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FUZZY REDUX
Chapter 1

"Tis a pity she's a whore," the Marine said.

"Don't bet your ass or your pension on it," the priest said.

The two of them were perched at the bar of the first-class passengers' |ounge
on the City of Asgard, outbound for Zarathustra. They sipped their drinks and
chatted while the rest of the first-class passengers "ooohed" and "ahhhed" at
t he ever-changi ng panoramas of space that were presented in the observation
screens around the edge of the | ounge deck

The Marine nodded toward the object of the conversation, a strawberry bl onde
naned-correction-calling herself Christiana Stone. "That m ght be your first
convert on Zarathustra," he said.

The Marine was Master Gunnery Sergeant of Fleet Marines Philip Helton. The
priest preferred to be called The Rev.

They had hit it off imediately. The Rev was dressed |like a priest-collar and
al | -but thought |ike a Marine-one who had been able to take the tine to absorb
and appreciate some of the galaxy's variety of culture.

You can take the boy out of the Marines, Helton had thought when he met him
but you can't take the Marine out of the boy. Retired, perhaps. Oficer
maybe. Tough, vyes.

The Rev snorted derisively. "Do the ol d Magdal ene caper? Not a chance."

"Why not?" Helton said. "Souls are where you find 'em
"Several reasons,” The Rev replied, as he chewed noisily on an ice cube from
his drink. "First, it's not nmy style. Round the souls up every spring, put The
Brand on them and drive themto market? That's a nug's ganme. Second,
unnecessary. If that young thing is a pros tie, then |I'mthe Archbi shop of
Nifflheim?"

"You sound pretty sure of yourself,"” Helton said.

The Rev snorted again. "My lad, | daresay you've observed just about as many
whores in your profession as | have in nmine. What the |ady says she is and
what she is don't have to come to the sane thing." He wagged his finger as
Helton started to interrupt. "She may, however, intend to becone one when we
get to Zarathustra."

"But you don't think she's a-ummmm journeyman," Helton said.

The Rev sl apped his hand lightly on the bar and | eaned forward slightly. "O
course not! " he said quietly. "Oherwi se she woul d have been working the
ship. Lots of lonely business types in the first-class. A young lady with her

| ooks and just the slightest amount of enterprise could rack up quite a bundle
during a six-nonth hypertrip.”

"That's where you' ve mssed,"” Helton said with a chuckle. "You don't have al
the data to draw a concl usion."



The Rev's face took on an expression of nock nenace. "Well, son, you get to be
pretty dammed observant in ny trade.”

"And in my trade," Helton said, "I travel quite a bit of the time by
conmercial carrier.”

"So?" The Rev was not i npressed.

"So | happen to know the ship captain on this trip. H s nane is Hermann

Kal t enbrunner and he makes the Othodox- Monophysites | ook |ike a bunch of
reckl ess hedonists. | was on the City of Malverton once-when the old boy was
stal king his quarterdeck-and | saw himput a professional ganbler out the
airlock for starting up a card ganme on Sunday."

"Great Ghu!" The Rev gasped. "He does sound to be just a trifle on the
puritani cal side. Uh-what happened to the rest of the players?"

"Not hing," Helton said flatly. "They were not professional card-players. Oh,
they got a sernon about evil-doing that would set fire to your underwear, but
that was about it."

"So someone tipped her off mighty quick," The Rev said, "perhaps in hopes of
recei vi ng some- ahhhh- non- prof essi onal thanks."

Helton smled. "Ch, | don't know. There are people who just have that old soft
spot in them"

"Hunh!" The Rev grunped. "I 'd hate to have to hold ny breath between neeting
the first one and the next one."

"Now t hat you've nuffed your first great deduction,” Helton said, "what do you
t hi nk her gane is?"

The Rev shrugged and swi gged fromhis drink. "She mght be a spoiled rich kid
who's out to get even with Mormmy and Daddy-come honme from Zarathustra with a 1
bundl e of noney and rub their noses in howit was earned. O, she m ght have a
decrepit old Mum back home on Terra, and this is the only way she can earn
enough sols fast enough to let the old lady live out her last years in style
and respectability.”

"Sadi e Thonpson, and all that," Helton nused.

"Star-travel makes strange bedfellows,"” The Rev said. He rapped his knuckles
on the bar for two nore drinks. "Who was that you were quoting a m nute ago?"

"You nmean, 'Tis a pity . . .'?" Helton asked.
The Rev nodded.
"John Ford," Helton said.

The Rev stroked his chin a monment. "John Ford the First Century screenplay
director?"

Helton smled. "John Ford the obscure Elizabethan dramatist; Fourth Century
Pre-Atomc."

The Rev's eyebrows shot up. "Pretty exotic reading for a Gunnie."



Hel ton | ooked at himlevelly. "I get a lot of tine for reading," he said.
"So do I," The Rev said, "so do I."
Chapter 2

Helton smled as he recalled the conversation, which took place only a few
days out from Terra.

He stood, now, with his feet apart, his hands clasped behind his back, and
rocked up and down on the balls of his feet. It was a habit of his which
tended to cause nervousness in units and commands he was auditing; one of the
principal assets in his trade was the ability to keep people just a little bit
of f bal ance.

At one point in his life he had owned a pair of boots which squeaked softly as
he rocked on the balls of his feet. They had been anbng his nost favored
possessi ons, because with them he could, at will, cause others to be visibly
di sturbed in his presence.

There was no one to audit at the nonent. There was not even another Terran
human on the first-class |ounge deck; only Philip Helton standing in front of
t he arnor-gl ass observation screen, auditing the star-pinioned darkness of
space beyond the vessel -and rocking slightly on the balls of his feet.

One of the noons of Zarathustra was slowy traversing the screen, but at this
di stance Helton couldn't tell which one. It mght be Xerxes, the site of his
next assignment at the huge Navy base that occupied all of it; or it m ght be
Darius, where Terra-Bal dur-Marduk Spacel i nes mai ntai ned Zarat hustra's
conmer ci al port.

The City of Asgard would dock on Darius in about two hours-just in tinme to
di srupt everyone's | unch schedul e.

Helton turned toward the snall noi se behind him

"Good norning, Sergeant," Christiana Stone said, as she wal ked across the

carpeted deck toward him

"I would think," he said, "that after six nonths of travel in hyperspace, you
mght not find it inproper to call nme by my first nane."

The dimstarlight fromthe observation screen reflected on her reddi sh-bl ond
hair as she sniled good-naturedly. "I suppose so-Phil," she replied. "I find
it difficult to be informal with people, though. It's a business habit."

