the object. Pete then dropped the 'piece of pipe' and half
covered it with several other rocks he 'exan ned.

Alittle later Pete explained to Tolliver and Harvey what he planned to do to extract Harvey. 'It
will take too long to just cut through the slide, in spite of the power we have available. In
additi on, the average ground tenperature is -100° F., it will take over twenty-four hours before

the walls and fl oor of the slice would be cool enough to do the fine work of meking an escape hol e
for Harv. We can cut a series of small holes faster than large slices, and the cooling tine wll
be less. This will save tinme, since the necessary final clearances and cuts have to be nade with
the sane accuracy in either case. So, first we cut a drain hole at the bottom of the slide under
Harv's position. Then a small hole connecting to it about ten feet fromthe exit side of Harv's
creeper. W enlarge the hol e keeping about ten feet away. The original hole acts as a drain. Wen
we get a little below Harv's level, we stop cutting and use a tractor beam nounted on a crevasse
bridge to pull rock fromHarv into the hole we cut. The creeper should only be exposed to about
two thousand BTU per hour, which it should be able to take care of with ease. W nelt and flush
the rock down the drain. Once Harv's out we cut a ranp in one side of the hole, wait until it
cools, and then pull the creeper out using a couple of w nches.

They were enlarging the drain hole when Pete took off a few mnutes to go back to his creeper

file:/l/IG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....iam%20B.%20%20Ellern%20-%20New%20Lensman.txt (47 of 80) [10/15/2004 2:31:41 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%620William%620B.%20%20E! | ern%20-%20N ew%20L ensman.txt

"What did the analyzer show?' he asked the creeper when he was inside.

"It was a cobalt alloy,' was the answer.

"Make that information a secret ... to S. P. officers only,' Pete said. 'Use your radiation probe
on the lava we dunp. | think we've found one of the old, pre-World War 111, Anerican missile
sites. Possibly the main one that was built just before the blowp. | don't know who Love and
Tolliver are working for, and | don't know why the secrecy, but we'll keep on acting as if this
were only a rescue operation, and see what happens. Keep an eye on Tolliver. |If he does anything
too unusual, or potentially dangerous to me, let me know by clicking twice on the vacuum suit

radi o,' Pete said.

"Tol liver seens normal, just inexperienced."'

"That's what nakes ne wonder about him' Pete said. 'l can't think of any reason Love would send a
new recruit out to ne, especially under the circunstances.'

* * %

"Warn the patrol at the next vent what's com ng! Shoot that smoke bonb off the handle,' Larry said
to one dispatcher, then turned to the other. 'Is he noving yet?

" No. "

'"Cet that patrol out of the snoke back to 1 North.

There was a short pause, then a di spatcher announced, 'He's advancing south.'

"Bring some containers down | to 1 North. W'Ill need them'

Now Larry wat ched as the snoke bonb approached the next vent. The handle it was attached to was
shot off and it veered off to one side, where it hit a passenger stop. The snoke bonmb on the
handl e just behind it wasn't expected. One of the men snapped off a shot at it and m ssed. Again a
patrol was engul f ed

"Warn the patrols! Several bonbs on the handl es!

The di spatcher barely had tinme to pass the word. The patrol at 1 North shot down the second snopke
bonb but missed the third. By the tinme they could see it, it was too late to shoot at it.

"Tell everyone, if they're in snoke, get out of it !

The patrol at the next vent nmissed entirely. The patrol at J and Zero shot down the third snoke
bonb. It went a little past the intersection before stopping. There was no snoke bonb behind it.
One of the nmen in the patrol had the presence of mind to get to the bonb, scoop it up with his
arnored hand and fling it back down the tunnel it came from The intersection started clearing of
snoke al nost i medi ately.

' How soon before that first patrol conmes out of the snoke?' Larry asked.'

"What do you nean?’

"I told you to get themout of the snoke. Wien do we see then?

"W won't,' the dispatcher said. 'l sent themup an exit shaft.’

For a monment Larry was surprised. He shook his head and sighed. 'I've been thinking in one

di nensi on. Good man! Tell the patrol at J and Zero to knock down and throw back anything that
comes out of that smoke. And get sone reserves in there to back themup. And mny persona
conpliments to the man who threw t he snoke bonb back. Good j ob!

" Countdown on the intruder approaching J and Zero,' another dispatcher announced. 'Five, four
three, two, he's stopped, short of the intersection.'

"They located the hole in tunnel exit A2N36.'

'Have the computer cal cul ate where an equival ent hole fromthe western Bergenholmto tunnel J
woul d be,' Larry directed.

The di spatcher was puzzled. 'How do | do that?' he asked.

"Call Central Files and ask the conmputer what information it needs to solve the problem' Larry
answered, then turned to a free dispatcher. 'Advance the patrol at J and 2 North through the
intersection into tunnel J. Have them put the snoke bonbs in containers as they advance.'

"They're already at the second vent. The snpke beyond that point is too dense for themto find the
bonb. '

"Ah ...' Larry thought back. That was where the first bonb was shot off a handle. 'That bonmb is
about 30 ...' He nmentally reviewed what he had seen. The flight of the bonb could have | asted
anywhere froma half to two or three seconds. He hadn't specifically timed it. He had been nore
interested in the bonb behind it. Three seconds. ' ... to 300 feet up the tunnel.' The second bonb
had been shot off a handle at the intersection of J and 1 North, so it should be on the other side
of the intersection, Larry reasoned. 'There should be clean air behind this one. Have the patro
check ... No wait, you can check J and 1 North, with the canera at the west end of 1 North. Quiz

t he monitors.

"The intruder is backing up, north in J, again.'

Larry returned to the face on the visiphone that replaced Rog Philips. 'Wo are you?
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' Robert Niven.

'K, Niven. How nuch longer till the handles are stopped?

"I don't know," Niven said. '"I'll find out.' He turned away fromthe phone.

Everyone seened busy except Dr. Kelvin. Larry noted the fact but couldn't think of anything for
himto do, so they both waited and watched for awhile.

"He's stopped again, short of J and 1 North,' the dispatcher nmonitoring the spy-ray team
announced.

' Someone just dunped a snoke bonmb in that intersection,' another dispatcher reported.

"He probably just kicked the old one out where it'll spread snoke in the nost directions. CGet that
patrol at the second vent in fast to get that next bonb,' Larry said.

"The intruder is noving south in J,' the dispatcher continued.

"Cet a patrol in froml and 1 North to can the snoke bonb in the intersection of J and 1 North,'
Larry instructed an avail abl e dispatcher. Then he asked the dispatcher struggling with the Centra
File computer, 'Have you got his destination yet?

"The Central File computer says there's no exit that fits.'

"Dr. Kelvin. Help this man. His problemis vital,' Larry said

The spy-ray team di spatcher started the countdown for when the intruder would arrive at J and

Zer 0.

The patrols stood, arnmed and ready. Waiting for whatever might come out of the snoke-shrouded
tunnel in front of them

Again the intruder stopped short of the edge of the cloud. And again those waiting were surprised.
This time instead of a snoke bomb, a light grenade had been tied to a handle. The tel evision
canmera darkened to protect itself fromburning out. The helnet visors of the nen in the patro

bl ackened in the actinic light, as their arnor automatically protected their eyes.

The blinding light came up to the patrol, and stopped! The handl es had been turned off.

Larry swore. 'Knock down that grenade and throw it back into the snoke,' he said.

The intruder had already noved into the intersection under cover of the |ight grenade and had set
of f anot her snoke bomb. No one could see himbehind the |Iight grenade, nor was anyone aware of the
snoke until first the light grenade and then the patrol began fading into the spreadi ng darkness.
"CGet that patrol out of there,' Larry comanded but this tinme he had the feeling that he was in
serious trouble. It wasn't aided by Dr. Kelvin's announcenent that they had the intruder's
destinati on.

"He's headed for a point about 20.5 feet up exit shaft JOS10. The projected hole will pass into it
in about three m nutes and take about 50 m nutes to pass through it,' he said.

"What was the probl en’

"Remenbering to update the projected hole to its present tinme orientation. Luna rotates, you
know. '

Larry turned to a dispatcher. 'Is JOSI O in the snoke?

"Yes. It is now.'

"Can you get a patrol to a doorway in that shaft wi thout going through the travel tunnels?

"I't'"ll take awhile to go around through the regul ar passages to it. They're sort of sketchy back
there.'

'CGet themgoing then,' Larry said.

A few norments later a dispatcher switched his earphone to a | oudspeaker and Larry heard the
choki ng sound of a man dying in agony.

* * %

Ed Baker was a young, idealistic, dedicated, optimistic, polite and energetic security officer. He
enbodi ed all of those qualities the public feels a security officer should have. He was al so new
to the job, which is why he still retained sone of them

He was in the patrol facing the light grenade. Mnentarily blinded, he had tried to shoot it down,
to throw it back as he had the smoke bonb. Wen it began to fade, he supposed that it was burning
out. Then he realized that everything was fading into a honbgenous gray. The dispatcher told his
patrol to withdraw, preferably up the nearest exit shaft. Baker hesitated. For himthe nearest
shaft upward was toward the |light grenade. The other nen seenmed to interpret the order by pulling
back to the next shaft. Baker felt that soneone should go up the shaft near the grenade, just in
case it was inportant. He noved over until he was underneath the shaft and then hesitated on the
passenger stop. The light grenade was drifting near and it seened that the snoke was thinner in
its vicinity. He could see, he rationalized, and therefore he wasn't really in the snoke. If the
grenade went out, he was in position to imediately go upward and out of the snoke. He waited on
t he passenger stop, trying to see the far side of the travel tunnel. The grenade slowy drifted
nearer.
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When the intruder attacked, Baker realized how poorly thought out his idea had been. The snoke was
far thicker than it seened. The intruder had seen himin his exposed position on the passenger
stop and had gone past himw t hout being seen. Then he had cone up fromthe rear, put his arm
around Baker's neck and jammed his gun against the arnor's shield at the neck joint. Baker
struggled. He had tinme to give one yell for help, which turned into a cry of agony as the beam cut
through his arnor ... and he died

The alien lost no time in stripping the armor fromthe dead security officer. Only a slight

adj ustment of the clasps and clanps was necessary for it to fit Before putting on the |ast
gauntlet, he | ooked at his wistwatch. He was on schedule. The couple of mnutes required to get
to his destination would nmake it tinme to start. He hoped his would be the | ast Bergenholm The
Iightning-like response of security to his sabotage had not been anticipated. He was not sure he
could make it to the third Bergenholm even protected by his stolen arnor. He hurried off through
t he snoke toward his next destination, the bags flapping outside his arnor |ike strange w ngs.

* * %

Rog Philips stood a few feet away fromthe video canera overl ooki ng the western Bergenhol mvault,
a large, gray, concrete block behind a green shield in the center of an even | arger chanber. He
had cal |l ed McQueen on a pocket communicator to report his arrival. 'Wuat's happeni ng?' he asked.
"The intruder got another of our nen,' Larry answered. 'He may attack that vault any nonment now. '
“I'"l'l go over to the vault door and be ready with the first key when Hanovich arrives. |Is the
generator in the south vault off yet?

"Yes,' Larry answered. 'I've already evacuated the tunnels. The generator in your vault is the
only one on. Get it, turn it off, wait 10 mnutes and then turn it back on.

"Right,' Rog agreed, and wal ked over to the door of the vault. He waited, key in hand for

Hanovi ch, resisting the tenptation to put the key in the outer door of the vault for fear of
starting to open it prior to Hanovich's arrival with the second key.

Hanovi ch appeared in the entry way to the chanmber and started across the intervening space. He was
breathing hard fromhaving run so far. Qpposite the entry, frombehind the vault, there cane an
expl osion, the pure noise of matter inpacting with neteoric effusion. The intruder had begun
cutting through the wall into the chanber.

Hanovich started to run. It was the sloppy run of a nman already near the linmt of his endurance,
trying for alittle more.' Now a blast of dust and pieces of rock came from behind the vault,

narrow y m ssing Hanovi ch. The intruder was through the chanber wall. There was a pause: the |ul
before the storm
Hanovi ch was al nost to the door of the vault when a deafening thunderclap nade both nen reel. It

was followed by an intense wave of heat. The first tube of sand had cone through the hole,
expendi ng nost of its energy enlarging it.

Rog Philips was up first. He had the key in the door, turned it and was pulling on the first vault
door when Hanovich got to himto help. They went inside. Hanovich funbled for a nmonent in his
pocket for the second key. He had not trusted hinself to carry it in his hand for fear of dropping
it. He had turned the key in the door when the second tube of sand hit the vault. The fl oor
bounded under their feet, knocking themto their knees. Hanovich got up and | eaned on the door. It
opened and he went inside. Philips was on his heels. Inside Philips |ed the way, heading directly
to the control panel for the artificial gravity generator. Hanovich trailed him not being
famliar with the inside of the vault.

The third container of sand struck the vault and the floor lurched underfoot in waves as though
the vault were afloat instead of on solid rock. The notion of the floor caught Rog Philips off

bal ance in the mdst of a stride. He pitched forward, hitting his head against a switch handle
protruding froma panel. He went down unconsci ous and bl eeding fromthe bl ow

Hanovi ch bent over Philips. He shouted his name and shook him Phillips lay linp in his hands. For
a noment Hanovich felt the full enotions of panic. He froze. He was alone. The full weight of
responsibility for saving Copernicus was on his shoulders, and he didn't know how to do it. He
shook Philips again and shouted his nane. Nothing. Philips mght have been dead for all the
response he gave. Hanovi ch shuddered. The panic died away into an unreality of col dness. He was

al one. There would be no help coning fromPhilips or any other source. Watever he could do, he
woul d have to do hinself. Now Where was the power switch to the artificial gravity?

Hanovi ch stood up. He looked for the first time at the control panel Philips had hit. Looked and
saw. Three beautiful words | ooked back at him all in capitals: ARTIFIC AL GRAVI TY GENERATOR. The
power switch was just underneath the sign

As if in a dream Hanovi ch reached out and grabbed the handle of the switch. At the sane nonent the
fourth tube struck. He held on as the floor again heaved under his feet. The alarmon the vault
shield started screeching. The outer shield generator was overl oaded, burning out.
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Hanovi ch pulled down on the switch and with a soul -satisfying 'clunk’ it opened. The control pane
lit up with red lights like a Christmas tree. He stepped back to see if there might be sonething
el se he could do. He couldn't see anything else, so he stood there a nonent waiting for the inpact
of the next tube. Then he tried to help Rog Philips.

* % *
Throwi ng the switch on the artificial gravity generator marked the end of the crisis.
In the travel tunnel the alien, clanped to the wall with nagnets, couldn't breath. The snoke and
air around himwas visibly falling to the bottomof the tunnel, drawn there by the force of
natural gravity. Even in his lungs only the | ower portion of his alveoli had contact with air. He
tore the nagnets |oose and tried to go up the exit tube. Too late. Air pouring through the doorway
had produced a | ocal pressure drop. The falling pressure was detected and automati c equi prent
cl osed the door. He clanped his nmagnets to the wall and tried to cut through the door with his
torch. He failed; and in failing first fell unconscious, and then died, hanging by the magnetic
belt in front of the exit door.
The security patrol sent to exit JOSIO called in to report the exit door closed. They were told to
wai t .
The crew in the south vault reported their Bergenhol m operating.
Hanovi ch found Philip's pocket conmunicator and answered its buzzing. He requested an anbul ance
and gave a quick report of what had happened.
Finally the Assistant Director of Miintenance, Robert N ven, reported with a wy smile that he had
just been inforned that the handles in tunnel J had been turned off. For a nonent no one realized
what he was tal king about. Wien they did, the dispatchers in the control center greeted this
announcenent with [aughter and a few cheers.
There woul d be hours of cleanup before the travel tunnels could again be open to the public, or
anyone except authorized personnel. The entrances and exits would renmain | ocked until they were
i ndi vidually opened. But this crisis was past and Copernicus still existed.

CHAPTER TWELVE

M SSI ON:  SOLARI AN PATROL DESTRUCT

The security teaminterview ng menbers of the work party who had hel ped open the entrance had not

| ocated the second alien. They were still hunting for a prospector who had entered Copernicus
shortly after the alien disappeared, suspecting that perhaps he had cone in with him

Larry made certain that the Custons station now set up at the west entrance was alert for the
second alien. Then he considered his next nove. Hs only remaining | ead was the group in the
Consul ar Suite. He needed nore information about themand that facility.

He left the control center for the surveillance room Hi s black-and-silver space uniform and the
fact that he was already inside Security's restricted area, pernitted his uni npeded passage. He
rang the door alarm and was net by the nman who had previously answered his question about the
actions of the inhabitants in the suite.