During the trip, Helton began to suspect The Rev was right; Christiana didn't
i kely know rmuch nore about the ol dest profession than one nmight learn in a
steany ronmance novel. But there was a big boom happeni ng on Zarathustra, with
fortunes to be made by all sorts of neans; if Christiana said she was going
there to clean up on the influx of popul ation generated by the Pendarvis

Deci sions, Helton was willing to go along with it.

It nmade little difference to him anyway. He was just as glad to be by hinself
as around others. He was used to operating alone. There were very few Master
@Qunnery Sergeants of Fleet Marines, so it was not the usual thing for himto
settle in with his peer group at cocktail hour and talk shop. Maybe once every
year or two he would run into another Master Gunnie. Mstly he just did his
job, auditing weapons systens, gunnery performance, and readi ness |evels. Most
often he traveled by civilian transportation to avoid excessively w despread



know edge of his destination and wasn't nuch obliged to answer to anyone bel ow
the rank of Fleet Admiral or Force-Ceneral

"I's our fellow passenger about, this norning?" Christiana asked.
"I didn't see himat breakfast," Helton replied, "but then | never see him at
breakfast." He | ooked at the readout on the wall. "Nearly ten hundred,

gal actic standard, though. The bar will open in a few mnutes and that should
fetch himout."

| rarely see you at breakfast, either, he thought, but | suppose you're in the
habit of sleeping late in the norning.

Chapter 3

At the first rattle of ice into the bin as the barman began to open up, the
third passenger appeared in the compani onway as though answering a nysterious
call to nature. He was sporting a Zarathustran sunstone in the neckcl oth bel ow
his clerical collar. At the start of the trip he had introduced hinsel f-rather
grandi l oquently-as "The Ri ght Reverend Father Thomas Aqui nas Gordon," but

al l owed as how he woul d answer just as readily to "Rev," "Tom" "Father G "or
"Thur sday. "

"Thursday?" Christiana had said, falling for it.

"I certainly am" The Rev booned. "Let's have a drink!"
"Good norning, children,” The Rev said, w thout breaking stride as he headed
for his favorite barstool. He clapped his hands together and rubbed the pal nms
agai nst each ot her vigorously. "Sustenance, Harry," he said to the barman,
"sust enance. "

Phil Helton was a bit youngish-early forties-to be a Master Qunnery Sergeant,
but he didn't think of hinself as "children" in any sense of the word. To The
Rev, though, maybe | am he thought. But, then, when he tal ks about "gathering
his flock" on Zarathustra, | don't reckon he neans herdi ng sheep, either

The Rev hinmself was sone indeterm nate age which could fall anywhere between
thirty and sixty, even allowi ng for a good deal of hyperspace travel. Hi s hair
was gray at the tenples, but thick and healthy. He was a little on the fat
side, but had the fast, light-footed novenents of a young man. There were

wri nkl es around his eyes but the eyes thensel ves were an alert and piercing
dark bl ue.

He took a respectful swig of his first drink and shuddered violently for
several seconds. "Ahhhhhhhh," he said. "Like blood to a vanmpire."

Whi |l e The Rev swapped pl easantries with the barman- and ganbl ed hi mout of the
next two drinks playing Double-O Helton and Christiana drifted around the rim
of the lounge toward the bar, drinking in the different views in the
observation screens.

Hel ton had been on Zarathustra before, but not recently, so his replies to
Christiana's barrage of questions about the planet were | ess than infornmative.
Everyt hi ng woul d be changed by the current |and rush, in any case.

The two of themhad drifted over to The Rev's roost at the bar

"Only a couple nore hours," Helton said, nodding toward the image of the
Zar at hustran nmoon. "Then the last |eg down to Mallorysport for you and the



shuttle to Xerxes for ne. Wiat's the name of the place where you'll be setting
up your nission, Rev? | may get down and see you."

The Rev shrugged. "I don't know what it's called or where it is. But | know
Mal | orysport is the largest city on the planet-seventy-five thousand or so.
M ght be double or triple that by now, with all this inmrigration. So there's
bound to be a slumsection for me to work in-some place that's crying for a
soup kitchen and nedical mssion."

"A slunmP" Christiana said. "Already? Zarathustra's only been settled for a
little nore than twenty-five years."

"Ch, it's there, all right," The Rev said, tapping his index finger al ongside
his nose as though he could snell the place already. "Werever Terrans go,
vice and squal or are in hot pursuit and soon pitch camp with the rest of the
pilgrins."

Chapter 4

He was right, of course. The slum of Mllorysport had the name Junktown and in
it teemed the throngs of the unwashed and the unfortunate-|osers, thieves,
ganbl ers, cut-throats, prostitutes, dope-runners, racketeers, hoodl uns, the

i mpoveri shed, and the eternally down-on-their-Iuck

Though there were only the three in the first-class |ounge, the econony-cl ass
decks of the City of Asgard were crammed with a fresh crop of inmgrants to be
deposited in Mallorysport. As soon as the word of the Pendarvis Decisions
reached Terra, colonists had stanpeded toward Zarathustra. A dass-1V,

i nhabi ted, planet. No nore Conpany nonopoly. Free |land. A chance to make your
fortune. A chance to get away from Terra-where no one ever had enough room

When they di scovered that it mght take |onger than a couple of standard
gal actic days to become deliriously rich, their grubstakes would start running
out .

The peopl e who scraped together every sol they could |lay hands on to migrate
to a colony world weren't just worthless bums, though; they all had skills,
know edge, and abilities that were needed. The Chartered Zarathustra Conpany
had carved out the nmodern city of Mallorysport with such people and with the
intelligent managenment of their talents.

Si xteen years earlier, Mllorysport had been a cluster of log and prefab huts
besi de an inprovised |anding field. The town had not grown up out of the
ground like a tree. People had built it. And, it was built, for the nost part,
by people |like those who were now crowded into the | ower decks of the Cty of
Asgar d- peopl e who were betting every last centisol they had that they could
make a go of it on a new world.

Sone, though, would wi nd up in Junktown when they found the streets of
Mal | orysport were not actually paved with sunstones.

The Rev ran his finger around his throat, between the cleric's collar and his
neck. The warnth of his hand, brushing across the sunstone in his neckcl oth,

caused the gemto flare brighter, which cast a glossy light against the ring
on his right little finger

"You figure there are a lot of souls to save in Mallorysport, then?" Helton
sai d conversationally.

The Rev pulled his finger out fromunder his collar with a disdainful gesture.



"I told you I don't save souls,"” he said. "Leave that for the

Ot hodox- Monophysites. | just help God | ook out for people who can't | ook out
for themsel ves- tenporarily or permanently. Theology has to pay its own
freight; I don't preach.”

"\What about the souls of the Furries?" Christiana put in. "Don't-"

"Fuzzies," Helton interrupted irritably. "You mean Fuzzies."
"Sure," she said. "Fuzzies. \What about the souls of the Fuzzies. Don't they
need savi ng?"

"Don't know," The Rev said. "Their souls may be in better shape than ours are.
On the other hand they night not be what people think they are, these Fuzzies.
| make up nmy mnd about such things when |I've seen for myself."

"Sounds odd coming froma priest," Christiana said.

"So it mght," The Rev agreed, "so it might. | don't worry too nuch about this
intellectual stuff. W have priests in nmy order who sit around with conputers
and try to mathematically cal cul ate the ages of the prophets and the angels.
That's swell for them | just go to where there are people who are hurting and
try to put something in their bellies and keep them from catching the

pol ka- dot pl ague. "

She smled. "lIs that why they sent you to such a helluva-such a Nifflheimof a
pl ace? According to ny packet, there isn't a religious congregation on
Zar at hustra."

The Rev took a long, noisy suck at his drink, then smacked his lips. "Don't be

particul ar about cussing around ne, daughter," he said. "I don't give a dam
one way or the other."
He paused, staring at the observation screen. "If my superior had his way-or

wanted to spend that nuch nore noney-l suppose he woul d have sent nme even
further into the cel estial boondocks. Someplace |like the Gartner Trisys-tem |
hear that's real rough-and-ready country since crazy old Genji Gartner died at
Stori sende. Everyone's been wearing out holsters to see who's going to contro
Poi ctesne. "

"But don't they have a chartered conpany there?" Christiana asked, "Wth a
Resi dent General and Federation troops?"

The Rev laughed mirthlessly. "OF course, sweetheart," he said, "and all the
settled planets in the trisystem are Federation nmenbers. So what ?"

She wasn't so sure of what she neant, now "Well, if they have a col oni al
government, how can | aw and order break down that way-just over the death of
one man?-even if he did establish the first settlenent on the planet."
"Systematically," The Rev said-genui nely anused, now. "Systematically. You
know how long it takes just to get sone heavy Federation troops out here?"

Helton frowned for a nonment, being logical. "Qut there-not |less than a year's
turnaround tinme."

"Right," The Rev said. "Six nonths going and six nore coning back. If you
squawk for troops out here, it takes at |least a year to get any-if you get

any. The Federation may deci de the request is unwarranted and just send back a
nmessage that says 'Sorry.' "



"Even at that," Helton said, "it's usually all over by the tine they get
there. Most often, the only thing left for troops to do is put sone nuscle
behi nd the reorgani zed governnent and make sure it's going to honor the old
trade agreenents that nmade the place worth commercial traffic to begin with."

Christiana | ooked shocked, and just a little bit frightened by what they had
said. "Th-that coul dn't happen on Zarathustra, could it?"

The Rev shrugged. "The Federati on depends on every planet to do its own
policing. A charter conmpany or colony world is only as tough as the fist on
the end of its own arm | don't suppose things could really fall apart on
Zarat hustra." He gestured toward the noon in the observation screen. "The
Navy's right close at hand, there, on Xerxes-or Darius-whatever-but things
could get pretty wild and wool ly under the right set of circunstances. You
know push cone to shove and all that.

"Which, | suspect, is why our friend here is arriving- after just enough tine
has passed for word to get to Terra and for soneone to be assigned to the
job-to audit weapons systens and readiness levels. Am1 right, Gunnie?"

Hel ton sm | ed.
Chapter 5

Wil e the passengers of the City of Asgard prepared for the last leg to
Zar at hustra-or Xerxes-it was early nmorning on Beta Continent and coffee-break
time in Mallorysport.

Up Cold Creek Canyon fromthe Snake River, the KO sun of Zarathustra slanted
orangi sh light across the growing settlement which the | atest maps call ed
Hol | oway Station. A year ago the place had been a quiet one-man canp from
whi ch Jack Hol | oway prospected for sunstones and |ived a peaceably solitary
life.

There wasn't much stirring at this hour of the nmorning, but later on the place
woul d be bustling with activity. Jack Holloway still lived here, but not in
the privacy and secl usion he woul d have preferred. The place was now t he

admi nistrative center for the Native Affairs Conmi ssion

For the first several weeks, the Conm ssion had been operated out of

Hol | oway' s own bungal ow from a junbl e of

car dboar d- boxes-turned-filing-cabinets, extra tables, and steno equi pnent
scattered around the living roomand confusion. Now it took up a half-dozen
big prefab huts and was straining at the seans of those.

The headquarters and barracks for the Zarathustran Native Protection Force was
across the creek. It was home base for the police force which protected the
Fuzzi es and mai ntai ned surveillance of their territory against Terran

i ntrusion. That al one accounted for over two hundred nen, if you counted the
Marines | oaned to the ZNPF by Comobdore Napi er.

Besi des that cluster of buildings there was the bungal ow where Gerd and Ruth
van Riebeek lived and the big laboratory and infirmary where they conducted
studi es of Fuzzy biol ogy and psychol ogy, a Reception Center, a Fuzzy Schoo
for learning Lingua Terra, and other such structures as m ght be of use or
interest to a Fuzzy.

Thi s congloneration, the scientific corner of Holloway Station, was referred
to informally as Fuzzy Institute.



Add to all this the constant comi ngs and goings by officials of the new

Col oni al Governnent, people fromthe Conpany headquarters in Mallorysport,
Const abul ary officers, the Adopti ons Bureau that had been set up for Fuzzies
who wanted to live with human people and | ove them and everyone el se who had
busi ness invol ving Fuzzies-to say nothing of a couple hundred curious and

pl ayful Fuzzies- and Holl oway Station was the kind of place that m ght need
traffic cops before |ong.

Maj or George Lunt was puzzl ed.

That's why he was in his office so early this particular norning. When George
Lunt was puzzl ed about sonething, he had to turn his detective's nmind | oose on
it one bite at a time, and he couldn't do that with a dozen people pestering
hi m about two dozen things at once.

He hoped he woul d have a handle on it by the time the day watch started com ng
into go on duty at 0800. After that nere would be the whol e tedi ous business
of inspecting the watch in ranks and sitting in on the watch briefing; not
that he needed to-the watch commander was perfectly conpetent-but as
Commandant of me ZNPF he was sort of expected to do it on occasion. It was
good for norale.