Larry introduced himself. The man invited hi minside.

"I'm Sgt. George Fields, Oficer in Charge,' the man said. 'Col. Hanovich instructed us to give
you our conpl ete cooperation and service. How can we help you?

"l have reason to expect that you're going to have trouble fromthe people you re watching. | cane
to help.'

"I can't think of any possible trouble we could have with them' Sgt. Fields said, gesturing
toward the figures in the suite. "It would take a nuclear device for themto get out of that

suite, and they don't have one. It even held Gray Roger until he was rel eased.’

Lt. McQueen's ears perked up at the casual nention of an incident involving Gray Roger, one of the
nmost dangerous villains of his or any other era. Al though G ay Roger was dead, the file on himwas
still open. It was considered both inadequate and inconpl ete.

"Wiy was he rel eased?

"I don't know. One of the previous mayors did it.

Larry made a nental note to inquire further about it from Hanovich or Mayor Love, and returned to
his original subject. "All right. | doubt if they'll try to get out right now One of their group
just tried to turn off the travel tunnels, and for all they know, he's still trying. It's safer in
there than out here. Wio's the | eader of the group?

"From what we' ve seen, the doctor, Kalb, is the |l eader. He's the one over there |Iooking at his

wat ch. He's been looking at it quite a lot recently.'

"The travel tunnel attack was tied to tinme. The next Bergenhol mwoul d have been attacked in about
five minutes, so we have at |east that amount of time, probably nore, before they nove. Meanwhile
I'"d like to ask you sone questions. They may sound like criticismbut | assure you that they're
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pertinent.’

"CGo on,' the Sergeant said.

"How do you expect to hold themin the suite?

What do you nean?

If one of them goes over and tries the door. Is it |ocked? Larry asked.

"Yes, and the hallway up to it is closed with a plug of rock.

' Then he goes to the phone and calls the manager?

"No. W control the phone, and it's dead.'

"He can sue the hotel for being trapped in his suite.'’

The Sergeant shrugged. ' Soneone apol ogi zes for his inconvenience.

"What if soneone calls in?

'The operator tells themthat no one answers.'

"And i f someone visits?

' The cl erk phones the roomand then tells themthe same thing.

"If they insist on trying the door?

"There's a door just like theirs at the other end of the plug.

"That might work for a short tinme, until soneone insists on going inside.

"Way shoul d they?' the Sergeant asked, puzzled.

"This outfit operates their own illegally registered spacecraft out of New York Spaceport. They
spot a crew in the safest spot in Copernicus outside of the Sanctuary during their try at
destroying the city. Even though that spot's inpregnability is not common know edge. One woul d
suspect that they have both extensive know edge and resources. They can, and probably will, hire
experts to play button button with you.'

"We could arrest them' the Sergeant suggested.

"When we have to, we mght, but what would you charge themw th? Piracy? Treason? Attenpted nass
murder? All right, try and prove it. Using a false identity? They'd be out on bail before you
could book them Judge Fox isn't a weak, sob-sister type, but he goes by the book. Anyway, all of
this is specul ati on about what could happen in a day or so. Wat happens if in the next five
mnutes Dr. Kalb cues Geis to have another heart attack and they try to phone for hel p?

' The phone is dead.'

"Can you detect if he is faking? If he really dies, it's possible mansl aughter.'

"W could station a patrol in the hall and send in our own doctor.'

"And they could use the doctor as a hostage to get out,' Larry answered. 'If the patrol goes in
with him you'll have to either explain the patrol or arrest them'

' How about anestheti zi ng t hen®?

Larry smiled. This sounded |ike nmore than he had hoped for. ' How?'

"W can either release a gas stored in a container in their air systemor we can separate out
their oxygen during recycling. Since we run at one atnosphere, they would go unconscious when the
oxygen level is reduced by 10 to 15 per cent. That woul d take about five minutes.'

"Isn't hypoxia a rather slow and dangerous thing to use? It doesn't keep them under |ong after you
return the oxygen level to nornal, and it could cause a heart attack. Wiy use it?

"It's a backup in case the gas isn't effective,' the Sergeant said.

"What gas do you use?

"VXN. It's colorless, odorless ...
"An anesthetic and tranquilizer with hypnogenic aftereffects,' Larry interrupted. 'It's ideal, and
new enough that they nmay never have run into it.

Sgt. Fields smled. "W were discussing using it earlier but when you and Hanovich left we figured
we' d best wait.

On the stage in the center of the roomthe image of the doctor | ooked at his watch again.

"The last attack woul d have cone about now,' Larry said, noting the action. 'Wen he doesn't feel
the shocks, he'll wait a little while to be certain it isn't just going to be late, maybe five

m nutes, or maybe an hour. Eventually he'll be certain and they'll try and get out. Wen they do,
anest hetize them Make certain they're all down and out before you pull the hallway plug. How | ong
does it take for the gas to deconpose?

"Ten minutes after the first contact with oxygen.

'K, that gives ne between 15 ninutes and an hour to get people together and get to the suite. Can
you handl e the details or should | go through the control center?

"The control center. | can't authorize the use of personnel, | only request themfor ny own
specific tasks.'

' Good. You can contact nme through ny belt conmmunicator. Central Files have the sel call nunber.'’
"You'll be waiting outside the suite? Sgt. Fields asked.
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'"Right.’
"W can watch you there. If you want anything, just say it out loud. W'll hear you. \Wen you get
inside, if we want to talk to you we'll phone in. Oh, and we'll also unlock the door.

' God. Thanks. Where's your visiphone?

Larry contacted Hanovich back at the control center. He agreed to the interrogation and prom sed
to take care of the details.

Fifteen mnutes later Larry net a five-nman security patrol in the hallway outside the outer
doorway to the Consular Suite. He quickly briefed them explaining in detail what they were
supposed to do and that they were expected to provide nuscle in case anything went wong, either
due to the activities of the people in the suite or due to outside intervention. He al so warned
them that anything they saw or knew about Security's facilities in the suite was to renain secret.
About a minute after he finished, a doctor, four nurses and an anbul ance driver arrived fromthe
hospital staff.

"W decided to bring an anmbul ance in case of trouble,' the doctor announced.

"I"'mLt. MQueen,' Larry said, and was introduced to Dr. Eichnor and the nurses. He recogni zed one
of the nurses as having fallen into his arms when he was in the hospital. He smled at her

' Recovered fromthe V2?7

She nodded, bl ushed and sniled back at him

'Good,' Larry said, and turned to the rest of the group

"There are four people in the Consular Suite. They are suspected of being nenbers of the group who
attacked the travel tunnels,’ he told them 'The suite is behind an airtight door. In a few
monment s, when my communi cat or beeps, a gas bonb will go off in there. The gas is VXN. Ten to 12

m nutes later we can go in and check the group. They should be in a sem -consci ous state sonmewhere

bet ween hypnosi s and euphoria. Keep silent. After the doctor checks them I'll ask them questions
and try to establish reasons for the recent attacks, and what they plan to do next.'
"That isn't ethical,' the doctor protested.

Lt. McQueen at first was a little surprised, then annoyed at the comrent. 'About an hour ago a
menber of this group tried to destroy the travel tunnel system' he answered the doctor. 'You, and
all of the people of Copernicus, including wonen and children, would have died. |Instead, three nen
gave their lives and two were injured stopping that man. There may be another attack planned. |
have every reason to believe that these people know about it. | plan to go in there and question
them while they're under the influence of this nild hypnotic, about what is planned next. What
new vi ol ence may be inposed on this city. Now, which is nore ethical, to violate the privacy of

t hese peopl e, whom we have good reason to believe guilty of a nurderous plot, or to allow innocent
victinms to die because we didn't know how to protect then®?

"Try and confort a child dying fromlack of air by telling himyou couldn't protect himw thout
due process of law. Explain to a nother, protecting her baby fromfire by interposing her body
that it wasn't ethical for you to do everything in your power to make her sacrifice unneeded.
There are ethics and there are ethics. | suggest you, and any of the rest of you who have doubts,
meke a decision on which is nore inmportant right now |If necessary, | will replace you. Wiich is
nore inportant, their privacy or to save Coperni cus and the people here?

Larry waited, and watched the group until the doctor finally | ooked away. Larry's conmuni cator
beeped.

"You're right,' the doctor confessed.

' Thank you,' Larry answered ' That beep marked the begi nning of the 10 minute period.' He consulted

his watch. 'I suggest that we wait until 20:30 and then go in. As | was saying, |'ll question
them If they know anything, we'll find out, otherwise we'll wait until they've recovered, and
then rel ease them'

* * %

"Fl eet Command has just issued General Order No. 6,' the Communications O ficer announced.

' Change the helmto our final vector. The navigator will then destroy all navigation data!' Capt.

Cor ander commanded. 'Switch on the public address systeny | wish to speak to the crew.
Hi s orders were executed and in a few nonents his voice was heard throughout the space cruiser
"CGentlenen,' he called them 'In a few short hours we will be joined in battle with a rapaci ous

foe, a scourge to all intelligent Iife in our galaxy. W may not survive that conflict, so | am
taking this opportunity to thank you for the devotion you have put forth in the past and the
hercul ean efforts |I know you will soon exert.

'You have seen, as | have, the stereos of the whol esal e sl aughter these nonsters deliberately

wrought without provocation or consideration for any of the essentials of humanity. You know t hat
the very fate of the | oved ones we have | eft behind depends upon our victory, or if not that, our
qui ck and silent death without revelation of their whereabouts, for to do | ess would doomthemto
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reprisal fromthese nerciless creatures.

' However, remenber that we are fighting not a race but a portion of a race. A ruling and
controlling hierarchy whose depravity is so great that it dare not reveal the extent of its evi
even to its own people. The popul ace of their enpire, which they so grotesquely m snaned
"Civilization", have little or no know edge of the heinous crines which have been committed,
supposedly in their behal f. Consequently, we are striking at a linited objective, the upper
echelon and nmilitary might of that hierarchy. Once we have destroyed the Solarian Patrol, and
reduced their headquarters in the Hill on Tellus, we can safely |eave neutralization of the

remai nder of their arnmed forces and the nobilization of the forces of justice and humanity to the
"teachers" who have skillfully infiltrated their culture and now | ead the peopl e.

"W are conmitted to victory !''" he concluded. 'And we shall have it, in the nane of right and
justice and those ideals we hold dear!

The captain then returned to his normal duties, not yet realizing the extent of the outrageous
deception being played on himand his fell ow beings by those 'teachers' whomhe trusted. He was to
survive the battle and one day discover just how evil and corrupt those 'forces of justice and
humanity' were' that the teachers |ead.

* * %

'Ready?' Lt. Larry McQueen asked.

Everyone agreed. Larry opened the door and strode down the corridor. The security patrol followed
hi m and t he nedi cal personnel brought up the rear. There was no indication that the space that was
now a corridor had, a mnute before, been filled with solid rock. Hydraulics had noved the plug
silently in and out of its conceal ed storage place, the floor.

When he reached the second doorway, Larry hesitated a nonent to be certain that the men in the
patrol were ready. He knocked, hesitated for an answer and then opened the door. The waiting room
was enpty. Persons of prestige or inmportance usually armed it with a receptionist or secretary to
separate out undesirables. Lesser personages nerely used its vol unm nous closets as a cl oakroom
Larry waited while a security man checked behind the doors. The closets were enpty.

They entered the main roomof the suite and spread out. Three nen swept through the kitchen
dining area and back into the main room Al enpty. That left the bedroons on both sides of the
corridor at the far end of the main room

Larry and the security men entered the corridor. Two nen entered opposi ng bedroons simultaneously
as two nen backed themup. Larry covered the rest of the corridor. Enpty. They proceeded to the
next opposing set of bedroons. Al so enpty.

That left the main bedroomat the end of the corridor. They regrouped and went through the double
doors. All four occupants of the suite were slunped about the bed at the far end of the room
Larry waited as the patrol spread out in the room They approached the bed sonewhat as a group of
men ni ght approach a sleeping Iion. After checking that the people were really unconscious, Larry
searched each of them He nethodically turned each pocket inside out, after renoving the contents,
and checking their clothing for weapons. They had a m ninum of identification, a |arge anount of
nmoney and al nost nothing el se. He exam ned each itemand returned it. He beckoned the doctor over
and indicated w thout speaking that the group was his to check. The doctor produced a biol ogica
telemetry set fromhis bag and started connecting el ectrodes and sensors to Geis, the man on the
bed.

The vi si phone chined. Larry picked up the receiver and listened. The plate remai ned bl ank. Sgt.
Field s voice asked, 'Shall we relay his telemetry signals out of the suite to the hospital's
conput er ?'

Larry nodded.

"QX,'" the Sergeant said, and hung up

Larry hung up. He got a puzzled | ook froma couple of nurses in the doorway watching but didn't
conmment ,

The doctor was listening to his set on an earpi ece. He beckoned Larry over and handed himthe
earpiece. After Larry put it in his ear, the doctor pressed a button marked Repeat.

A conputer's flat voice gave a series of biological nmeasurenments ending with '... the patient is
currently unconscious or asleep. He is in poor physical condition and has had a myocardi al
infarction within the last 60 hours. Please install the curette.'

While Larry listened, the doctor finished putting a needl e connected to a long thin plastic tube
in an artery and was about to begin exanination of the eyes with his ophthal noscope. Larry
returned the earpiece

The exam nation was conpleted in a couple of mnutes. The doctor turned to the wonan. He put

el ectrodes across the tenples, on her chest, and then exam ned her eyes. He snmiled "wyly to

hi nsel f, keeping his own counsel for the nonent. After he finished, Larry gestured, and a security
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of ficer and two nurses took her to another bedroom

The doctor exam ned the bodyguard and then the other doctor. Both were unconscious but otherw se
in good health. They were renoved to other bedroons under guard.

The doctor and Larry adjourned to the main roomof the suite. Larry could see the hallway as they
stood there.

"What did you find?' Larry asked.

"Well, first as you heard, the patient had a coronary. The conputer finally pegged it at about 56
hours ago, based on supplenmentary information. No other problenms of note.

"That woul d be at |east a day before he arrived here,' Larry conmented for the benefit of the
listeners in the surveillance room

"Rest. Good food. Small anounts of exercise are about all we can do for him' the doctor said.

' The wonan has syphilis. No one el se does.'

How can you tell? Aren't lab tests required to determ ne that?

"Not really. Lab tests confirmit. One of the synptons is a dark area in the area across fromthe
optic nerve of the eye. It's extrenely reliable, alnost infallible. She'll have to remain in
quarantine here until cured. 1'll check her for reaction to the usual specific, P-86.

The anbul ance driver had cone out of the main bedroomand after a little hesitation gone into the
bedroom containing Dr. Kalb. The man had left to go back to the anbul ance while the group was

wai ting for the gas to deconpose. Apparently he had followed theminto the suite during the
doctor's exam nation of the group. This was the first tine Larry had seriously considered the man
and for sone reason he didn't like him He realized that there was no conscious reason for it but
he had followed his instincts before with success.

Larry frowned and the doctor mistook it for sonething else. 'I've wondered at the nane too,' he
sai d.

"Let's question the doctor first" Larry said. 'Let's go see how he's doing.

They wal ked back into the bedroom Larry hesitated in front of the door. Behind themthe visiphone
chimed. The doctor started to reach for the door but Larry stopped him He put his hand on the
door knob, turned it and pushed it open with a quick gesture. As the door opened he was in a
crouch, his right hand by his hol ster.

There was the sharp report of a gun.

I nsi de the anmbul ance driver had quietly drawn a gun fromunder his whites and, while the security
of ficer and nurse were intent on the unconsci ous man, had shot the doctor in the head. Larry saw
t he anmbul ance driver, snoking revolver in hand, turning toward the security officer, who was
trying to draw hi s weapon.

Wth a reaction built in fromhundreds of hours of practice, Lt Larry McQueen thought the gun into
hi s hand.