Ceorge reached out with his left hand and bl anked t he shade on his w ndow,
then pulled out a section of printout fromthe stack of survey logs in front
of him and bent down his head to study the rash of squiggly lines which the
conput er had superinposed on the strip map of a section of northern Beta
Continent, the Fuzzy Reservation

There it is, again, he thought . . . plain as can be

He sl ewed the stacks of paper around and matched up the registry marks on two
paral l el strips of geography. That's nuts, he said to hinself. If all the
various kinds of titanium conmpounds on Zarathustra were put together in one
spot, it still wouldn't cause these readi ngs-! think

Ceorge | eaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes. Two possibilities seened
to himequally likely to account for the odd data recorded in the survey
printout of north Beta: nmal function of the scanner or recorder, or sloppy
procedure on the part of Paine's Marines. George thought it would be better
all around if he could kiss off Paine's Marines. CGeorge Lunt was uneasy about
conmandi ng men over whom he did not have direct control. He hadn't been a
maj or | ong enough to have a clear handl e on delegating duty and staff work to
ot hers.

The third alternative was too preposterous-that there really was a big
concentration of titani um conpounds on north Beta. Wiy, you could practically
take all the titaniumin the entire crust of Zarathustra and put it in your
hi p pocket. And here this damed readout was telling himthere was a big sl ug
of it up there, in several different forns.

Well, he'd ask Jack Holl oway about it. Jack knew a good deal about geol ogy-had
to to be a successful sunstone prospector. Gerd van Ri ebeek could tell him
nore, too. Gerd was a zool ogist-used to work for the Chartered Zarathustra
Conpany-so he knew a | ot about pal eontol ogy fromworking with fossils and rock
| ayers.

Ceorge Lunt yawned and stretched. Wiile his arns were extended, he snapped
open the shade on his office wi ndow once nore, then pushed back the chair and
got to his feet.



Chapter 6

Maj or Lunt wasn't the only person, at that hour, to be slaving over puzzling
entries on hard-copy printouts and trying to interpret their neaning and
i mport ance.

Three time-zones to the east, in Mllorysport, it was m d-norning. Hugo

I nger mann-attorney-at-law sat alone in his office, absently massaging his
snoot h, round, pink cheeks, and studied the printout pages before himon the

| arge desk. The conmmerci al manifests-cargo and passenger-of the Cty of Asgard
had been broadcast to the port on Darius and the capital at Ml lorysport as
soon as the ship dropped into nornal space. Cargo and passengers were known to
t hose who pl anned to receive them persons who expected goods or passengers,
the custons inspectors, brokers for conmmercial shipnments, |ading and freight
contractors, and other interested parties. Preparations could then be speedily
made to receive that which occupied the decks and hol ds of the vessel before
it actually docked.

Very efficient.

Hugo I ngermann was in the category of "other interested parties." As the
nmovi ng and guiding force behind all activities illegal or even slightly shady
in Mallorysport, Ingermann was interested in everything and everybody that

m ght be on an inconing hypership from Terra.

This was not to say that Hugo Ingermann woul d turn honest business fromhis
door. During the seven years or so that he had nmaintained his busy | aw
practice in Mllorysport he had represented at |east eight clients who were
conpl etely honest and respectabl e persons. He owned some |and north of the
capital city. And he was a partner in several perfectly |egal businesses-to
say nothing of being a major shareholder in a dozen nore.

Ever alert to the opportunities which abound on a col ony planet, |ngernmann was
al so the architect and principal advisor of several |oosely and informally
organi zed congl onerates in Mallorysport.

I van Bowl by's entertai nment enterprises-tel ecast productions, prize-fights,
ni ghtcl ubs formed the visible surface of his activities. Qut of
sight-prostitution, nmurder for hire, the black-market, and a little dope
busi ness here and there.

Spi ke Heenan's specialty was ganbling: crap ganes, nunbers, bookmaking, and
fixing sports events. Hi s respectable front-in which Hugo | ngernmann was a
partner-was a conpany which | eased vendi ng machi nes and el ectroni c ganes.

Raul Laporte's talents |eaned toward racketeering, extortion, plain

ol d-fashi oned country-style crine, and stolen goods. He had expertly devel oped
a system of fences for illegal sunstone buying when the Conpany had been the
only legal buyer for them Rather than let that part of his operation |ay
fall ow since the Pendarvis Decisions, Laporte had sketched out a plan to
expand into strai ght robbery of sunstone prospectors right at the di ggi ngs-cut
out the m ddl eman-just as soon as he could find tine to organi ze the operation
personal ly.

The nopst respectably-fronted of |Ingermann's proteges was Leo Thaxter, Loan
Broker and Fi nanci er-al so shyl ock, smuggl er, bag-nman, and protection
racketeer. He used Laporte's strongarm enpl oyees for collections.

When Thaxter came to Zarathustra ten years earlier, he had fooled around with



some snall-time rackets, set up some crooked | abor unions and a coupl e of

mar ket i ng cooperatives to put the squeeze on planters. Nothing really big,

t hough, until he fell under the tutelage of Ingermann some four or five years
| at er-who had showed hi m how to make good noney by | aundering bad noney and
investing the profits in six-for-five | oans to people who couldn't borrow
anywher e el se.

Hi s sister, Rose Thaxter, had married Conrad Evins, who | ater becane the chi ef
gem buyer for the CZC. At the height of the Fuzzy craze, the three of them had
ki dnapped some Fuzzies and trained themto get into the Conpany gem vaul t

t hrough the ventilation system Anbitious enterprise that; the vault contained
upwar ds of one hundred mllion sols worth of sunstones.

They al most got away with it. Two m nor henchmen, Phil Novaes and Moses

Her ckerd, had been caught inside Conpany House with the |oot. Herckerd managed
to get well-ventilated by a Conpany policeman with a submachi ne gun. Novaes
lived to stand trial on charges of enslavenent, with M. and Ms. Evins, and
the three of themreceived the mandatory sentence for that crime-death
adm ni stered by a pistol shot in the back of the head; no discretion of the
court all owed.

I ngermann angrily jerked out a fresh printout. The fools, he thought. If only
the idiots had consulted ne, | could have showed them the weak spots in their
pl an.

As it was, he had just barely managed getting Thaxter off, and had actually
been arrested hinself when the police started roundi ng up everyone connected
with Thaxter.

The whol e matter had been a great source of aggravation for Attorney CGenera
Qust avus Adol phus Brannhard, who "knew' they were all guilty, but didn't quite
have enough on themto take it to court.