To one practiced in the fast draw, this is enough to trigger the refl exes needed. The hol ster used
by the Sol arian Patrol finished functionally evol ving hundreds of years previously. It was a hard
pi ece of leather, rigidly attached to the wide belt So it would not bend, tw st or flop when the
gun was drawn; of hard |eather so the gun to which it was fitted would not bind or stick. Across
the top of the holster was a strap of |eather connected to the side of the holster with a snap
The strap prevented the gun fromfalling out of the holster or being renpved w thout the owner's
know edge. The end of the strap being curved out instead of flat against the side, indicated to

t hose who knew the difference between an officer fanmliar with his weapon and one who was not. In
the fast draw the heel of the hand comes up along the side of the holster, striking the curved arc
of leather, releasing the snap and noving it out of the way. The fingers take hold of the butt of
the gun, noving it clear of the holster and turning it ready for firing. As the gun points, the
thunb snaps off the safety and the gun fires. The whol e operation takes considerably | ess than 200
mliseconds fromintent to execution. The sequence of nobvenments is automatic, since there is no
time to think out any one of them More than one person has, under pressure, shot a hole in his
foot because he didn't have the sequence under control. Qthers, thinking thenmselves able to draw
like lightening, were dead because they tried to outdraw soneone who had them covered. Such woul d
probably have been the case with the security officer, except for Larry's intervention

The first shot got the anbulance driver in the chest, the second in the head, as Larry's gun
clinbed slightly in reaction to the first shot. The driver's shot went wild, nmissing the security
officer. Both the driver and Dr. Kalb were dead when the doctor exam ned them norments | ater

"l didn't realize he had a gun until he fired it,' the security officer said.

Lt. Larry McQueen | ooked at the nman for a | ong nonment and then shook his head. 'You were here to
guard him You didn't. He's dead! That's your responsibility! My job is "to get information
Instead, | saved you. The doctor and his nurderer are dead and the fate of Copernicus nmay be in
jeopardy. You'll have to bear a small part of that responsibility, too. Renenber that! Now go try
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to hel p guard sonmeone else,' he said angrily and dismissed the man

When the security officer was gone Larry comented to the doctor, 'Wth our luck Kalb was the only
one in the group who knew anyt hi ng.

He was right. Wen questioned, the others reveal ed that they had been hired on Tellus to play the
parts. Larry couldn't even get a good description of the second man in the vacuum suit, other than
the wonman's w stful coment, 'He was sort of tall ...' The second alien was the only renaining
source of information left.

Wth a quick call to the Security control centre, Larry nade arrangenments that the group be held
in protective custody in the hospital until they could be returned to Tell us.

* * %

Lt Larry McQueen returned to the Security Division to question the team hunting the alien. They
had no further success finding the m ssing prospector who had brought his rig into Copernicus.
Havi ng some second thoughts on the matter, Larry asked, 'What if you turn up this prospector and
he hasn't seen the alien, where are you?

"What do you nean?’

"The alien's not with the entrance team Right?

"True.'

"And if he isn't inside Copernicus?

There was a nonent of silence and then the man started | ooking for a list on his desk

"The only traffic outbound was a nooncar, going out to Mayer A

"OK,' Larry said. 'Let's talk to Copernicus Control about it.

Larry called Copernicus Control. A famliar face | ooked back out of the plate at him 'Howdy, M.
Lt. 'McQueen, sir,' it said. Its owner had been told who Larry was.

"Howdy, M. Holt,"' Larry said. It was said in all seriousness. One of the first things an agent of
the Service learns is to deal with people on their own terns and on their own | evel. Especially
the little people who wield the power. Wen you want cooperation, make it easy to provide. Larry
had made it a point to find out the controller's name when he had visited Copernicus Control
Soneone el se had clued in the controller

"Sure, anything | can do for you?'

"I"'minterested in the nooncar that's going out to Mayer A. Who's handling it?' Larry asked.
"I"'mhandling the surface traffic tonight. You sure pick a bunch of characters to ask about.

What cha want to know about hi n®'

"What's he done?

"Well, he showed up at 10-5-22 |ast shift and cl ai med his conputer didn't work.'

"What's 10-5-227

"That's controller talk for the Northwest trail entrance. Them s the coordinates. Anyways, because
his conmputer's out, he's got to nmanually drive, and when we check him we got to locate him
visually. That's a lotta trouble, but since this Tolliver fella is on a rescue trip out to Myer
A, Richy - that's the controller last shift - let's himgo.

"Well, when | meke the hourly check, | catch him zoom ng al ong at rmaybe 90 kil oneters an hour
After a meteor stormlike we had, that's like committing suicide, so | stopped himand told himto
ei ther get his robot working or come back in. Wll, that don't sit right with him so he tried to
give me a little back talk. That don't work. So it wasn't 10 minutes before he has it working. A
| oose wire he said. The robot took over and we ain't had a bit of trouble since.’

"I's this something an experienced prospector woul d have done?

"No, sir! There ain't many people who can say they went 90 kiloneters an hour across old Luna,

| eastways not alive there ain't A creeper's top speed is only 15 klons an hour, and across
unchecked areas they slow down to five, because even with a crevasse detector Qut on a 18 neter
boom they ain't able to stop in time to keep fromfallin'. You couldn't pay ne enough to trave
over even a checked trail at 30.°

"I's Tolliver experienced?

"Yeah. | | ooked himup. He's an ex-prospector that retired when he struck pay dirt."'

" Anyone el se in the nmooncar with hin®?

"I'lIl ask the robot,' Holt said. There was a short pause. 'Nope.'

Larry turned to the head of the teamhunting the alien. 'It sounds |ike the man we want. Wy don't
you send sonme one over to Copernicus Control to keep an eye via satellite on hinfP'

"Right.’

"And keep an eye out for your prospector here in Copernicus. W could be wong.'

* * %

Pete MIller quit to wait for the walls of the hole to cool before putting the crevasse bridge
across it.
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"Why did you use the shadow magnetometer instead of a spy-ray? Tolliver asked.
"Mostly habit | guess,' Pete answered. 'Spy-rays are all right if you want to | ook at sonething

and you know where it is. | wanted to survey the whole area and a spy-ray just doesn't let you do
that. You want to use it?
"Yeah. | thought 1'd go up and | ook over the area where the slide started.

"OK. Mnd if | tag along? asked Pete.

"No,"' Tolliver said.

"I'f you'll wait a couple of minutes, I'll get sonme tools,' Pete said.

When Pete, got inside the creeper he said, "I'll try to stay in sight. Have the fighting unit
cover us, even if you have to nove it. Keep us in sight! Any questions?

"Do you expect trouble? asked the creeper

"Yes, probably fromTolliver. | think be is a ringer,' Pete answered. Pete selected tools for the
belt he put on. 'Sone of these things can be used as weapons. |I'Il try not to turn my back on our
friend out there. If anything happens to me, call the S. P. direct and tell them what we know and
suspect. If | find evidence of the base, I'll make a conmment about getting warmfromthe clinb. If
we findit, I'll say "I"mhot." Send ne one click repeated at one-mnute intervals whenever the
satellite goes down, and three together when it cones up again. See you later.'

Pete and Tolliver went over the slide, and up toward the rim

"What are the black pieces on the screen? Tolliver asked, while he was exam ning the area.
"Probably iron ore,' Pete answered. 'Fromthe size of the pieces, there may be a vein of it above
us.' Pete didn't nention that unrefined ore would be nuch lighter in color. 'Let's go take a

| ook. "

They continued clinbing. The area fromwhich the material in the slide came was obvi ous. The
crystalline 'fairy castle' material ended abruptly at the edge. They stopped on a flat rock near
the top. Tolliver exanined the area and said, Is that a vein up there? You | ook."

Pete took the instrument. 'I'mgetting warmfromthe clinb. That's a strange vein. Let's get a
little closer.

The object was buried about a foot below the surface. As they dug Pete heard a click fromthe
creeper. 'It's a cable. Let's followit.' Tolliver agreed, and they set off, Pete carefully
bringing up the rear. It shortly became obvious that it was a very |long cable.

"Creeper, use a spy-ray and follow this line,' Pete said.

' The cabl e goes around to the peak on the west side of the crater,' the creeper reported.

"What do you think? Pete asked Tolliver

"I think the hole has solidified enough for you to nount the crevasse bridge and get ne out of
here !'" Harv broke in before Tolliver could answer.

'K, be right down,' Tolliver answered.

The nmoon creeper was waiting for themas they canme down the steep side. They rode on its radiation
shield back to the slide.

Tolliver's attenpt to kill Pete was perforned very smoothly. They had |ust bolted the tractor beam
in place on the crevasse bridge over the red-glowing pit. Pete was cutting away part of the bridge
rail when Tolliver 'bunped' against him Pete went over the edge. The power line on the cutter
held him dangling over the pit.

"Pull me up!' Pete shouted.

Tol liver | ooked over the edge. 'Just a nonment,' he said and di sappear ed.

Pete heard two clicks as he clinbed the power cord.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

" A LENSVMAN | S BORN

On Tellus one of the nen responsible for the attenpts to destroy Copernicus | ooked around the room
at his other acconplices. '"Wll? he asked, sarcastically. 'Do any of you wi se asses have any
further suggestions? Another sophisticated plan to elim nate Copernicus? Sone other clever idea
that won't work? Or are you ready to ny way?

' Rel ax, Mossby,' another man spoke. 'It's too late to do it your way. Walk in there with an
atom c bonb and you'll be nailed by their Custons. If it goes off at that point, you'll have
killed a couple Custons Officers and flattened sone worthl ess real estate.

"W can get past them Kill them!' Mssby flared.

"You m ght have been able to do that | ast week but now they' re ready and waiting.'

'"W've got to do sonething,' another nman said. 'As soon as our report gets to |Issacson, we're
all dead nmen anyway.'

"You're right, we have to do sonething,' the |leader of the group said. 'I'mnot going to appeal
to your patriotismbut your own personal self interest Copernicus must be destroyed before the
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fleet attacks. The meteor proved that external force is out. Qur previous setups have been
negated. They were neant to | ook |ike accidents. W can no |longer afford that |uxury. The
assassination is only six or seven hours off and the attack about 10 hours away. Too short a tine
for it to make any difference whether Copernicus is destroyed by accident or by deliberate
attenpt. The question remains: how do we do it?

There was a |l ong sil ence.

'Hasl a had a good idea under these conditions,' one of the nmen said. 'It won't matter now, since
a poison can't be any thing except deliberate, and it would be easy to get past the Custom s
gate.'

"I't would work if we had tinme,' another man said. 'But we don't have that tine.'
"I left 10 cylinders of V2 gas back there.'
"The only thing that stuff is good for is to close airtight doors,' another conmented
sarcastically.
"It's obvious that no one single attack is going to put Copernicus out of business at this late
date,' the leader said. 'W left behind enough equi prrent to make a whole series of different
attacks. W can use it. But first we nust get there. Hasla, schedule us on the next three flights
as tourists. Make it two groups of four individuals, and then Msshy. Mssby, you will go al one on
the last flight with your atom c bonb, and at worse cause a distraction. How many nmen will you
require to get past Custons?'
"Four.'
"The last group will be five nmen. Contact Aspen for suitable gunmen,' the |eader said. 'Now let's
wor k out how many ways we can attack the critical facilities of Copernicus directly, what we wll
need to do it, what we will have available, set up a list of priorities and nake out a tine
schedul e for our operations.'
* * %
[ LARRY MCQUEEN?] Larry heard his nane as plainly as if soneone had been standi ng besi de himand
had called it except he hadn't 'heard' it and there was no one around him [Larry. Were on that
godf orsaken, airless ball of rock are you?]
For an instant Larry thought he had cracked up. He thought that he had recogni zed the voice, but

a nental one? He finally responded, [ Copernicus.]

[Good. "Il be right down. Meet you at the Solarian Patrol field office. Ch,] the voice continued,
recogni zing Larry's puzzlement. [This is Tom TomEIlik. I"'musing nmy Lens. Tell you about it when
| get there.]

Larry knew Tom fromthose days in the Triplanetary Patrol when he had been tapped by the Service
to go through special training. Tomhad been in the group just before Larry. He hadn't heard from
hi m since they had been sent out on their first assignments. 'Lens' he had said. Samrs' Lensmnen.
Fairchild had nentioned them when he had called in his report. Either he was going crazy, or WOW
Mental tel epathy!

Hal f an hour later Larry was sitting on a park bench in front of the Solarian Patrol field office,
when anot her figure in space black and silver, the uniformof the Solarian Patrol, showed up.
"Hey, Tom' Larry stood up, and greeted him Tom | ooked exactly the sane as he had when Larry
first saw him The years hadn't touched him

"Hi, Larry,' Tomgreeted him and the voice spoke in his mnd again. [Let's go somewhere and have
a cup of coffee.]

Alittle nervous, Larry started to speak. Tomcut himoff with the thought, [It's all right. | can
read your surface thoughts. Wiere do you want to go?]

Larry indicated a little sidewal k restaurant farther along the wall of the Done. As they wal ked
along Larry felt |like one very |large question mark. [What, where, why, since when and HONP]
Tom El i k | aughed. [Larry, you sound just like me when | was first introduced to the Lens. They
cone fromArisia. Sanms has adopted themas the identification of the new organization he's
form ng soon, because no one el se can duplicate them They're mental ... everythings: Tel epathic
device, translator, communicator, ID, all rolled into one. You nane it and it'll probably do it.]
He pul |l ed back the sl eeve of his blouse and there on his armwas a shining, nmetal bracelet with a
pul sating lenticular sonething on it. The Lens of Arisial

"Fantastic!' Larry said in awe. It nade the flashiest piece of fire opal he had ever seen | ook

i ke an ordinary brown pebble. Thousands of little specks of light flashed and noved around

i nside. [They must cost a fortune!]

[No, the Arisians give themto people who qualify. There are no strings, except one,] Tonis

t hought hesitated, and he snmiled knowingly. [It's called the Lensman's load. It means that in the
full est sense you are responsible for all of your actions. You are the chosen representative of
Cvilization and all that nmeans to the rest of the universe. Your ethics, your sense of justice,
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are all above reproach. You are the enbodi ment of the highest possible integrity and reliability.
That is the Lensman's | oad.]

Larry | ooked at Tomfor a long while wi thout coment, letting the words and what they neant soak
in. Trying to understand themin his own terns and referents. Finally he asked, [All right, where
do | go to get one?]

Tomsmiled like a squirrel who had just been given a bag of wal nuts. They sat down at the table
and verbally ordered. A noment |ater, back on the Lens, Tomthought, barteringly, [You' re in |uck
Larry. |1've just cone back from Arisia and guess what they gave ne to give you?]

[A hard time?]

[ Nope. Two nore guesses. |

[A bottle of Rhoot Bheer?] Larry thought, referring to a | ong standi ng joke between Tom and his
friends.

[ Nope. But you're warm And for beer that's bad but for guessing that's good. One nore guess.]

[A Lens of my very own to treasure always.]

[Right! Very right!]

They turned off the hunor as fast as it started. For all of Tomls irrepressible personality, Larry
could think of few other nen he would prefer to have at his back in a tinme of crisis. Tom brought
an insul ated case out of his pocket and opened it. Inside was another bracelet ... and a Lens.
This one was a dull, grayish-white, lifeless jewel that somehow gave one the inpression that it
was absorbing light and the things around it. Careful not to touch even the band, Tom pointed at
It.

[In this state they are dangerous. If you touch a dark Lens that isn't yours, it will jolt you
like a high tension wire never could. If you try to wear it, you'll be dead in seconds. Touch this
one lightly and let's check if it's yours.]

The Lens junped into life for a brief noment as Larry's finger tips brushed the surface of the
band.

[ Good,] Tomthought. [This is a solem nonent, Larry. From now on you pick up your |oad and go
forth with it.]

Larry McQueen took out the Lens-carrying bracelet and snapped it around his wist. The pol ychrone
light flashed brightly, and suddenly he could see, hear and understand Tom better

[Larry, the hardest, coldest cat |'ve ever net handed this to me and told ne to deliver it

i medi ately. He said you needed it. | commandeered the Bolivar itself to get it to you. It's
waiting to take me back to Tellus, so |I've got to run

Keep in touch, and turn in your Golden Meteor. OX?

[QX.]

Tom El li k hurried away, |eaving before his coffee cane, leaving Larry infinitely better equipped
to handl e the situation with which he woul d soon be confronted but no better off in determnining
what it woul d be.

Larry sat there feeling a twinge that an agent of the Triplanetary Service often feels when
anot her agent |eaves his presence, a little alone and a little lost. A thought intruded. [Pardon
me, Larry. Congratulations !] an old friend and Lensnan on Mercury thought. [The sanme,] cane from
anot her one in a spaceship circling Saturn.

[ Thank you,] Larry replied. [Is there any limt to the range of these Lenses?]

[Yes, but it's quite a way out,] cane the answer. [Any ability you can conceive of and develop is
yours. Good | uck.]

[ Now get your fanny out of there and tear hell out of them] cane the final nessage fromlLarry's
previ ous Sector Chief. [Wat do you think this is, a party?] The fact that he was in a bawdy house
on Al phacent gave his words a little extra neaning.

Larry went back to work

* * %

The first group of four 'tourists' entered Copernicus with out incident. Their papers were in
order. They canme in with others who were honestly tourists. Everything went snoothly, or so it
seened.