The hincty bastard tried to put me under veridication for questioning to have
me di sbarred. | ngermann becanme enraged every time he thought of the incident.
Patience will put the whol e goody, goody Iot of themin ny hands, sooner or
later; then I'll squeeze the juice out of their pious guts.

What irritated I ngermann was not that the caper had gone wong, not that four
peopl e had been caught, not that he hinself had come close to veridicated
guestioning about his enterprises, a thing that woul d have meant ruin and
jail; but that the whole schene had gone sour before he could get hold of the
sunst ones. He woul d have considered it a profitable bargain to trade the lives
of four of his own people for- say-a double handful of sunstones.

I nger mann shook his head sadly and went back to perusing the printout sheets.

Now, here was an interesting item Three first-class passengers from Terra.
The passage voucher nunber of one of themhad an "R' suffix. Restricted entry;
data not avail able except to official inquirers, and then on a "need to know'
basis only. No way to match the nunber up to a nanme at this end of the trip.
Paynent vouchers were |ike boardi ng passes or baggage tickets. Passengers
presented their vouchers to the chief steward upon entering the ship and he
recorded the number on his manifest. After that it was a matter of

head- counting and tally-keeping. Three boardings first-class for Zarathustra;
and if three got off at Zarathustra all was in order. Anything nore detail ed
was a violation of the Privacy Act.

An "R " suffix indicated the possible presence of a Federation official or
gover nrent enpl oyee of fairly high rank among those three first-class



passengers.
I nteresting.

The chief steward who recorded the voucher nunbers m ght renmenber which
passenger showed himthe "R' voucher, but that steward had | ong-since swtched
over to an inbound ship at sone internediate port.

There was a way, of course, to dig out the information fromthe other end, on
Terra, but it would take a year just to get the inquiry back to his source and
receive a reply. Easier, really, to just knock themin the head one at a tine
here in Mallorysport and steal their ticket copies-if they hadn't already been
tossed in the trash converter.

It might not anobunt to anything, but |Ingermann nmade a st enonenophone note of
it, anyway. If any one of these three people began to take an interest in
things within his sphere of influence, it mght warrant some further digging.

Chapter 7

When Major Lunt returned to his office, there was a sl ender gentleman sitting
at his desk-with his feet propped up on it-and puffing on the short pipe that
had yell owed the corners of his white noustache.

At the sound of boots scraping behind him he bounded to his feet and turned.
"Hi, George," he said.

"Good norning, Jack. Wat's up?"

Hol | oway | eaned on the corner of the desk. "Well, | need to get sonething
wor ked up on paper for the mning reserve that we 're leasing to the
Zar at hustra Conpany up there in the Fuzzy Reservation."

When they were just getting this thing together, Holloway hadn't thought of

hi nsel f as the Conmm ssioner of Native Affairs, and he hadn't thought of the
ZNPF as his private police force, although it was. There was a job to be done
| ooki ng out for the Fuzzies' interests and it was too inportant to entrust to
anyone else. In the early days he and CGeorge Lunt had shared a nakeshift hut
and called it an office, comunicating by shouting back and forth fromtheir
desks. Now they had to hi ke through a hundred-twenty-foot stretch of desks and
of fi ce machi nes and robocl erks and human secretaries to get to each other's

of fi ces.

"When | put this deal together in ny head," Jack said, "Ben Rainsford was very
busy bei ng the new Governor Ceneral and very busy hating Victor Gego and the
CZC as the unscrupul ous enenmy. Now that |1've finally got them doing business
with each other, the royalties we'll get fromthe Conpany for mning that rich
patch of sunstones Gerd and | found in Fuzzy territory just mght be enough to
keep everything afloat until after the constitutional elections. The
government can't levy taxes till then. In the neantinme, | want to get the

m ni ng operation underway."

"M ght be nore than we can chew, Jack," George said. "lI'mstretched pretty
thin, now W'Ill have to nonitor that operation mghty close; nake sure nobody
goes sneaking off on his own inside the Reservation. Have to keep track of
everything going in or out, watch that they don't bother any of the

Fuzzi es-that sort of thing."

"I know, Ceorge," Holl oway said.



"Have to patrol the borders-tight electronic surveillance-be certain no one
goes in or out except at our check-points. Take nmore nmen than |'ve got right
now just to do that."

"I know, Ceorge," Holloway repeated. "Start working something up for me in the
way of what you'll need, both nen and equi pnent, if we have crews up there
cracki ng- say-three hundred tons of flint a nmonth."

"Jack-we can't afford it!"

Hol | oway nodded. "W can't, but the Conpany can. The CZC is going to reinburse
us for what we spend policing their |easehold."

Maj or Lunt chuckled. "I see. Do they know it yet?"

"No," Holloway said, "but Gego will see the wisdomof it once it's expl ai ned
to him In the long run, it's a toss-up as to whether it's cheaper for the
Conpany Police do the job or for the Conpany to hire us to do it. Besides, |
won't grant the | ease unless our own people are specified to do the | aw

enf or cenent .

"Grego knows a good thing when he sees it. His bottomline won't be nmuch
different at the end of the year. This deal will be good for the Conpany, good
for the Fuzzies, and good for the Government-all the way around."

"Ckay," Ceorge agreed. "111 get sonething together that you can take to
Grego- maybe not down to the |ast paper clip, but in general terns of how nmuch
it's going to cost."

"Good," Holloway said. "Grego won't say yes or no right away. He'll take the
breakdown to his own Conpany Police Chief first-have Harry Steefer | ook over
the figures to see whether we're gougi ng the Conpany."

He turned to | eave, then added a question. "Today, Ceorge?"
Lunt nodded. "I inagine so."

"Hokay, bizzo," Holloway said, lapsing into Lingua Fuzzy. "How about bringing
it over to the house-right around cocktail tine. That way we can talk it over
wi t hout being interrupted by nore than four or five screen calls.”

After M. Conmm ssioner Holloway had |left, CGeorge sat down at his desk and
sighed; not in aversion to this new task, but in the realization that he was
ment al | y wavi ng goodbye to any inmedi ate chance of getting rid of Lieutenant
Pai ne and his Mari nes.

|'ve got to get Ahmed back over here, he thought. It's very good public

rel ations to have Captain Ahmed Khadra, Chief of Detectives, ZNPF, acting as
the Mallorysport liaison with the Conpany Police, and the Constabul ary, and
the Mallorysport P.D., and all that, but I've got to have a strong Exec over
here if we're going into another expansion phase. He'll just have to set the
date with Sandra, get hitched, and bring her over here permanently.

Then, 1've got to start getting the manpower strength up-send John over to
Mal | orysport and goose up the recruiting office-and beef up ny training
programwi th nore instructors and cadre sergeants, scrounge up SOmMe nore
uni forms and equi prent, and.

Chapter 8



Victor Grego sat in the lawn chair on his penthouse apartnent's terrace and
t hought. He | eaned back, with his eyes closed, and thought.

To |l ook at him one would think he was a gentle, heavy-set man who was dozi ng
in the sun on his day off. One would not immediately think that this man was

t he Manager-in-Chief of the Zarathustra Conpany or that he was hard at work.
One m ght suppose that running a col onial conpany which did about a quarter of
a billion sols in gross annual business was little nore than presiding over

| uncheon neetings with subordinate executives and reading reports.

That was what one would think if one went to work each day, worked one's
shift, and then went hone-conveniently leaving the job at the office.

Victor Grego's office was inside his head, and he carried it with himnight
and day.

The neat - packing plants on Delta Continent were working around the cl ock, now
Wth all this influx of population, there was a constant and heavy demand for
prepared and packaged foodstuffs of all kinds. Not only was mat a bl essing for
the general profit picture, but it kept the supervisors so busy they didn't
have tinme to worry about the Conpany losing its charter or to pester the
Manager-i n- Chief with m nor problens.

The agreenent with Governor Rainsford' s Col onial Governnent that allowed the
Conpany to mine on that rich sunstone deposit inside the Fuzzy Reservation was
going to work out all right, too-no matter if it did cost a hefty royalty for
the privilege. The continued input of sunstones owned by the Conpany woul d
keep the Company in a tough position which virtually amunted to control of
sunstone prices. That had been an early horror that haunted Grego right after
the Fuzzy Trial; one hundred mllion sols in the sunstone vault conbined with
the prospect of a free market in sunstones could have badly eroded the
Conmpany's worth if a gang of prospectors had gotten together and forned a
co-operative to sell directly to sonmeone |like the Couperin Cartel -who had the
nmoney to drive down the buying price and drive up the selling price by
controlling inventories.

The private conmmuni cation screen chined softly frominside the apartnent.
Grego’' s eyes snapped open and he got to his feet to answer it, casting a
gl ance toward where three Fuzzies were laying out an intricate pattern of
colored tiles and plastic rods.

As he suspected, the caller was Col onial Governor Ben Rainsford. Ben had |eft
off his own two Fuzzies, Flora and Fauna, to spend the afternoon with Grego's
D anond. Di anmond was very happy with Pappy Vic, but he did get |onesone for

t he conpany of other Fuzzies. Have to do sonething about that one of these
days.

"OfF course, Governor," Grego was saying to the inmage in the screen-a runpl ed

l[ittle man with bristling red whiskers who still wore bush clothes, even
t hough he was the chief executive of a planetary governnent. "1730 will be
quite convenient. Perhaps you 'd care to join me in a cocktail if you can

spare the time."

"I"d be delighted," Ben Rainsford said. "In fact there's sonmething | think we
shoul d chat about, and this will be a good opportunity to talk."

Grego bid Rainsford good-day and switched off the screen. He chuckled to
hinself as he returned to the terrace. How tines change, he thought. When
Fuzzy business started, Rainsford wanted nothing so much as to nail ny skin to
the fence and use it for target practice.



He stopped on the terrace, stretched and yawned, then | ooked down the w de
val l ey bel ow Mall orysport. Clouds were rolling up fromthe horizon. It | ooked
l'i ke rain.

Just as the first large drops of rain splatted down onto the terrace, the
doorway chimed and Grego adnmitted Ben Rainsford. The two nmen exchanged
greetings and some snall talk. Then G ego turned toward the terrace and
noti oned for Rainsford to follow him "Before the rain really gets going,
want you to take a | ook at what the kids have been doing," he said.

As they stepped out into the afternoon |ight, which was now di nmed by the
overcast, a fork of lightning split the sky, followed by the roll of thunder
mar chi ng up the valley.

The Fuzzies | ooked up at the sky, decided it was really going to rain, and
trotted toward the open terrace doors.

"Come on, Pappy Vic. Do-bizzo," D anond said, "Bizzo; fazzu. Get fur all wet."

"Hokay, Dianond," Grego said. "So jash-ah; jos Flora and Fauna. 1'll just show
Unka Ben this pretty thing."

Rai nsford stooped to get a better |ook at the design, which the three Fuzzies
had created, paying no attention to the big rai ndrops which were maki ng dark
spots on his khaki jacket.

"Well?" he said to Grego. He spread his hands, then put them back on his
knees. "What's unusual about it?"

"Not hi ng," Grego said, "except that |I've noticed the spiral design seens to be
a favorite of Fuzzies, but | can't imagine where they've seen it before.
You' re the expert xeno-naturalist. Wat's the answer?"

"The first answer," Rainsford said as he shuddered under the increasing rain,
"is to get in out of the wet. Let's have that drink."

Bot h men nmoved briskly across the terrace, into the Iiving room and G ego
cl osed the doors just as another clap of thunder booned.

The Fuzzies had already drifted into the Fuzzy-room just off the kitchen, and
were watching a screenplay. They knew quite well that this was the tinme of day
when the Big Ones drank tosh-td-waji-bad-tasting water-and nade Big One talKk.

"Thank you, Victor," Colonial CGovernor Rainsford said, accepting a glass, then
settled back on the couch

Grego dropped into his favorite chair. "Well, Bennett,"
they get that spiral design?"

he began, "where do

"Why, fromnature, | suppose,” Rainsford said. "Al manner of spiral-shaped
things in nature-flower stamens, snail shells, rans' horns, seed pods-t hat
sort of thing."

"Not on Zarathustra," G ego said.

Rai nsford | ooked at himwi th a quick novenent of his head. "What?"

"The Mot her Nature who drew the plans for Zarathustra," Gego replied,
"favored the concentric circle design over the spiral design. Featherl eaf



tree, pool-ball fruit, tandavi ne beans-all manner of plants growin |ayered
round shapes."

Rai nsford stared at him as if to say, who's the scientist here, you or ne?

Grego snmiled disarmingly. "I got curious and | ooked it up. | just thought you
m ght have an idea about it."

Rai nsford sipped his drink, then shook his head. "I don't know, Victor
Sci ence for ne has been sonething of a luxury-a luxury I can't afford-ever
since Al ex Napier stuck this Governor job onto ne. You'll have to ask the

Fuzzyol ogi sts about that one."