When the second group hit Custons there was a problem The |ong arm of coincidence had been
twisted too far. One of the Custons officers acted. They tenporarily closed the Custons gate

| eaving the entrants sitting, waiting, and reported by visiphone to Hanovich

‘"I don't like to think about who we mi ght have passed,' he reported. 'W' ve got a 20 per cent
increase in tourists and a 200 per cent increase in tourists w thout |uggage.'

'How nany is that?

"Wl |, about an hour ago three went past. That's about a day's limt. |'ve seen all of themgo by
in one batch |ike that before but now we have six nore of themout there and sonething snells.'
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"All right, hold on for a couple minutes and |I'll send someone right down,' Hanovich said. He
called the Security control center and got Larry.
"I"l'l go out and check them' Larry said. 'l just mght be able to find out what's happening."'

Larry | ooked at Hanovich for a nonent. He sent out a probing thought toward him Yes, Hanovich was
tired. Areaction fromthe excitenent of the afternoon. 'How tired are you?' Larry asked.
Hanovi ch shrugged. 'Wy?

If Custonms is right, if this is only the tag end of a group that entered Copernicus earlier, we
are in trouble!" Larry answered. 'I'd like to get you, or some other really capabl e person, down
here in the control center to handle things.' That was spreading the oil a little thick but Larry
was certain now that if he needed hel p and asked for it, Hanovich would swing every bit of
authority he had to do what Larry wanted done; That was worth havi ng avail abl e.

"All right,' Hanovich said. '"I'Il be right down.

"I'1l be at Custons,' Larry said, and left.

He caught one of the transporters that were being used to nove people while the travel tunnels

were out of service. Wiile getting into it he noticed a peculiar snell. It seened faniliar but he
couldn't inmediately place it. He asked the driver about it.

"Ethyl,' the driver said, and wi ggled his eyebrows. Seeing Larry's still puzzled | ook, he

expl ained further. 'W use pure grain ethyl alcohol for fuel. Its funes aren't poisonous |ike

gasoline. But the air isn't the only thing that gets polluted around here.

They made out to Customs without accident or incident.

Larry nmet the Custons officer in charge and had the subjects pointed out to himthrough a one-way
wi ndow in the official's office. They | ooked |like ordinary enough people. They decided to
interrogate themin the office, one at a tine. Larry | eaned agai nst a book rack at the side of the
of fice, one hand on his holster

There was no difficulty about the first man brought into the office. He was a little puzzled by
the delay but quite cooperative. He was actually there on business, but for political reasons
within his conpany he had described hinself as a tourist. He was let out the side door. The next
man was a different case. He took one ook at Larry in his uniformand radiated hate. It cane over
so strong that one really didn't need a Lens to feel it.

Curious, Larry probed further with his Lens. He got nothing verbal, just [ANGER/ HATE]. The Custons
of ficer flipped through the nan's passport. 'Wuld you sit down, M. Herdman?' he asked. The nan
didn't seemto hear. 'M. Herdman?'

Suddenly the nan cane flying at Larry. He was scream ng, and waving his fists. In his mnd Larry
saw himwaving a knife with the same kind of hate and hacking at someone with it. Larry cane off

t he bookcase, dodged one wild swing and planted a solid, hard blow in the man's di aphragm Hernan
doubl ed up and went down with a crash, trying to breathe. 'Handcuffs,' Larry ordered. 'This man's
a psychotic. He tried to kill soneone down on Tellus and may have succeeded.'

Moments |ater two officers hauled himaway with his hands fastened behind him

"If | were to tap 10 people at random on the shoul der, one would probably run |ike hell because of
sonet hi ng he had done and the rest would probably have sonething on their conscience that woul d
make them feel nervous,' Larry said. 'Ready for the next one?

The next nan radiated fear but it was a different kind of fear. It wasn't polite watchful ness or
hostility. The man saw Larry and for an instant froze inwardly. Nothing appeared on the outside.
He wal ked over to the chair offered and sat down. The Custons of ficer asked the usual questions.
"Name?' 'Is this address correct? 'Place of birth?” Al were fromthe passport. Then he picked up
a clipboard with a bunch of telegrans on it. He flipped through until he canme to what he pretended
was the right one. He | ooked at it, |looked up at the nman and asked, 'M. Lee. \Wat was your

not her' s mai den name?'

There was a long silence as they waited for the answer. Larry probed. [Confusion/Fear.]

The man licked his Iips and said, 'King.'

When the Custons nman gl anced over at Larry, Larry sent the thought, [No. He's lying. It's word
associ ation. He knows nme as McQueen. McQueen - King.]

"I"'msorry,' the Custons officer said. 'That isn't what we have recorded here. W're going to have
to wait until this is cleared up.'

Rat her than gently probing the barriers put up by fear, Larry sent a hard, solid thought at the
man. [Who are you??]

The man junped up and | ooked at Larry in terror. His hand went to his mouth. Larry junped for him
but even as he nade the few steps across the room the nman was dying. Larry probed as hard as he
could but it did no good. The man was terrified that he mght reveal something. In a few nore
seconds he had faded away.

Larry knelt at the dead man's side where he had fallen, |ooking at him puzzled by his reaction
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He hadn't done any thing that would give any rational person cause to conmit suicide. Yet the nan
was dead. He had killed hinmself by know ngly swallow ng poi son. A fear of revealing sonething? A
fear so great that the man would commt suicide? That was unusual. Yet, now there were three nen
who had done simlar things.

The gunman in the Sanctuary.

The gunman in the Consular Suite.

And now this man

Why - and how? Pick a dozen peopl e. Have someone give theminformation that they considered
essential to be kept secret. Nowtry to get it away fromthem and none of them would fear you
They' d be hostile. They'd fight you, even unto the death. But they wouldn't fear you so nuch that
they'd conmit suicide.

"Call the Security control center and ask themto send an anbul ance for this nan in about an
hour,' Larry said. 'Is there somewhere we can put himuntil then? | don't want to scare the people
out in the stockade by their seeing an anbul ance drive up.'

The Custons officer called and made the necessary arrangenments. They put the dead nan in a cl oset
in the office.

‘Can you inmagine what's going to happen?' the Custons officer said, watching Larry with a snile

"The Security officer will cone in here and ask where the body is and we'll open the closet door
and out will fall a body. Just like a grade B nurder nystery.
Larry smiled politely. '"Yeah. | think we were a little, you should pardon the expression, too

stiff with the last one,' he said. 'Do you think we can act sort of casual and bored?

The next man in found them |l ooking like they were about to go to sleep. 'Oh, ah. Wuld you sit
over there M. ah,' the Custons officer scrabbled through some papers, |ooking very disorganized
and inefficient. 'Ah, Horst. M. Horst.'

Again Larry got no thoughts, just the strange, blocking aurora of fear when the man saw him Larry
del i berately yawned, trying to put the man at ease.

The Custons officer asked the usual questions and then instead of trying to trap the man, he
asked, 'Have you been through here before? The nane sounds famliar.'

[Panic.]

Larry Lensed the Custons officer to discontinue that Iine of questioning. This nan has been

t hrough Custons here before.

'How many in your party?' Larry asked, taking over the questioning hinself.

"One,"' the man said. 'Mysel f.' [Fal sehood.]

"What' s the purpose of your visit? the Custons officer asked

"Tourist.' [Aggressive! Danger!]

Do you have any friends here in Copernicus?

"No. | don't know anyone here.' [Fal sehood. Fear.]

"Did you know M. Lee?" the Custons officer asked.

"What ?' [FEAR!] The Custons officer had just made a nistake and this Horst caught it. He didn't
like any of the inplications of '"Did you know ...

"You know, the fellow who was just through here?" Larry said, trying to snooth things over. He got
of f the bookcase, ready to dive for Horst if necessary.

"No.' [Fear.] He seened to accept the explanation. The enotions were com ng through from Horst but
no words. They seenmed to be bl ocked out by what he felt.

"M. Horst, do you have anything to declare to Custons?' the officer asked.

"No. Not hi ng.

"M. Horst,' Larry addressed him 'I would like to level with you. W have been havi ng sone
trouble here recently with people who are trying to destroy Copernicus. [FEAR ] They have
attenpted to attack fromboth the inside [Fear] and the outside. W need information on these
peopl e, whether they're going to try to attack our essential utilities such as power, [FEAR air,
[FEAR] or water [Fear]. O whether they're going to attack instead one of our facilities, such as
Coperni cus Control, [FEAR !] Mborpark Research, [fear] Earthside Comruni cations, [FEAR], the Port
of Entry, [FEAR'] or our defences operated by Copernicus Control. [FEAR ]

"Wiy are you hesitating between each nane?' [ Suspicion] the nan who called hinsel f Horst asked.
"Are you using a lie detector on ne?

"No, why?' Larry asked.

[HE'S LYING FEAR' SU Cl DE!]

Larry went for the man but it was too late. He had a ring with a barbed edge that popped out. He
made a fist, driving the barb deep into his palmand then tried to scratch Larry with it. Larry
caught the dying man's hand.

Larry eased the dead man onto the floor. 'W're not doing so well,' he said. 'Wuld you put in a
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call to Security's control center while | add this one to our collection?

A nmonment | ater he saw Hanovich on the visiphone screen. 'W've got two of themso far,' he said

wi t hout preanble. 'They both suicided but before they did | got the information that they plan to
attack Copernicus Control. You better alert their security and send sone additional people over
there.'

' How many?

"I don't know,' Larry said. 'Ten in arnor? There's no way of telling how many of them got past us.
You better also alert Miintenance about anyone nmessing with their essential systens. That was, ah,
ment i oned, too.'

"Are you finished out there?

"No. We've got two nore to go. Do you have any way we can trail soneone who cones into
Coper ni cus?

‘"Not any nore,' Hanovich answered. 'Not unless you can plant sonething on them You've just about
deci mated our night shift by having nme send them out to Copernicus Control.

Larry | ooked at the clock. It was 23.30 GVI. 'Wen's the next ship due in?" he asked the Custons
of ficer.

'The next one is due in about 30 m nutes fromnow from Los Angel es.'

That nmade it 15.30 or 16.30 in Los Angeles, he didn't renmenber which. 'Hang on for a noment,' he
said to Hanovich, and wal ked out of the office into the compound. There were two nen waiting
there. Not too unalike to |l ook at but as different as day and night on the Lens. One was bothered
by the delay, the other | ooked at Larry's uniformand went into a fear reaction. Larry asked their
nanes and then went back into the office.

"W've got one nore on tap,' he said. 'l can't follow himmyself because this uniformwould make
me stand out |ike a neon sign. Tell you what, I'Il recruit my own shadows. Just send ne one man to
start with. OK?

"Where will he neet you? There?

"No. Wait a minute. Can | talk to hin®

A few m nutes | ater a young, dark-haired, handsone nman's face appeared on the plate. 'O ficer
Bratnon, sir,' he introduced hinself.

Larry probed for himon his Lens. "Hello, Oficer Bratnmon. This is a new device the Patrol has
just acquired,' he said, displaying his Lens, which had been covered by his blouse cuff. "Wth it
I can talk to you directly, mind to nmind.' [Like this.]

The officer was a little startled but was game to go on. Larry added Hanovich to the link and
expl ai ned what he wanted the officer to do.

Next Larry went out the side door of the office to the stop where a transporter waited. Its driver
was the sanme man who had brought Larry out to Custons. Larry denonstrated his Lens and gai ned the
man's cooperation. He was a little high, and not exactly fromthe funes of the transporter

Larry returned to the office and Lensed a call to TomEllik on Tellus. [Hey, Tom Busy?]

[Not for you,] Tom answered. [Wat can | do?]

[ You forgot to tell me, nowthat I'ma Lensnan, who do I work through? Fairchild is down on
Lensnen because he can't be one.]

[Let's see. You're still attached to the Service instead of the Patrol. Therefore, it's Operation
Zwi I ni k, instead of Operation Boskone.]
[ Huh?]

[Operation Zwilnik is a task force working on the traffic in drugs and that's the only business
being currently handl ed by the Service. Operation Boskone is a simlar group dealing with pirate

activity and is only one of the operations we're handling in the Patrol. You are still Service, so
you report to Knobos of Mars. He'll transfer any informati on you may have on pirate activity to
whoever on the other side handles it. QX?]

[QX, | guess, but how do |I contact hin? |'ve never net him]

[ have. I'Il introduce you,] Lensman Ellik answered.

The first Martian Lensman cane in. He cane into EIlik's mnd, not Larry's, and then transferred.
[Hell o, Lensman McQueen. | was not aware you had received your Lens,] the voice said. It felt

Martian but the words were perfect English in pronunciation and enunciation. The thoughts were
hard and crystal in clearness.

Larry explained that he wanted the next space liner fromLos Angeles to Copernicus checked out
prior to takeoff. He expl ained what he had found to be a comon characteristic of the alien
saboteurs and how they reacted to his probing.

[We have noted a simlar reaction in one or two cases previously,] Knobos comented; [It seenms to
be sone kind of inplanted conpul sion. The nethod of inplanting is unknown. | will see the Lensnen
check that spaceship and the next dozen or so that |eave Tellus, and stop at Copernicus.
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Henceforth work through nyself, or Dr. DalNalten. | see you know Dal Nalten, therefore | will not
bot her introducing himto your nmind. Is there anything el se?]

[ No. ]

The Martian broke contact.

* * %

"QX,' Larry said to the Custons officer. '"Let's run those two out there through and |l et them go
into Copernicus. Don't ask nore questions than you usually do.

The two men were processed in rapid sequence. The Custons officer asked his usual questions from
the passport and then quit. The first nman was visiting his children and had |eft things froma
previous visit. The last man was the suspect, who said that he had just stopped over to | ook
around and planned to | eave the next day. Larry got the sane fear reaction fromhim The Custons
of ficer probed no further and Larry just acted bored.

Once the suspect was out the door, Larry contacted the driver of the transporter. Through the
driver's eyes he watched the suspect board. They drove off down the zigzag approach to the tube
that | ed through the Rodebush-Bergenholmfield at this entrance.

Larry's thoughts flashed ahead to the Frontier Hotel, where Officer Bratnon had just arrived, and
contacted him He spread an i nage of the suspect's appearance in Bratnmon's mind so he would
recognize him [Is there anyone around here that you know?] he asked in concl usion

Bratnon nentally shrugged. [Practically everyone,] he answered.

[ Where woul d you expect the subject to go?]

[Either to the hotel here or to the transporter rental place across the way.]

[Let's visit the rental place first.]

The officer walked into the rental agency and greeted the clerk on duty. Through the officer's
eyes Larry saw the clerk and felt for his mind. He found it and after the officer explained that
sonet hi ng unusual was going to happen to him Larry greeted the man. After the initial surprise,
the clerk agreed to cooperate. They attached a small transmitter to the next transporter in |ine
and the officer left for the hotel.

There they nmet the head bell hop and Larry nade contact with his mnd. Larry now had the begi nning
of a web, which he hoped he could enlarge fast enough to hold not only the present suspect but to
ensnare the other agents. Oficer Bratnon went back out to his own personal transporter to wait.
A fewmnutes later the transporter arrived with the suspect. Larry watched hi mthrough the
driver's eyes as he got out and went into the hotel. He watched through the bell hop's eyes as the
man went to a public visiphone and called a nunber

The bell hop nentally gave Larry the phone's nunber. Larry relayed the nunber to Hanovi ch, who
call ed up the robot exchange and asked that the call be traced. It was to an apartnent near
Coper ni cus Control

Larry wal ked out of Custons to the transporter stop and headed in for the Done on the transporter
wai ting there. There was a high probability that his physical presence would be needed.

The suspect left the hotel and went to the transporter rental agency. He rented the bugged
transporter and left. Larry asked O ficer Bratnon to follow him Then he checked with Hanovi ch and
found himin a state of aggravation

[What' s happened?]

[ There's been trouble at Copernicus Control.]

[What kind of trouble?]

[We don't know yet,] Hanovich answered. [They just called for an anbul ance.]

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

OF MASKS AND MEN

Pete MIler clinbed the power cord and grabbed onto the bar under the bottom edge of the bridge.
The power cord canme |oose and the cutter fell into the pit. Tolliver again |ooked over the edge.
He saw Pete holding onto the bridge. He picked up the spanner wench used to tighten the tractor
beam bolts, and swung it at Pete's hand. Pete shifted his hold at the last instant and grabbed for
the wench. He nissed.

The second bl ow was ai med sideways at Pete's arns. Tolliver hoped to sweep himoff the bridge.
Pete l et go and grabbed with both hands at the wench. This tinme he got it, and then Tolliver's
wrist. Pete yanked - Tolliver, off balance, grabbed for the railing. It burned through his gl ove.
Tol i ver toppled. Pete grabbed the edge of the bridge again. Wien he got on the bridge and | ooked
back, there was no sign of Tolliver. Then he heard three clicks.

Pete hesitated for a couple of nonents, and then he said, 'Report back to Copernicus that we just
had an accident. Tell themthat Pete MIler fell into the pit. Apparently dead. Tell themI'l]
give nore details when |I get inside.
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"VWhat happened?' asked Harv.

" Shut up!' said Pete and went back to work

* * %

It took Larry a nonent to renenber that he knew an operator at Copernicus Control: Holt. He Lensed
a thought to Holt.

[ Howdy, M. MQueen,] Holt answered, unperturbed. [Conme on in.] Holt was sitting at his console,
wearing an air mask.

[Way the mask?] Larry asked.

[The place is full of V2 gas. The alarns went off so we grabbed the masks. They're connected
directly to our own air duct and we've got them at every console.]

[ What happened?]

[ don't rightly know,] Holt answered. [A couple of maintenance nen came in about half an hour ago
and were poking around downstairs. Just a minute ago a bunch of security men in arnmor came in. One
of the mai ntenance men canme up the ranp, saw them and started shooting. Charlie got hit. Not bad.
Then the alarns went off. One of the things they hauled in nmust have been a bottle of V2. Then the
fire extinguisher systemwent off. Everybody's downstairs. There's been a | ot of shooting down
there. | put a mask on Charlie and called an anbulance.] As he finished he saw an of ficer cone up
t he ranp.

"Did you get thenP' Holt asked.

"Yeah,' the officer said. 'Both of them Where's your visiphone? You' ve got this place so shiel ded
I can't use ny suit radio.

Before Holt could answer, Larry interrupted with the thought that he wanted to contact the
officer. Holt asked the man over and Larry nade the transfer. The nman was the sergeant in charge
of the group. The sergeant went back down the ranp while Holt nade his report for himto
Security's control center

Using the officer's eyes, Larry |ooked around. At the foot of the ranp a drumthat had fallen off
a hand cart imedi ately caught his eye. The |abel on the side of the drum said ' Special Ferrous
Compound' . Ferrous - Iron - CGenerators. The association was that fast. They checked the hopper of
the emergency power generator. Instead of little iron ingots, it was filled with green powder
[Find out if there's any way to keep the generator fromturning on. Fast! There nmay be a power
failure at any nonent, and when there is, the hopper will explode like a bonb.] Larry instructed
the sergeant. Then he transferred to Holt.

Holt didn't know how to keep the generator fromturning on when the power went off but he pointed
out that there were two generators downstairs. [There's so nmuch duplicate gear down there that we
only have a repairnman during the prine shift, that's 0800 to 1700.]

[Call him Now ]

[1"Il try to find his name,] Holt answered.

Larry turned to the sergeant. [Any |uck?]

[ There are a bunch of |eads that go into an arnored cable. The cable goes into the floor and

di sappears. | don't dare cut the | eads because if | cut the wong one first, the generator nay
start.]

[ There's a second generator around here sonmewhere. Find it, and while we're trying to get sone
hel p, try to clean the powder out of the hoppers. Use a vacuum cl eaner,] Larry instructed.

Holt was still looking for a nane, so Larry Lensed Robert N ven of Mintenance. N ven was at hone
wat ching late television. Niven knew the mai ntenance nan. Larry had no way of reaching himso

Ni ven nade the phone call.

Larry went back to the sergeant at Copernicus Control. [Call the control center and find out the
| ocation of the power substation that supplies Copernicus Control. Get sonme guards over there.]
"Lieutenant?' [There's also an apartment ...]

' Li eut enant ?

Larry suddenly realized that soneone was talking to him The driver of the transporter. 'Wat?
Larry asked.

"This is the hotel. Didn't you say you wanted to get off here?" the driver asked.

"No,' Larry answered. 'Wuld you mnd driving ne over to City Hall instead?
The driver pulled out of line, around the transporter that had brought the first suspect into the
Dome, waved, and called, 'I'm going on ahead.'

That rem nded Larry and he Lensed O ficer Bratnon. [What's happeni ng?]

[He made a stop at an apartnent conpl ex, got sonething out of their mechanical roomand | oaded it
into his transporter.] Oficer Bratnon said. [He's headed toward the south end of town now. |
can't figure out where yet.]

[ Does he know you're follow ng hinf]
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[1 doubt it.]

[ Got your armor on yet?]

[No,] the officer answered.

[Get it on, even if you have to park to do it. It isn't doing any good on the floor back there and
we' ve already |ost too nany good officers.]

There was a slight glow of pride fromthe officer and he stopped to hurriedly carry out Larry's
order.

Larry checked Niven. [Have you found your nman yet?]

[Yes,] Niven answered. [I got himout of bed. He's calling Copernicus Control right now. ]

[ Good. Thank you. ]

Larry went back to the sergeant at Copernicus Control. [Found out where the power substation is?]
[Yes,] the sergeant answered. [There are four men on their way over there right now They also
told ne about the apartnent. Two men are heading over...]

The vi si phone rang and Holt answered. It was the repair man. Through Holt, Larry probed for the
man but somehow he couldn't contact his nmind. So Larry acted as a relay between Holt and the
sergeant. Holt acted as the ears of the trio and asked questions while the sergeant acted as the
eyes and hands. Between the three of themthey found the proper |eads and pulled them Then
suddenly the repairman cane in directly. He described to the officer how to clear out the hoppers.
The lights went out. [It's all right, M. MQueen. Wen you told ne that the power was going off,
| put everything in the permanent storage node. Wen the power cones back on, we'll get back on
the air in half a ... agh!] Holt disappeared fromthe |inkage.

[ What happened?] Larry asked.

[ don't know,] the sergeant answered.

"Li eutenant, we're here,' the driver announced.

[1'"1l be back in a nminute. Can you find out?] Larry asked. [Yes, | think so.]

Larry broke contact. Hol ding three mnds together, even for a few m nutes, was now a trenendous
strain. The day woul d conme when it was only a mnor effort but that would be after a | ot of
practice. Right now he felt as if he had gone through the spin cycle of an automatic washer. He
asked the driver to wait for himand hurried into the City Hall as fast as he could go wi thout
running into a wall. [Hanovich?] he called ahead. [I need a suit of arnor.]

Hanovi ch i ndi cated where he could get the arnor. '"Wile he did so, the sergeant at Copernicus
Control called in and reported. There was a flurry of action as the control center dispatched
anbul ances and requested an energency repair crew from Mai ntenance. Larry listened in through
Hanovi ch.

Monments | ater one of the officers sent to the power substation reported in. They had arrived just
as the agent there set off an explosive charge on the side of the main transforner for the
Coperni cus Control area. The man had been shot in the attenpt to capture him They needed an
ambul ance. Larry mentioned the possibility of suicide to Hanovich, who warned the officers.

"I''ll goinwith him' one officer said. 'He isn't conscious right now, and by the tine he is,
we'll have himin new clothes and in the prison ward - if he survives.'

The control center asked the Maintenance dispatcher to send out another repair teamto | ook at the
power sub-station to see what they could do. The dispatcher did so and started calling in people
fromthe day shift.

The officers who had been sent to the apartment that the suspect from Custons had phoned, reported
that they found two people dead in the apartnment, apparently the residents, and a hole cut through
the floor into a ventilation duct. There was a cylinder, apparently of V2, being fed into the
duct. They turned it off.

In the darkness that covered that portion of Copernicus when the substation went out, they had

n ssed the person who had renained behind in the apartnent.

Larry checked with Officer Bratnon at the south end of Copernicus.

[He's parked in front of a public visiphone booth, waiting,] Oficer Bratnmon answered. [He keeps
| ooking at his wist watch.]

Larry | ooked at his wistwatch. What had the Custons officer said? That spaceship shoul d have been
i n about mdnight. The attack had occurred about 00: 15, which would have given the liner tine to
get in. Larry Lensed the Customs officer. [Did that |iner ever get in?]

[No.1 haven't seen it.]

[ Thanks,] Larry replied, and Lensed Knobos.

[ What happened to that spaceshi p?]

[l just received a report on it,] Knobos answered. [It was del ayed while they renmobved an atomc
device fromit. There were five people involved. Four are prisoners, one is dead. The prisoners
are hired guns, nothing else. In spite of your warning, our man wasn't fast enough to get the
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| eader of the group.]

[I's the spaceship still at LA Spaceport?] Larry asked.

[ Yes.]

[ Thanks. Goodbye. ]

Now the pattern was clear. Two groups of agents had cone in on previous flights. The attack was
pl anned for after the last group came in with an atonic weapon. The first group was to take out
Coperni cus Control. The second was to do - what? He didn't know yet. Cbviously they were waiting
for orders to go ahead. Group three was to bring in the bonb, right through Custons, while
Security struggled with the attack on Copernicus Control. So would they link up for the second
attack? Possibly. Possibly not. Team one and two comrunicated via the man in the apartnent. After
the attack he left the apartnent, probably to set up a new command post and wait until everyone
checked in. That way he could evaluate how effective the attack was. Dependent on that, he would
set up a second, and/or third attack. OK he'll soon know that we got nost of the third team
those involved in the attack on Copernicus Control. He knows by now we got part the second team as
they came through Custonms. And he'll soon know that we got the third team That neans he'll turn
| oose the second attack as soon as possible, whatever it is.

QX, as Tom says; we've got one man fromthe second team covered. W can work back to the new
command post. Find out where the other nenbers are |ocated and cover them

Larry glanced at his watch again. 00:20. He Lensed a call to Oficer Bratnmon to get the location
of the public visiphone where the suspect was waiting, and Lensed the information to Hanovich so
he coul d have the call traced when it cane. Then, on a hunch, he went out to the transporter
waiting outside City Hall and told the driver to head north.

Whil e traveling north he thought back to his conversation with the second suspect, Horst. Horst
had had the strongest reactions to both Copernicus Control and the defenses controlled by

Coperni cus Control. That would fit. The defense batteries had been noved out along the rimof the
crater so they weren't covered by the Rodebush-Bergenholmfield. That neant to the north and south
of the city. Now would be a good tinme to exam ne what inmpact that had on their vulnerability to
attack.

He Lensed Hanovich. [What's our status?]

[The first anmbul ance is at Copernicus Control. They're working on the personnel out there. W're
waiting for the rest of the people to arrive,] Hanovi ch answered.

[1'"ve got some questions about the defense batteries that Copernicus Control is supposed to
handl e. Who can hel p ne?]

[I mght be able to do that,] Hanovich answered. [Wiat are the questions?]

[How are they controlled?] Larry asked.

[ From Coperni cus Control, over control lines to the batteries.]

[Are there any auxiliary control centers for the batteries?]

[ Yes, but they're | ocked, sealed and shielded |like a bank vault. Only the qualified crews can get
in and then only if the secondary | ocks are unseal ed by Copernicus Control.]

[I's there any way to foul up the control |ines?]

[That's a good point,] Hanovich replied. [Normally, 1'd say no. But with the new installations
going in, there are sonme sections that haven't been "hardened" yet. One of the first things that
Ted Johnstone insisted on was to build the new sites and lay lines out to them But there are sone

sections of the control line that can't be buried under the specified 20 feet of reinforced
concrete yet. Those areas are under guard and they've got an alarm system nmonitoring the line.]

[ How many spots on the control |ine are being guarded?]

[ Four.]

[Are the guards in arnor?]

[No.]

[Get themin arnmor as fast as you can,] Larry ordered. [Alert themthat trouble's coning. \Were's
the nost critical point on the control line to the north?]

Hanovich called the points up on a plate at the control center and gave himthe | ocation.

[As long as you have them why don't you give ne all the locations?] Larry asked. Hanovich
conpl i ed.

The robot central reported a call to the visiphone in the southern section of Copernicus. It cane
froma public visiphone in the Done.

[ How many ot her phone calls fromthat phone in the last five minutes?] Larry asked.

Hanovi ch inquired and was told that there had been only one call and it was to a location in
northern Copernicus. The | ocation was sonewhere behind Larry.

[Can you catch the caller?] Larry asked.

[No. Not unless he waits for us.]
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Larry switched over to Oficer Bratnon.
[ What happened?] Larry asked the officer.
[ The phone rang. He answered. Listened a couple seconds and now he's | eaving.]

[My current guess is that he's going to try to disrupt the control |ines between Copernicus
Control and the blaster batteries.] Larry said, and gave himthe two | ocations in his vicinity.
[ They' re both down the passage to the south exit,] Oficer Bratnon replied. [We'll see if you're

right in a couple mnutes.]

[Right. Check in with Hanovich,] Larry ordered. [He'll have to run our backup if we goof.]
Larry's driver picked up the passage to the north exit, a wide tunnel that ran over 10 mles out
to the northern-nost exit from Copernicus. Two mles along the tunnel they reached the tube that
bridged the slot Dr. Kelvin had only finished cutting that afternoon. The driver stopped and Larry
got out. The guard was there, behind Larry with a high-power rifle, alnobst as Larry's foot hit the
ground.

'Freeze!' he comanded. 'Can | help you?

"Yes,' Larry said. 'My nane is McQueen. I'mhere to help you. Check w th Hanovich.'

"He's already contacted ne,' the guard said. '"If you'll turn around slowy and lift your visor
I"d like to check."'

Larry did as he was ordered. The guard rel axed.

"Lt. McQueen. G ad to have you here,' he said. "Sorry | seemed a little suspicious but...'

The rest of the guard's words were |l ost as the alarmon his conmuni cator began to buzz. He keyed
it and asked, 'What?'

Larry however Lensed a simlar thought directly to Hanovich

[Detectors in both the north and south passageways have indicated V2, and are closing airtight
doors. \Where are you?] Hanovich asked.

[At the tube across the slot,] Larry answered.

[ The door is the one directly south of you.]

Larry | ooked down the tunnel. A long way down it he could see a man | ooking at himfrom behind a
transporter, and behind himthe airtight door was cl osing across the two | ane roadway.

Larry dropped his visor and sent out the thought, [Bratnon?]

[He caught me by surprise,] the officer answered. He was standing in front of a simlar door in
the south passageway hol ding his communicator. [By the time | got up to the door, it was closed.]
[Open it, cut through it or do something,] Larry suggested. [| can't help, |'m busy.]

"Do you have a gas mask?' Larry asked the guard.

' No.
' Then get out of here. You and the driver go up to the next door. If it starts to close, get on
the other side of it, otherwise you'll get a lungful of V2. I'mgoing to try to capture the nan
down there. If I can't, and you've got tinme, try to kill himbefore you retreat,' Larry said, and

smled. 'QX?

Larry turned and advanced on the nman hiding behind the transporter. He heard the transporter that
he'd arrived on | eave.

The man fired at hi mwhen he was about four yards away.

* * %

The rock was renmoved fromthe door of the entonbed creeper, and Harv had clinbed a |ine out of the
slide. Pete waved hi mtoward his creeper

Once inside Pete's moon creeper they renoved their face plates. Pete canme to the point

i medi ately. 'Wat is going on around here?" he asked.

' Soneone is apparently planning to invade us,' Harv answered.

"Who?' Pete asked.

"I don't know,' Harv said. 'l don't think Mayor Love knows either. Soneone has been sending agents
into Copernicus in an apparent attenpt to either take over, or to destroy it!'

You don't have any idea then who they are, or where they cone fron?' Pete asked again, sonewhat
di sappoi nt ed.

"No, renenber the universe is a big place,' Harv answered. 'An invader who adverti ses where he
came from before he takes a bite out of his victimis inviting a bite back.

"How di d you get involved?' Pete asked. 'You're just another prospector like ne.'

"Yes, but for the last ten years ny hobby has been | ooking for the pre-Wrld War 3 noon base,’
Harv said. ' Sone people Earthside found new information about its location. The Gal actic Patro
passed the information on to Mayor Love, who passed it on to ne with the directions to find it,
and secure it.

"Gal actic Patrol? What Gal actic Patrol ?

"You're just full of questions, aren't you? Have you been listening to the Earthsi de News?' Harv
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asked.

"No,' Pete shot back. 'Wy?

" About an hour ago there was an attenpt on the Solarian Councillor's life,' Harv said. 'The
Conmi ssi oner of Public Safety has ordered out the entire Solarian Patrol. It has been renaned the
"Galactic Patrol", and is on energency call-out drill. The H Il is closed, and the Grand Fleet is
out waiting for soneone to show up from deep space. It |ooks like the skirm shing between

i ndividuals is about to stop, and the curtain is going up on the real action.'

'K, how fast can you get the Solar ... er ... Galactic Patrol here with weapons and arnor?' Pete
asked.