Grego waved a hand. "I noticed that the first day | took Dianond to the office
with ne. He got into the conputer roomand rearranged all the lights on the

i nput board; the pattern he made was a spiral one, kind of |ike a nebula."
Grego chuckl ed as he recalled the panic which had foll owed until Joe Verganno
had restored the Executive One and Two conputers to their normal functioning.
"It was sort of pretty, too, except there was hell to pay for a couple of
hours."

Anot her flash of lightning glared through the premature twlight and the
thunderclap rattled the terrace doors.

The Fuzzi es peeped bashfully around the door janb, then decided all the noise
wasn't Pappy Vic and Pappy Ben fighting and went back to their conmunication
screen.

"That's sonething else |I've been wondering about,"
the Fuzzies.

Grego said, nodding toward

"Whazzat ?" Rainsford said absently.

"For a people of |low paleolithic devel opnment, the Fuzzies don't seemto have
the slightest fear of natural events. Consider the Thorans, for exanple. Wth
all their intelligence and absolute fearl ess courage, whenever there's a

t hunderstormthey drop to the ground |ike stones and start praying to G eat
Ghu the Grandfather God like the end of the world is conming in five mnutes.”

Rai nsford rubbed his chin and nodded agreenent.
"That's another thing," Grego said, warnming to his subject. "Fuzzies don't
seemto have any prinitive nature-gods or religious nyths about the creation
of the world and so forth. Wat do you nmake of that, Bennett?"

"Hrmf , " Rainsford said. "Next thing, you'll be applying to the Institute of
Xeno- Sci ences for a fellowship."

Grego reddened slightly.

"The first thing a xeno-naturalist |earns about extrasolar creatures is to
find the yardstick," Rainsford said, "instead of trying to make existing
yardsticks apply. Comparisons, yes. Circul ar reasoning, no."

"Well, then," Grego said. "There are nine sapient races besides Terrans. They
all react the same to |oud noises, don't they? Wth the exception of Fuzzies,
that is."

"Yes," Rainsford snapped, "and they can all be driven insane. Fuzzies are
totally sane and can't be driven insane. Maybe that's the difference. There is



al ways sone difference. Non-Terran psychology is not all whittled fromthe
sane stick."

Grego raised his eyebrows and pursed his lips. Can't argue with that |ine of
reasoni ng, he thought.

"Even the Yggsdrasil Khooghra," Rainsford went on, "with the | owest nentation
of any sapient race, can be driven nuts."

"I see your point," Gego said. "lI've been pondering sone of these things. |
was interested in your opinion."

"Thank you,' * Rainsford said. "There is sonmething else | wanted to ask you
about, though, and I'mgetting a bit pressed for tine."

"So, you see," Rainsford concluded, "we've got a damm-thing by the tail here
with no way to let go unless we stay strictly on top of the situation. Wth
our budget situation being what it is, we can't hope for |aw enforcenment
organi zations to grow fast enough to neet the requirenents of this dammed
popul ati on boom "

Grego nodded. "I know, Bennett. Ni ne years ago, before you cane to

Zarat hustra, we had an inmmgration boom If it hadn't gone bust, there would
have been a Niffl heimof a | aw enforcement problemcone out of it-at |east for
a while."

"Well, we can't allowit,"” Rainsford said. "W've got to get the nost we can
out of avail able manpower with the | east possible waste notion."

Grego snmiled. Spoken like a true manager, he thought. "You have sone ideas,
then, | take it?" he said.

Rai nsford knocked the heel out of his pipe. "lIndeed," he said. "W've got a
hel luva I ot of overlap, here." He ticked the agencies off on his fingers.
"There's lan Ferguson's Col oni al Constabul ary, the Mallorysport Cty P.D., the
ZNPF, Harry Steefer's rather sizeable nob of Conpany Police for your own
conpany, and al nbst a hundred Marines on | oan for various peace-keepi ng
chores." That used up all the fingers on one hand, and Rainsford waved it in
the air. "Besides that, there's the Colonial Marshal's office, and it's not
unusual for Max Fane to send one of his nen all the way over to Delta
Continent just to serve papers on soneone."

Grego nodded.

"The way | see it," Rainsford continued, "W should establish a centra
records and di spatch agency right here in Mllorysport-a Col oni al

I nvestigation Bureau-and put all our |aw enforcement records and m ssion
requests through it. That way, if the CZC swears out a warrant for sone

vel dbeest herder who stole a conpany aircar on Beta, you won't have to send
your own men on a ten-hour round trip to get themwhere the crook is. The
Bureau can just put out a want on himto the | ocal agency-Constabul ary, ZNPF,
what ever. Someone can bring the m screant al ong when they come over to Al pha
Continent on other business. You see?"

"And," Grego said, nodding agreement, "if soneone holds up a planter or a
prospector on Beta, then hightails it for Junktown, the Constabulary can have
our people here pick himup and hold him Yes, | can see where that woul d be

nore efficient-now that we have | aw enforcenent al nost everywhere on the
pl anet . "



"Exactly," Rainsford said. "But it won't work unless all the agencies involved
agree to co-operate. The big advantage, as | see it, will be to get the

of ficers who are fooling around in offices out of adm nistrative work and into
the field. Wiy, that ought to give us a twenty percent increase right there in
peopl e who are actually out chasing crooks- w thout hiring any nore people or
payi ng any nore salaries.”

"I"mconvinced," Gego said. "What do you want ne to do about this, Bennett?"

Rai nsford snatched his pipe and tobacco pouch fromhis jacket pocket and
reared back on the couch. "Wy, talk to Harry Steefer about it-see what he

thinks. I've talked to Colonel Ferguson, and I'lIl talk to George Lunt when
"mover on Beta in a week or so. |'ve already tal ked to Captain Khadra about
it. It was his idea, by the way. We'll set up a neeting with all the force
conmmandant s. Qught to have Gus Brannhard in on it, too, | suppose.”

"Luncheon would be a good tine," Gego said. "I 'd like to attend, nyself, if
that's all right."

"Why, of course, Victor," Rainsford said. "I was hoping you' d say that. | may
be the Col onial Governor Ceneral, but that's only been for a year. If both of
us tell all of themit's a good idea, |'msure they'll all go for it."

After Ben Rainsford had left with Flora and Fauna, D anond yawned and
stretched in the foyer, then clinbed up into Grego's lap. "Wat you talk with
Unka Ben, Pappy Vic?" he asked.

"Busi ness, Dianmond," G ego answered. "About ways to do a better job of
cat ching bad Big Ones."

"Tosh- | d- Hagga?" Di anond asked, "like the Big Ones who brought ne here from
t he bi g woods?"

"That's right," Gego said. "It's an awfully big job."

Di anond squi rmed around until he was confortable on Gego's anple lap. "Not so
bad-the way it work out,"” he said sleepily.