"Il can't,' Harv answered seriously. 'They have their hands too full with the fleet operations to
be bothered with a couple of prospectors and an obsol ete nbon base. Copernicus will probably be
under attack shortly. If Copernicus is destroyed, and they control the noon base, they will be
able to use it as an advance outpost for their next attack. It could be easily reduced right now,
if the Galactic Patrol had the time, and knew where to look. It took me a week to find it even
with all my information on the subject, and only Copernicus Control, and apparently the eneny,
suspect that |1've found it.'

"In other words, we're on our own to secure the noon base, and defend it with obsol ete weapons and
our own resources,' Pete said.

"And if we don't, they'll w pe us out because we know too nuch,' Harv added with a sad snile and a
shrug.

Pet e paused for a noment and then shrugged back. 'OK, that's the way it is,' he said. 'Wat do we
do first?

' Coperni cus Control should be real busy right now with Galactic Patrol work, which neans that
after we report that 1'mOK, we'll be ignored. Woever substituted that character for Tolliver
will expect himto report to themshortly, so we better start for the west peak pronto.

"“I'l1l install a renote-control unit on the mning blasters to cover our rear, and on your tender
so you can take it along,' Pete said. 'You go on ahead in ny nmoon creeper, and I'll catch up with
you in Tolliver's Moncar. Wiere do you think the entrance to the noon base is?

"On the other side,' Harv answered. 'At least that's where | plan to | ook for it.'

"COK,' Pete said. 'Creeper, take the fighting unit and the tenders, and follow Harv's orders. The
blasters will be on auxiliary channels six and eight. Harv's tender will be on channel nine. See
you, Harv.' Pete grabbed up an arm oad of control units and left.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

FI RST LENSMAN - EVI L MONSTER?

A fight between an armed nman and an arnored man is not as unequal as it mght at first appear. The
armed man has nobility and of fensive power. The arnored nman has |less nobility and must use what he
has to 'come to grips' with his opponent so he can use his superior weight. Larry MQueen had
weapons and coul d have ended the fight in short order but he needed information desperately and
was Willing to assune a considerable risk in attenpting to gain it.

The shot was fired at Larry's left leg. The inpact of the heavy calibre bullet knocked it out from
under him Larry went down and his opponent junped out from his cover behind the transporter and
ran toward him

This formof attack was expected. It was classic even in Roman tines, although obviously the exact
details were not. Attack the | egs, the weakest point arnored and the keystone to nobility.

Larry went into a side roll. H's hands hit the ground in a line with his right foot. He rolled
over on his right shoul der, across the back and sl apped the ground, comng up on his |left hand and
leg. He rose into a T-defense to nmeet his opponent's attack

Larry's opponent |eaped through the air toward himand | ashed out with the side of his foot to
Larry's right knee, attenpting to knock himdown again. Larry retreated and turned his knees
sideways to the direction of the kick

As the man | anded, Larry |ashed out with his hand to hit a painful blowin the side just bel ow the
ribs. The man tried to retreat. Larry ained a high diversionary blow at the man's face. The man

bl ocked and Larry swiftly hooked his foot around the man's, kicking forward. Larry's opponent
stunbl ed backward and sonmehow recovered before Larry could get around for a take down.

The flexibility of the suit of arnmor had sl owed the coordination of his attack. Larry closed in on
him H s opponent retreated backwards to consider his next attack. He fired two shots at Larry's

| egs and missed. The transporter prodded himin the back and he noved around it with Larry keeping
cl ose. He reached in the back of the transporter, funmbled a nonent and cane out with a solid bar
of metal about half a neter long. He held it by one end so the other end was at eye |evel. He went
into a Horse stance with the stick extended toward Larry. It was simlar to the fencer's stance
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except the knees weren't as bent.

Larry smiled, and copied the man. It seened like a foolish thing for the man to do. H s opponent
lunged and the netal bar slid harmessly off Larry's arm missing the neck clanps of his hel net
that the opponent had tried for. Larry flicked his arnored glove at the man's hand, and m ssed.
Both nen went into an on-guard position. Larry dropped his hand in a v notion under the bar and
tapped it lightly on either side to see if he could sucker his opponent into parrying it enough to
move out of position. Close. He started a pattern of taps on the bar, one side and then the other
Got himused to noving back and forth to parry. Back and forth, a little wider now, and then ..
Lunge !

Larry's attack was inside the bar but he ainmed not for the man's chest or head but for over his
shoul der. His opponent tried automatically to parry and succeed in bringing Larry's gl ove agai nst
the side of his head with a bone crushing thud.

The man went down. Larry probed. He was still half-conscious and trying to suicide. Larry reached
down and put his fingers on both sides of the man's nose and pulled down. Qut popped two nose
filters and a lot of blood. The man struggled for a nonent, took a breath and then lay still.
Triunphant, Larry stood up. He had his man, alive. He | ooked around. The doorway beyond the tube
had cl osed while they were fighting. The whole area nust be full of V2. He heard a faint noise
fromthe back of the transporter and found a cylinder of liquid there: the V2. He closed the valve
in the end.

[Got a gift for you, Hanovich,] he Lensed the Director of Security. [How about opening this can so
I can bring it out to you?]

[You're going to be stuck in that can for awhile until the air clears,] Hanovich answered.

[ Meanwhi l e, we've got other problens.] He explained that they couldn't clear the air in Copernicus
Control of V2, even though the air coming in was pure. Miintenance was bringing in a portable
detector to try to find the source. The power substation would be out until the transformers could
be replaced but Copernicus Control would be on the air as soon as they could get the next shift

i nside. The energency generators were now on-line.

[How s Bratnon doi ng?] Larry asked.

[He and two other officers are cutting their way in with a sem -portable,] Hanovi ch answer ed.

[Did you get the guy who nmade the visiphone calls?]

[No. But he only nmade two calls,] Hanovich answered. [So he's the only one unaccounted for.]

Larry McQueen cooled his heels for half an hour until the |evel of V2 dropped | ow enough that the
airtight doors opened. New guards were waiting outside when they did. He and the transporter
driver who had brought himto the tube returned to the hospital prison ward with their prisoner

It was a little after 2 o' clock in the norning according to Lensman Larry McQueen's wist watch as
he wat ched a doctor check the man strapped to the bed.

"When did you nmake the injections? the doctor asked.

" About five minutes after he was exposed,' Larry said. 'l used the vials stored in my arnor.'

' Then he should be com ng out of it shortly,' the doctor said. As the man slowy recovered from
the effects of the gas, Larry sat beside the bed and probed. He spoke directly to the man's m nd
trying to get inmages or renmenbrances of his background through word association

What he got was a series of images and isolated events associated with pain or unconsci ousness
such as when a ball had hit himin the side of the head; being thrown to a mat too hard; a
spanki ng by his mother. There was al so a Pai n- Fear-Love sequence. The events changed and faded
into each other like watching a merry-go-round through a kal ei doscope. Many events didn't make
sense.

The man was hot and he tried to wipe his forehead. A word fromLarry brought a cold cloth and
Larry wi ped his brow.

An ego, a personal viewpoint, began to energe in the events. Very cautiously Larry tried
projecting the enotion of fear. The reaction he got cane through forcefully and out of proportion
to the stinmulus.

He was a child, drifting, exploring, excited, in a field of weeds on the side of a hill. There
were friends around him Oher children he enjoyed. They were excited, having fun. The sun was
bright and warm and t hey were happy.

A bl ack spot appeared in the blue of the sky. He stopped to watch it.

It grew larger. He seened to be the only one who saw it.

It grew larger. It was the face of a man.

It grew larger. And clearer as the |lines separated

It grew larger. The horrid, leering face of a man.

It grew larger. The lines of the face broke apart and becane spaceships, black, evil, foreboding
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It grew larger. Filling the sky above the children, darkening it. They stopped and | ooked up in
sudden dread and antici pation

'DI E!" a voice said, and there fl ooded down fromthe spaceshi ps beans of red destruction and
fire. They touched the field and, where they touched, the field turned black. They touched his
friends and they cried out in pain and shriveled before his eyes. He ran, and a beam foll owed him
and touched himand he screaned i n agony.

And screaned.

And screaned.

* * %
The leering face had been that of a man Larry knew. The face of Virgil Samms, the First Lensnan
and Head of the Solarian Council. Larry was a little shaken by the raw hate shown com ng from

Sanmms. He had expected a reaction to his suggestion but nothing like this. He had expected sone
resistance. It was like having tried to cool some water and having instead produced a crystal in a
super-cool ed solution. He tried to undo what he had started and in a few ninutes a child no | onger

writhed in screaming agony in the mnd of the still, silent formon the bed.

Larry tried to be infinitely nore careful and patient as he projected the next enotion
[ hat e]

The mind of the man seized it and it becane

HATE! !

Bl ackness.

Drawi ng back, the bl ackness was an up-cl ose vi ew of
The space bl ack-with-silver piping of a uniform of
A Sol ari an Patrol man.
The face blurred, and now w th di stance
sharpened into that of the evil features of
Virgil Sanms, Sol arian Council or
Around himfigures.
Men in uniform grinning, evil.
Wonen in ballroomdresses, smling, vacuous
puppet s.
An opul ent ballroom nusic, dancing.
At the edge of the crowd, a figure standing Qut, different.
He noves toward the center slowy, purposefully.
They do not see him they do not hear him
Hi s silhouette ringed in Iight.
He nears the evil one.
Draws and fires.
FLANME!
Bur ned and bl ackened,
The evil one falls to the ground.
The opulent walls fade, the fenmale figures gone,
A group of uniformed men of the Solarian Patrol
Standi ng on a plane with nountains around, and one In the background, shorter than the rest,
truncat ed, Sheathed in untarni shed netal
The Hill.
The uni formed figures scurry about
| ooking for a place to hide,
| ooking fearfully about.
In the sky a little dot grows
and grows and grows,
| arger and | arger.
The spot separates into many bl ack dots.
Spaceshi ps closing in. Beans flash down.
The evil patrolnen run and are burned to black figures.
Ri ght triunphs.
* * %
The man was awake. His eyes were open and he was | ooking at Larry with his uniform of space bl ack-
and-silver in horror.
[ FEAR! SUI CI DE! ]
Hi s heart stopped.
The doctor was unable to keep it going. The patient was nentally conmitting suicide!
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* * *

After it was over Larry Lensed Knobos.

[We are in the midst of an emergency,] Knobos replied. [Pl ease be brief.]

[ have information. I'mnot certain of its significance,] Larry stated, and then revi ewed the
maj or points of the two sequences he had received fromthe man he probed.

[Both sequences are significant,] Knobos told him [A few nminutes ago there was an attenpt to
assassinate Virgil Samms. It failed. Please wait a nmoment.] Knobos contacted Sams and the
Conmi ssi oner of Public Safety, Roderick Kinnison. In a few short sentences he explained the
circunstances of Larry's information

The three cane into Larry's mnd and Larry saw unfol ded before himthe mnds and personalities of
two of the nobst fantastic individuals he was ever to know. Two nmen who had just created a force
they had been nolding all their lives. A force which would becone the backbone of civilization
the Galactic Patrol. They were good nen. Trenendous nmen. Hard. Cl ean. Honest. And enornously
capabl e. Wthout deceit, pettiness or self inmportance. The difference between them and the
caricatures in the sequence he was to present was so absurd and farcical that Larry |aughed.

When they had reviewed the sequences, Kinnison remarked, [|I can appreciate your |aughter. The
intensity of this man's belief al nost nade ne doubt Virgil.]

[ The sequences are al so inportant of thenselves,] Sanms said [They are too el aborate, too stylized
for the mind that held themto create themon its own. Sonehow they were inplanted in exact det ai
by an expert.

[ Red, your suspicions and Bergenhol m's deductions are vindicated. It appears that your G and Fl eet
energency callout was fully justified. And it |ooks like your ensigns aren't going to have | ong
gray whi skers before they see action. They nay not even be able to finish shaving.

[Lensnman McQueen,] Sams was formal, [Thank you for bringing this matter to our attention so

qui ckly.] Then informal, [And Larry, drop in on nme when this assignnent is over. |1'd like to neet
you agai n. ]

Sanms and Ki nni son went back to work. Knobos remained only |ong enough to coment, [We will expect
you Friday. ]

Larry Lensed Hanovich. [I need a status report.]

[Did you hear about the assassination attenpt on Samms yet?] Hanovich asked excitedly.

[He didn't say much about it,] Larry answered dryly.

Hanovich did a nmental double take as the inplications of what Larry said registered. His attitude
began to change from one of equal status to deference.

[Status report?] Larry asked, again.

[ Copernicus Control is in full operation on emergency power. The operators are in vacuum suits.
The substation will be out indefinitely. The V2 was conming fromthe fire extinguisher system
Somreone replaced a bottle of CO2, with V2. Thanks to Holt, they were back on the air in half an
hour .

[OFficer Bratnon's suspect suicide before they could get to him He cut the control cable in two
pl aces. Estimates to repair run two to three days. W have arned, arnored guards on the northern
cables. No word on the prisoners]

[Both dead,] Larry reported. [Why so long to repair the cable?]

[Each is made up of 600 tw sted, shielded pairs of conductors. It takes anywhere up to five
mnutes to strip, identify and splice a single one, and since the far end is inside the |ocked,
auxilliary control room they're still trying to find a way to identify wires in that end of the
cabl e.]

[Tell Copernicus Control to get a crew ready to take over the battery fromthe control room when
they get inside,] Larry commanded. [Did you hear about the Grand Fleet call out?]

[Yes,] Hanovich answered. [We're on full alert status. I've had all of the entrances closed and
everything is fully manned. Everything' s quiet.]

[AI'l right,] Larry comrented. [I'mlate in nentioning this but have the guards watch for someone
who cones out to find out how successful the attacks were. W caught both attackers, so their
controller has no way of telling what happened. He'll probably have to do it in person.]

[1'1]l see to it imediately,] Hanovich answered.

CHAPTER S| XTEEN

THE LAST SPY

Lensman Larry McQueen was on his way to the Security control center when his comunicator beeped.
It was Hanovi ch. Once Larry knew, he bypassed the device and Lensed Hanovi ch directly.

[l understand these people tend to suicide?] Hanovich asked cautiously.

[ Yes. The sight of a Patrol uniformseens to panic them]
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[ How woul d you like to scare another one to death?]

[Where is he?] Larry asked.

[ She shoul d show up at the north passageway tube any m nute now,] Hanovich answered. [W checked
Qut your inquiry about people asking questions. A wonan posing as a correspondent for Universa
Tel enews showed up about half an hour ago at the south passageway aski ng questions. She's just
about had tine to get to the north passageway. Her credentials don't check. The guards have been
alerted and will try to hold her until you get there.]

[ How many guards have you got there?] Larry asked after giving orders to the transporter driver.

[ Two,] Hanovich answered. [You net them]

[l wasn't paying that nmuch attention at the tine. Wapons?]

[ They have a sem -portable, a Standish and sidearns. ]

[What do you need nme out there for? Just to bring her in?] Larry asked, puzzled.

[ Backup, and as a witness in case she suicides,] Hanovich answered candidly. Larry thought it a
little uncharacteristic of himbut assunmed it was part of a changing attitude. [Besides, someone
has to bring her in and question her.]

On the way Qut to the tube Larry considered his own reluctance to bring the woman in. He

di scovered with surprise that he was reluctant to deal with any of these people. Wy? In spite of
their good intentions, they were wong in what they were trying to do and he had to stop them
Why? He knew why. The victins. The innocent. The good and kind. The children. Regardl ess of
intentions, the victins suffered.

Suddenly he realized how the man back there in the hospital had gotten to him Had gotten to him
deeply because Larry had associated himwith the victinms. In a way the man had been a victi m but
he had tried to nake other people victins too. He had been used. He, and others Ilike him had to
be stopped from using and destroying others. And if in stopping them they would die, it would be
by their own hand or under the control of others. They were both offenders and victinms. He'd |ike
to get his hands on the one behind this.

Al'l right, Larry resolved, sonmeday |'mgoing to nail the person behind it all. Woever he is,
soneday |'mgoing to nail his hide up on the wall. Meanwhile, I'"mgoing to stop his first victinms,
his agents, fromcreating nore victins. Then |'mgoing after him Personally.

Larry's communi cat or beeped again. It was Hanovich with nore news. In talking to the security
detail at Earthside Conmunications, they had mentioned a woman calling up and asking for her
husband i n Mai ntenance. There was no such person and no one from Mii ntenance had visited themthat
ni ght. She had also just called Copernicus Control and found out that they were back in operation
Larry listened without comment. It sounded like there had been an attack planned on Earthside
Conmuni cati ons, which aborted through | ack of personnel. Wy was she collecting this information?
To report to soneone, obviously. Maybe it would be worthwhile playing cat and nmouse for awhile.

[ Hanovi ch. Are you nonitoring the phone traffic fromhere to Tellus?] Larry asked.

[No. I can't,] Hanovich answered. [That's interplanetary and | can't do it w thout authorization.]
[Geat! Wake up the paper shuffler at the local Patrol office and get himnoving. Tell him
anything. Tell himyou tal ked to Kinnison hinmself and he'll personally authorize it!]

Hanovi ch agr eed.

Larry arrived at the tube before the wonan. An arnored guard stopped himat the airtight door. Up
ahead two transporters were parked sideways across the roadway with the Standi sh between them The
second guard sat behind it.

Wi ti ng.

"What would you like us to do, lieutenant?' the guard asked. 'Exactly what you're doing,' Larry
said. 'For the noment he considered getting back into the arnor lying in the rear of his
transporter, then discarded the idea. Two nen in arnor should be enough. He doubted if she'd try
V2 again. He told the driver to park the transporter by the roadsi de and get behind the bl ockade
He could wear Larry's arnmor, if that nmade himfeel safer

Then they waited.

She arrived driving her own transporter, a gaily decorated one.

"Hello,' she said, looking up at Larry and sniling.

Larry could feel her shudder in fear, though there was no visible sign of it.

'Pl ease park over there,' the guard said, pointing to the side of the road behind the other
transporter.

"Hi,' Larry said, and smiled broadly.

She wheel ed the transporter smartly into place, got out and canme wal ki ng back. She was a few
centineters shorter than Larry; blond and very busty. Really sonmething to | ook at.

"My nane's @inda Hasla,' she said. 'I'ma correspondent with University Tel enews.'

Lt. Larry McQueen, Solarian Patrol, at your service,' Larry said, and nodded his head in sal ute.
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He | ooked her in the eye, and deliberately made his eyes get a little |arger

"Lieutenant, |I'mhere to find out what happened when you were attacked a few m nutes ago. My
friends call nme Ainda,' she said, her voice making it certain that he was a friend

"Mne call me Larry, dinda. As you said, we were attacked. Fortunately, at the tine replacenent
guards in arnor were com ng up behind the attacker. They got inside before the doors closed and
chased himup to the tube there. He fired a shot into the control cable before they killed him'
Larry watched her intently. She acted a little flustered. Larry probed gently and found her
confused. The fear was dying away and being replaced with nervous fascination, since he didn't act
suspi ci ous of her

"Was it serious? she asked, hesitantly.

'The batteries aren't operable until they repair it. They've got a couple nen on it now.'

"How long will that be?

"I really shouldn't tell you, dinda. Security, and all that.

"I gather it will be awhile?

Larry nodded. 'Do you have to file your story right now?'" he asked.

" No-0-0, not right now.'

"I"'moff duty. Could I buy you a drink? | know a little bar in the, Done that's open all night.
She hesitated, and smiled. "Well...'

"l have ny conmuni cator here, and if anything happens, they'll call ne. And of course, when they
do, you'll know too.'

"Al'l right," she noistened her lips.

Larry drove her transporter. They talked a little about thenselves, playing out the charade. Larry
told her stories about the Patrol, true, except they had happened to ot her people.

She told himthat she had been nmarried and divorced. CGotten interested in politics and then told
stories about her assignhnents - true, except she had read themin a book. He found out that she
drank vodka.

[ Hanovi ch.] Larry Lensed ahead. [Are there any bars open in the Done?]

[Only one on Wednesday norning at this hour,] Hanovich answered.

[Geat. Call themand tell themto close up for an hour,] Larry ordered

Next he Lensed the bellhop at the hotel. [I need a couple liters of vodka and gin, and sone nmix in
the refrigerator in my room Make it good stuff but water the gin. And a roll of w de adhesive
tape in the nightstand. Can do?]

[Can do,] the bellhop replied.

* * %

They pulled up at the closed bar. Larry pointed to the sign that gave the hours. 'I don't
understand why they're closed,' he said. 'Certainly the alert shouldn't have anything to do with
it.'

"Ch, what alert? dinda asked.

"The Patrol is having sone kind of maneuvers. If you're really interested, I'll find out about it
later. Wiy don't we go up to ny roomover at the hotel? | have a bottle of vodka and mi x. W can
talk a little while.'

She smled at himand pressed her knee against his. "All right, but I've got to file ny story
first.'

They found a public visiphone in the hotel |obby. Larry got the keys to his roomfromthe desk and
then sat down on a couch and watched her as she made the call. It was the same phone the other
suspect had used to call her. Larry was too far away to hear and she had her back to him so he
couldn't lip read. He Lensed. Hanovich and they both listened in fromthe control center. The
nunber she call ed was probably connected to a radio relay, fromthe quality of the voice at the
ot her end. Hanovich was later able to confirmthat.'

She reported success on her mission, that all the other nenbers of her group were dead and that
she had McQueen in tow. Her orders were short and blunt. 'Get what information you can out of him
and kill him'

She sniled, and Larry, probing her, decided that she wasn't a very nice person after all, as the
details of just how and when she planned to kill himflitted through her nind. At |east he was
safe until then.

She finished her call and returned to him smiling. 'There!' she said, 'that should hold themfor
awhile. Shall we go?

I nside his roomshe presented her nouth for kissing, which Larry did. They necked for a few
nmonents and then Larry broke to m x sone drinks. He inmagined he felt Iike a male w dow spi der

He poured her half a glassful She took it and flitted around the room finally ending up in an
arnchair and ki cking off her shoes. The drink was al ready half gone.
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They tal ked. She tried to punp himabout the fleet, the general callout, the Service and details
of what had happened at Copernicus Control. He, in turn, tried to find out what she thought of
Tel I us, when she had been there, who her boss was and things like that, while giving out hints and
odd tidbits to keep her interested. She wasn't drinking.

He changed the subject to her personal life history and she started drinking. He used his Lens to
gently probe each tinme she stopped drinking, and steered the conversation in directions that
seened to make her start again. He refilled her glass twi ce and, probing, he could feel her
getting drunk amazingly fast.

She got up and cane over to the bed where he was sitting. She put her hand agai nst his chest, and
gently pushed. He went over backwards. 'l l|ike you,' she said, falling onto the bed with him
‘'Make love to nme,' she asked in a little girl voice. 'No one ever seened to care.'

It was rapidly becom ng obvious that she had m sjudged her capacity for al cohol. She was rapidly
slipping into unconsci ousness

He renoved her rings. 'They scratch,' he explained. They woul d have i ndeed They were her poison
fangs. He dropped themin the nightstand.

Now t he question was, would the depressant effects of the al cohol be enough to dull the conpul sion
to suicide? Could he keep her drunk enough to be out of control, but sober enough to be conscious?
After an hour of effort, he finally let her sink down into unconsciousness. An hour of work with
little to show for his efforts. It was a little like trying to play two pianos at the sanme tine.
On one hand he had to keep her conscious but not too nmuch so; on the other, he had to probe past
her automatic defenses for the specific information he wanted.

He found out that npbst of the personal information she had given was true. No father, and an
intensive clod of a man for a husband. She had been recruited, indoctrinated, conditioned,

i mpl anted and turned | oose. Larry had a nane, 'Petrino'. A couple places on Tellus to |ook, if you
consi dered New York and Los Angeles places to | ook. He had neither the tine, know edge, nor the
techni ques to renove the inplanted conpul sions. He did have a general idea how it had been done

t hough, and wouldn't recomend it to his worst eneny.

She had no interest in stars or astronony. He had no | eads to where or what Petrino was. A dead
end, but if he held onto her, she'd suicide. He considered the matter for a while. Wiat to do with
her? Fromthe way she was sleeping, it would be at |east another eight hours before she woul d wake
up, and he'd have to nake the final decision. For right now he taped her up so she couldn't run
away i f she woke up before he got back, and tucked her, fully clothed, under the covers. He took
her rings and left.

On the way out he nmet the bellhop, paid himand thanked himfor the special service.

G ad to help a Patrolman,' the bellhop said. 'Was the vodka all right?

Yes, why?' Larry asked.

Vell, fromthe way you set it up. | figured the vodka was for the lady. So | poured about a
quarter of the bottle out and replaced it with Eth.'
Et h?'

Yeah. You know, 180 proof alcohol. They use it in the transporters.'

Larry dunped the rings in a nearby trash container and continued out the door. It hadn't been so
hard bringing her in after all. He'd rather enjoyed it, he thought as he headed for Copernicus
Contr ol

* * %

Coperni cus Control was either a smooth running operation or a madhouse, dependi ng on whet her you
were wat ching or working there. The Grand Fl eet was stream ng out bound to engl obe the Sol ar System
in an attenpt to discover the direction fromwhich the eneny was approaching. In theory the nmanned
commrer ci al spaceshi ps were heading for the nearest port until the battle, if there was going to be
one, was over. In practice it didn't quite work out that way. Every spaceship captain considered
hi nsel f an arnthair general capable of second guessing not only the Galactic Patrol, the Solarian
Patrol's new nanme, but also the eneny in advance. He knew that he had enough time to conplete his
journey. Since considerable anbunts of noney rode on sone of their cargoes, some risk may have
been justified. But nost of the reasoning was just stupid, or w shful thinking.

After a few nminutes of argunent, the Galactic Patrol declared martial |aw and dunped the whol e
probl em of clearing the Solar System of nonconbatants back into Copernicus Control's |ap. Any
captai n di sobeying orders would have his license pulled, permanently. As a result, the job becane
relatively easier.

More than one of the operators at Copernicus Control remenbered ruefully his laughing at oldtiners
who expl ained what a job it had been integrating with Grand Fl eet operations and clearing a few
sectors of the Solar System Now their problemwas nultiplied manyfold. They didn't have tine to
renenmber for long. There was too much work to be done. They put the ships into satellite orbits
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about the nearest planets and noons and hoped that the ground controllers could bring themdown in
time.

Lensnan Larry McQueen picked a spot on the rail overlooking the tank. He and nunerous ot her

per sonages who could wangle their way in, had a ringside seat to the situation and to the battle
when it canme. Headsets pernmitted themto listen in on various channels.

They didn't have to wait long before it started. 'Flagship Chicago to G and Fl eet Headquarters!'
came clearly through the din of static and background noi se. ' The Bl ack Fl eet has been detected.'
Controllers stopped to listen. 'RA 12 hours, declination plus 20°, distance about 30 |ight-
years...'

As the voice spoke, the image in the tank shrank and on the edge of the tank a black circle
appeared. The co-ordinates indicated that they were coning al nost straight in toward Tellus out of
the constellation Cona Berenices. That nade a | ot of second guessers happy but had the opposite
effect on the controllers. They went to work, concentrating on trying to clear as much as possible
of the hem sphere of the Solar System around that |ine.

In the tank the notions of the Grand Fl eet changed. Now i nstead of spreading out, it was being
pulled in to concentrate itself in that hemi sphere. There was no word yet from Grand Fl eet
Headquarters as to where they intended to nmake their stand. That made Larry nervous but he
realized that until GFHQ had sonme idea as to the conposition of the eneny forces, their formation
and whet her this was the only group they had to contend with, the decision would have to be

del ayed. Still the decision had to be made soon. Prelininary formations were beginning to form
The report canme in. The Black Fleet seened to be of a standard composition. It was sonmewhat
smaller than the Patrol's Grand Fl eet but considerably larger than the North American contingent,
whom t hey woul d have been fighting if it had been a successful sneak attack.

"Qperation Affick,' GFHQ announced, and a groan went around the room Operation Affick neant that
the interception would be inside the Solar System increasing the urgency for the already
overloaded facilities to get the remaining 20 per cent of the noncombatants down on the ground.
The Port of Copernicus had spaceships all over the crater, not bothering to put themin pernmanent
docks, except for the few that couldn't |and anywhere el se.

The Gal actic Patrol's hollow, open-nouthed Cone of Battle was forming. if they were allowed to
conplete it in front of the oncoming Black Fleet, it would be strategically like the crossing of
the T in naval warfare. Al of the spaceships of the Galactic Patrol would be able to

simul taneously direct their fire at the eneny, while only a limted nunber of the eneny woul d be
able to return it.

The Bl ack Fl eet cane on. Moving in a formati on whose speed was limted by the speed of the sl owest
ships. The formation was puzzling. Instead of a sphere or disk, or of an open-nouthed cone, it

| ooked like a large arrow. The solid, conical head of which pointed toward Tellus; and in the
shaft were three slow noving ships that |ooked |ike cargo scows. The Gal actic Patrol's cone
retreated at extreme range in front of it as the cone picked up groups of ships to fill in gaps in
its surface. Closer and closer the two formations cane to Tel |l us.

The engagenent started. The Cone of Battle stopped as a unit, conplete and ready. The count of
"Two, One, Zero!' - and there blazed out fromthe Cone of Battle a conposite beam of energy niles
in dianmeter toward the Black Fleet. A colum of energy so outrageously violent and raw as to be
starkly inconprehensi ble. The concentrated i nferno of incredible violence hurled itself upon the
Bl ack Fl eet, causing those ships in its path to flare into nothingness. Only the heaviest of ships
coul d mount generators capable of producing screens that could handle that |oad, and then for only
avery limted tine.

Yet the beam was not effective. An instant after it was generated, the beamwas cut and the Cone
of Battle broken up. The Galactic Patrol's irresistible weapon could not be used against a
formation that didn't exist. The nmonment of the Cone of Battle's stopping had acted as a signal to
the Black Fleet. The arrow formation instantly scattered. The cargo scows broke up into thousands
of robot-guided missiles with Bergenhol mdrives, polycyclic drills and atomni c warheads. They broke
apart and fl ooded out of the field of action of the Patrol's furious beam

In an instant that region of space seened filled with slashing, fighting, madly warring spaceships
and mssiles. The battle spread toward Tellus as light cruisers and scouts of the Galactic Patrol
darted Earthward, trying to head off the weapons on their way past Luna to the HII.

At the sane tine on Tellus another fleet of small blacks appeared out of the GQulf of California
and headed toward The Hill fromthe south.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
THE GALACTI C PATRCL VS. THE BLACK FLEET
Harv and the nmoon creeper spiraled up over the west rimfollowing the cable with the spy ray as
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far as he could into the dense mass of concrete and steel he found there. Pete followed a few
mnutes later in the Mooncar. Apparently a large portion of the west peak had been hol |l owed out
for the noon base. Harv found the entrance. It was a hole three hundred feet high and fifty feet
wide in an east-west cliff face. It was oriented to look |like a huge shadow, a winkle in the
wall. The area leading up to the entrance was crushed rock, so no tracks were |eft. The crushed
rock formed a long slowranp in the opposite direction toward the nain Mayer crater. The noon
creeper and the Mooncar entered the cliff face entrance and turned on their lights. At one side of
the cavern two spaceshi ps stood. The walls and ceiling | ooked as if the cavern had originally
occurred naturally in the crater face. The vehicles proceeded down the cavern and around a corner
where there was an air lock able to take a conplete vehicle, if necessary. It stood open. Around
it were parked three other Moncars, and a dozen tracked vehicles. Harv and Pete pulled in next to
t hem

‘Leave the creeper to defend the entrance with the fighting unit,' Pete said. 'W'Il|l see what's
i nsi de."'
"OK, while they're getting positioned, help me unload nmy tender,' Harv replied. 'I was expecting

to explore this place.'

The tender contained six 'pack nules,' eight-wheeled, articulated vehicles designed to be able to
travel through narrow corridors or caves, and | oaded with gear which Harv had accumul ated in
anticipation of exploring this place.

There was no air inside the base. Wen it was abandoned, all the air had been punped back into
storage tanks, which in the hundreds of intervening years had | eaked their contents to the vacuum
outside, and the power had been turned off. Harv started his exam nation of the bl ackness ahead
with a portable Spy ray. The first thing they did was follow a | ong passageway using their vacuum
suit lights. After they had reached the door at the other end Harv explained, 'Wen the system
power is on, this passageway is a neat little deathtrap. They didn't |ike uninvited guests.'

When they were outside of the passageway, Pete opened a light fixture and connected in a smal
generator to the wires, while Harv again explored with his spy ray. The lights cane on. 'Find the
light switch and turn it on so the rest of the lighting systemw ||l have power,' Pete said.

' The power plant nust be on one of the lower levels. There's an el evator about a thousand feet
ahead,' Harv said.

A few mnutes later they were at the elevator. 'The power plant is down about three-quarters of a
mle,' Harv reported. 'l doubt if the atonic pile will operate. The fuel probably needs re-
refining by this tine. W'll take the el evator down.'

They cut into the wall of the elevator shaft to the power cables and installed another snal
generator. The el evator took themto the Conbat Control Center. The power room was next door. In
the power roomthey connected one of the mule pack burdens, an allotropic iron generator, and then
went back to the room containing the Conbat Control Center

"Turn on the screens and let's see if ... yeah. W've got visitors already. Too bad they didn't
land in Mayer A,' Pete said. 'The blasters would have given thema little surprise !’
"I wonder if the weapons here still work. They've unl oaded four fighting units so far, and sonehow

I don't think that our one will be enough,' Harv said. He flipped on a couple of WEAPON READY
switches. The lights dimed. He turned themoff and the |ights brightened again.

'"Pete, go next door and connect in the other power supply,' Harv said. 'It |ooks |like we're going
to need it to charge the accunmul ators in these weapons.'

"Sure it isn't just a short circuit?

"No, | don't think a short could last |ong enough to draw the kind of power our generator is
capabl e of putting out,' Harv answered.

A minute |ater two spaceshi ps |anded in Mayer A. There was a | ong pause as the captains aboard

| ooked around for signs of danger. Neither noticed that the mning blaster nounted on the crevasse
bri dge no | onger pointed down into the hole it had cut to rel ease Harv, but was now ainmed in their
general direction. Harv had informed the noon creeper, who was connected to the Conbat Contro
Center via spy-ray relay, of the new devel opment. The creeper noved the blaster as Harv directed
By now Harv was seated at one of the consoles, waiting. A hatch opened. The blaster turned with

m croscopi ¢ sl owness toward the spacecraft.

"Wth these new transparent polycyclic screens you can't visually tell when the screens are down.
Wait until they're commited by putting down the unloading ranmp. OK here it cones! Hold it

Hold it ... Hold ... FIRE!'!' Harv conmmanded of the creeper

The m ning blaster, which had been designed to punch a hole through one hundred feet of solid rock
in ten seconds, lashed out with its incandescent beam at point-blank range. It cut through the
propul sion section of the spacecraft with a fantastic display of pyrotechnics as nolten netal,

bl own by hot gases, sprayed forth in a shower. In less than a second the spaceship had been
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transformed froma dangerous fighting machine to a crippled hull with part of her crew dead or

i njured. The bl aster whi pped along the hull destroying its integral strength, and in another
second was trained on the second spaceshi p. The screens of the second spaceship were still up.
Not hi ng happened. The second mining blaster was trai ned on the spaceship, still nothing happened
A minute passed with the spaceship in the full fire of both blasters before it acted. A single hot
beam reached out and destroyed first one, then the other of the blasters. Then it swept along the
first spaceship, nelting it down until only slag remained!

Harv wat ched the second spaceship as it noved up over the peak. 'YOU ... SLIMy ... SNAKE!' he said
angrily.

"l disabled that ship, and you destroyed it rather than chance that any of the survivors m ght

tal k.

Harv was very busy by the tine Pete returned fromconnecting in the second allotropic iron
generator. He had figured out how to operate the console in front of him The central conputer was
provi di ng data, displays, and suggestions in response to his moving light pen. 'Qur fighting unit
is currently out-nunbered eight to one,' Harv reported. '"I"'mwaiting for all of themto get into
the mne field on the ranp. There!' Harv closed a switch which set the el ectronechanical triggers
of the mnes. Alnost imediately one of the eneny's fighting units tripped the trigger of a mne
It didn't go off. Instead it waited as the nmass of the unit nmoving over it increased. Then, when
the mass started to decrease, it let go. The fighting unit was literally blown to bits as the
shaped charge tore into it. Two of the fighting units noved off the ranp. The rest stopped. Harv
activated another nmine field, and a nonent |ater both fighting units were bl own up.

Pete sat down at the console, and after a nonent's searching found the ON button. The consol e

di spl ayed the status of the atomic missile launch sites in the walls of the surrounding craters on
the scope face. Pete noved to the next console. It was marked 'Local Defenses - Mayer Mjor' and
turned it on.

"Hey, did you know that there's a charge of explosive in the crater wall next to those spaceships
out there? Pete asked.

"Use it!" Harv said. 'Their fighting units are working their way through ny mne field with their
bl asters!' He hit another switch. Ports were blown open in the crater wall face, and a sal vo of
expl osi ve-carrying rockets were |aunched at the onconing fighting units. The electronically
control l ed bl aster beans aboard the fighting units flickered fromthe ranp, where they were
cutting a pathway through the mne field, and disintegrated the rockets.

Pete closed the switch. In the crater wall overlooking the spaceships a sheet of high expl osive
went off. The jolt of the shock wave rocked even their Combat Control Center over a nile away. A
solid wall of rock erupted out against the shields of the spaceships lying on the floor of the
crater. One of the four spaceships was still inertial ess and sonmehow survived. To those who
realized that sonething was happening it seenmed as if the wall junped out to neet them The
screens of the spaceships flashed briefly as they were overl oaded by the sheer nmass of nmatter
smashing into them The spaceshi ps were crunpled, and then crushed under the tons of rock which
came down on top of everything. A snmall cloud of dust hung over the spot where the spaceshi ps were
buried for alnbst a mnute as the pieces of rock settled into new positions on top of what were
now i nert chunks of netal. The remaining five fighting units hesitated while one of the two
survivi ng spaceshi ps took over control, then they canme on steadily.

Pete stood up and | ooked over the remaining battle consol es.

O the ten in the room one bore the title 'Local Defense - Space and Internal.' Pete noved.

" Copernicus Control wants to know what is happeni ng over here,' the nmoon creeper reported through
the spy-ray rel ay.

"Tell them' answered Pete. He started turning on weapons and again the |ights di med. 'Damation
t hose nust be bi g weapons.

"I've got four that are charged now, and four on charge,' reported Harv.

"lI've got four on charge,' Pete reported. 'Two inside the front entrance, and two covering the
peak. What ki nd of weapons are they?

Harv gave Pete a calculating | ook, but didn't say anything.

Pete caught it and stopped. 'Wat are they?' he asked.

'Lasers.'

Pete froze.

Lasers had gone out with the first Jovian War. They were inefficient wasters of energy. Wth the
advent of rmultiplex projectors, which were so efficient because they could convert their own heat
| osses back into usable, transmttable energy, |asers as weapons were abandoned. To be portable,
an ultra powerful weapon required ultra efficiency. If you use 1020 watts of power in your 99.999
per cent efficient weapon, how do you get rid of the 10Ll5 watts of raw heat rel eased inside your
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own ship in the insulation of a vacuun? No ship can use a really big laser, but a base on a pl anet
or nmoon can, because it has whole world to soak up the thernmal |osses. But once nore efficient
weapons were avail abl e, what base would want to go to the trouble of preparing and mai ntaining the
paths for those thermal | osses.

"We've had it,' Pete said.

"I'"'mglad you realize that,' a Voice broke in. One of the spaceships had found the spy-ray rel ay

and had tapped it to find the Conbat Control Center. '| gather that you would like to surrender?
"l saw what you did out there to your own people.' Harv said.
"Surely...’

Pete sl apped the switch of the spy-ray relay off with an angry gesture. 'Have we got a chance?' he
asked Harv.

"I don't know.'

The spaceship captain in Mayer A had apparently had enough. They now knew where the Conbat Contro
Center was, and he had decided to destroy it. The spaceship trained a blaster beamon the side of
the crater wall and started cutting down through the material between it and the room where Pete
and Harv waited. A plune of superheated rock vapor shot backward out of the hole and engul fed the
out side of the spaceship's screens. O ouds of evaporated rock came out of the hole as the
spaceshi p's raveni ng beam cut inward. Lava was streani ng out of the sides of the hole |ike water.
Pete watched for a few nmonents, and then commented. 'If he's going to try to dig us out by
evaporizing all the rock down to us, we've got about half an hour.'

No sooner were the words out of his nouth than the spaceship put down three pressor beans to
anchor itself, while with a tractor beamit bailed out the hole the bl aster beans had dug.

"Five minutes, maybe,' Pete said, revising his estinmate.

A mnute later Harv reported that all eight of his projectors were charged. 'l can el evate four
beans hi gh enough to hit the southern-nost spaceship. Now that he's noved, | can't bring any to
bear on the one who's cutting in.' The lights had brightened noticeably.

"I"l1'l need another two minutes to finish charging ny units,' Pete reported. 'Do we have it?'

"Yes, but not much nore,’ Harv answered. He picked up the portable spy-ray unit to watch the
progress of the hole being cut.

"It's three thousand feet away!'

" Two t housand!

"A thousand !

"Full up!' Pete shouted with relief. 'Ready! Set! FIRE!"

* * %

As the Bl ack Fl eet dashed past Luna communicati ons at Copernicus Control started to becone
sporadic. A guided nissile with an atom c warhead had gotten past the north rimblaster batteries
and destroyed the | ead-ins of the antenna system of Earthsi de Comuni cati ons.

A controll er announced that Mintenance had just successfully broached one of the auxiliary
control vaults of a south rimblaster battery and it was now manned. Too | ate.

An instant |ater, before they could put up its screens, six black light-cruisers flashed past in
an attack. Their beans shot down, striking the sites of both the north and south rimi npl acenents.
The southern batteries, unprotected by screens, were instantly volatilized into i ncandescent

di spl ays of hot vapor

The northern batteries, prepared for battle, roared back, their violent daggers of force as strong
as the full output of a superdreadnaught. The attacking cruisers' screens flashed into the far
violet and they retreated behind the high point of the rimthat narked the point directly over
Coper ni cus' Done.

In retaliation all six fired directly at the Rodebush-Bergenholmfield covering Copernicus. The
full output of six cruisers was directed, point blank, at a single spot. Nothing happened. The
field quietly drank the energy poured into it.

Coperni cus Control switched to small whip-antennas which tel escoped out of |arge concrete bl ocks
spotted at random around the perineter of the slots.

"Qur satellite relay system has been destroyed,' an operator reported. The presentation in the
tank was updated using coded data from GFHQ and vi sual infornmation.

The Hill on Tellus was taking a pounding such as had never before been inflicted on a fortress
anywhere in the material universe. The flash of atonmic and radiative weapons on its surface and
the vicinity was bright enough to be seen with the unai ded eye on Luna as a flickering light. Yet
it endured!

The bl aster batteries of Copernicus, not being able to target in on the black cruisers, continued
to pick off nmissiles and ships of the eneny as they passed on their way toward Tellus. Ron Love's
boast that they commanded the region half a mllion niles into space was not lightly nade. Mre
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than one scout, and even a few |light cruisers, ended in the ferocious energies of those bl aster
battery beans.

"Attention, Copernicus Control,' a voice cane over one channel. 'Either you cease your efforts or
we will start destroying the vessels in your crater.'
One of the controllers answered him 'You would kill unarmed nmen, wonen and children in the

comrerci al ships to enforce your denmands?'

"When it comes to a choice between ny people or yours, yes!' the answer cane back

The ships huddled in the crater had their screens up and fully powered, but they would have been
no match for the destructive power of six battlecruisers, and they didn't have a beam anbong them
hot enough to light a firecracker. They were hel pless prey to the black fleet.

"All right, we'll stop ... for awhile,' Copernicus Control answered. Even as the words were being
spoken, GFHQ had been notified of the eneny's presence and had in turn detailed 12 lightcruisers
and a heavy cruiser to help defend the crater. Wthin a mnute they arrived, sweeping in fromthe
south to pin the blacks between thensel ves, and the north rim bl aster batteries.

Qut nunbered, the Bl ack commander ordered his group to retreat at maxi mnum speed. They di sappeared
at inter-stellar velocity eastward across the crater, w thout bothering to fire at the comercia
shi ps on the ground bel ow. The Patrol ships followed themin hot pursuit.

The battle in general now was beginning to thin out. The Patrol had destroyed two of the Black's
three capital ships and was chasing the third. The odds were generally |engthening froma snal
superiority to a very large one. The battle continued in general until about 80 per cent of the
attacki ng robot-guided m ssiles had been destroyed, either by Patrol action or by inpacting their

target, The Hill. Nor was this the only thing The H Il had throwm at it. Several bl ack ships,
including an inert heavy cruiser, traveling at a significant fraction of the speed of light, had
struck it without effect other than to spread another extrenely thin layer - itself - across a

consi derabl e portion of the protected surface.

The rout becane general as the odds increased to two-to-one and then three-to-one. The Patrol gave
chase but was unable to catch up to any but the disabled ships, which pronptly destroyed

thensel ves. None of the nen of the Black Fleet were taken alive. Nothing of any use in determ ning
any information about the fleet, its personnel or its origin was recovered. It would only be after
anot her engagenment nmany nonths later that any information woul d be gai ned.

* * %

On the surface above the Mbon Base twel ve conceal ed weapon ports slid back revealing the working
ends of |aser weapons fully ten feet in dianeter. Below, the tel evision screens went blank as high
density filters covered the canera | enses. For a nonent Harv and Pete thought something had gone
wrong, or burned out. And then the lights flickered as the weapons cane on.

These were no polite blaster beans radiating only a snall portion of their controlled energy unti
they struck sonething. These were solid ten-foot beams of raging, raw |ight energy, searing their
way to their target. Even a television canera could not view them unaffected. Four beans caught a
fighting unit just before it entered the cavern. Its screens flashed so rapidly as they went down
that a human observer couldn't have separated them The fighting unit was vaporized, as was the
one behind it an instant |ater

Si x conputer controlled | aser beans, sharpened to daggers, hit the sanme point on the screens of

t he sout hernnost space ship. Its outer screen flashed as it was overl oaded by nyriads of negawatts
of visible, incandescent energy. As did the second and the third. The wall shield held for al nost
two seconds as the full power supplies of the spacecraft energized it against the searing, visible
energy for which it was not designed, and then it, too, failed and coll apsed. Abruptly only

dropl ets and vapor of the spacecraft were left as the beans fanned out.

Pete now turned his two external beans onto the renaining spacecraft, which had been cutting into
the crater toward them The outer screen of the spacecraft went down. By now the power being used
to energi ze the spaceship's offensive efforts was being diverted into holding the screens. After a
little delay the second screen turned opaque and then went down. But the third | ayer held.

"All done,' Harv said, turning frommnopping up the last fighting unit. 'How s the spaceship? Ch!'
"I don't know how much | onger these beans will last,' Pete said

"Put four nore on charge...'

The spaceshi p di sappear ed.

"l guess he decided that he couldn't reduce us, so he went before we could bring nore power to
bear.' Pete said.

"More likely enough heat energy was |eaking through his shields that he couldn't stand it. any

| onger.'

The |ights went out.

"Ch, oh ! What did he do to us?
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"l don't know,' Harv said, turning on his vacuumsuit lights. 'Let's check next door.

"W're out of iron. The generators nust have used up their supply. That spaceship quit just in
time,' Harv reported. He picked up a snall bar of iron in his gloved hand and dropped it into one
of the hoppers. The lights cane on, flickered and went off. 'You nmight turn off a couple of
beans,' Harv said to Pete. The next | oad of iron kept the lights on. Harv filled the generators,
in case of energency.

Back in the Conbat Control Center they nade arrangenents for the newy victorious Galactic Patro
to take over the noon base, Harv turned to Pete, 'All right, Ace. Now for some unfinished

busi ness,' he said. 'Were's that flask of brandy | ordered?

This gave Pete a chance to display sonme of the new words he had | earned from Harv.

At Copernicus Control, Lensman Larry McQueen didn't really care. The Battle of The H Il was over.
Word had come fromHarv Reinfield that the noonbase he had been sent out to find had been secured.
Rog Philips would be all right. It was 6 o' clock in the norning and he was beat. Copernicus was

safe, The Hill had proved inpregnable. The fleet was victorious. Civilization wuld continue. The
sun was in the sky. The lark on the wing. And everything was on the green
He headed back to the hotel. It was only when he stood before his door that he renmenbered the

unfi ni shed busi ness he had left on the other side. Yes, his probing told him she was stil

asl eep. He nade his decision

He went inside and untaped her. He wote a qui ck note explaining that he was call ed away, and

| eft. He Lensed Hanovi ch where she was and asked himto have her watched. To call himif she tried
to | eave Coperni cus.

Then he got another room As he went inside, it occurred to himthat being a Lensman had certain

i nherent di sadvantages and that |ack of sleep was probably going to one of them

A Begi nni ng

Foot not es

* Detet - The distance at which one spaceship can detect another. EES. {Back}

*The nunbers that characters in this story throw off so casually are converted fromthe netric
system for the Anerican reader's conveni ence. In nost cases cal cul ati ons consist of single whole
nurmber nul tiplications, or sinple decinmal point shifts - sinple in the netric system where
everything is in powers of 10 - difficult in the (ex-) English systemwth its 12 inch feet and
5280 foot mles. WBE. {Back}
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