Grego thought about the way Di anond had been ki dnapped by Herckerd and Novaes
and held prisoner until he escaped. "So-noho~ald dovov tosk-ki," G ego said.
You tell me how not bad.

D anond yawned, again. "If not cone here, no find Pappy Vic," he said. "No

find you hoksu- hagga- wonderful big one.™

Grego scratched the back of Di anpbnd' s head, between his ears. In a nonment he
set down his brandy snifter and brushed sonething out of the corner of his
left eye.

Chapter 9

They were in Jack's living room and it |ooked al nbst exactly as it had the
first night Gerd van R ebeek had seen it, when he and Ruth and Juan Ji nenez
had come out to see the Fuzzies, without the |east idea that the validity of
t he Conpany's charter woul d be invol ved.

Al the office equipment and supplies and files that had cluttered Jack
Hol | oway' s hone right after the Pendarvis Decisions were | ong since cleared
out into the Adnministration Ofice buildings. Now there was just the sturdy,
confortable furniture, which Jack had built hinmself, the damthing and



bush-goblin and vel dbeest skins on the floor, and the gun-rack with a tangle
of bedding under it where his own famly of Fuzzies slept. The other Fuzzies
didn't intrude here-they understood it was private to Pappy Jack's Fuzzies.

There were only four people present-soon to be joined by another: Jack and the
van Ri ebeeks as before; and Lynne Andrews, slender and bl onde and sitting on

t he couch where Juan Ji menez and Ben Rainsford had sat that first night. Jack
sat in the arnchair at his table-desk, trying to keep Baby Fuzzy, on his lap
fromclinbing up to sit on his head.

"W 're getting closer, but there's an enornous amount of information we don't
have yet," Gerd was saying. "The Fuzzy infant nortality rate is running

somet hing like ninety percent. The NFM hornone inhibits normal devel opnent of
the fetus every time-" He pointed to the exanple of Baby Fuzzy. "-except when
the NFMp production cycle is out of phase with the nmother's fertility cycle.”

"How many viable infants are there in Fuzzy-shelter, now?" Jack asked.

"Seven, "Ruth answered. "Since we set up the | ab, we've had sixty-two
deliveries. Fifty-five of those have been stillbirths, live births that die
wi thin hours, or preemes who aren't strong enough to stay alive, even in

i ncubators. The nothers with heal thy babi es have been kept here, so we can
study their kids-even if there aren't enough of themfor a decent sanple

group. "

Jack nodded as he arranged the information in his mnd. "Good-actually, not
good. What | mean is that it's good you're retaining the Fuzzies with viable
of fspring, instead of letting them di sappear into the adoption pool. Do you
have an infant experinental group getting | arge doses of hokfusine, as well as
the adult sanple?"

"Yes," Lynne said, "but it's too soon yet to neasure any differences in

devel opnent." Lynne had been shanghai ed fromthe hospital in Mllorysport,
where her practicing MD. was in pediatrics. She still hadn't conpletely
shaken of f the notion of equating Fuzzies with human chil dren about one year
of age; they were nmuch the same size. Some of them of course, were ol der than
she was, but the present state-of-the-art Fuzzyol ogy didn't include any method
of age-determ nation. And Fuzzies had a very cavalier attitude about nunbers:
they counted to five on the fingers of one hand, using the other hand to count
with. Then they counted past that to a "hand of hands"-twenty-five. After that
it was "many," and sonewhere beyond that it was sinply "nmany-nmany." "Mny-many
sumers" of age wasn't very satisfying to a scientist trying to set up
research records.

"Hell, Jack," Gerd said. "We're not even real sure what the gestation period
is for Fuzzies, much less what their growth rates and nmental devel oprent
schedul es are. W have sone adol escent Fuzzies. W have some pubescent
Fuzzies. And we have adult Fuzzies. But we have no Fuzzi es who can give us
preci se el apsed-tine information about their own life cycles. We'll just have
to skull it out for ourselves by observation of experinental groups. W' ve got
a long job ahead of us, here.”

Jack asked, "Do we know anything definite yet about how they use
hokf usi ne-nore than that they metabolize it into sonmething that inhibits NFM
producti on?"

"We think it's like a vitanin to them" Lynne said. ' "They prefer eating
| and- prawns over anything el se, because of the titaniumin its mddle
intestine. But the nolecule isn't the sane as the hokfusine nol ecule. They
can't convert it into anti-NFMp, even though they're very fond of the taste it



gives the land-prawn. W' re nmaking a series of endocrine comparisons now to
determine what's involved with the titaniumin hokfusine that allows its
conversion into anti-NFMp and doesn't allow the titaniumin | and-prawns to be
converted." She gave a short |augh. "You have to understand, though, that when
| say endocrine systemfor Fuzzies, that's only the vaguest kind of |abel; we
have precious little information on the subject at this point."

Land- prawns were very inportant to Fuzzies and a great nuisance to Terrans.
They got into gardens; they got into machinery; they got into canpsites; they
got into beddi ng- painfully pinching the owner of the bedding when he tried to
get into it. They got into wiring and ate the insulation; they got into dirty
l aundry and ate holes in your socks.

What the Terrans called a | and-prawn the Fuzzies called a zatku; a big

pseudo- crust acean, about a foot |ong, twelve-legged and possessed of two pairs
of clawed mandi bl es. Fuzzies hunted zatku avidly and preferred themto any
other food-until they tasted EMERGENCY Fl ELD RATI ON, EXTRATERRESTRI AL SERVI CE
TYPE THREE. Fuzzies |liked zatku, but they |oved Extee-Three. If it hadn't been
for the land-prawns starting to nove south into the big woods to get away from
a drought, the Fuzzies would have stayed in the unexplored country of northern
Beta Continent and it woul d have been years | onger before any Terran made
contact with them

At first, it was a nystery why Fuzzies were crazy about Extee-Three, until the
greater mystery devel oped of why they |oved sonme Extee-Three and spit out
ot her Ext ee- Three when both had been prepared identically.

Actual ly, alnpbst identically.

A Company Sci ence Center chem st naned Charlotte Tresca had proceeded al ong
conpletely unscientific |lines and found that Fuzzies were nuts about only
Ext ee- Three that had been prepared in titanium cookers. It contained a

nol ecul e, nostly carbon-oxygen-hydrogen, with five atonms of titani um hooked
onto it. Sixty-four atons in the |long-chain organic nolecule; five of them
titanium The nol ecul e ambunted to about one part per ten mllion of the
Ext ee- Thr ee.

Fuzzies could tell the difference by taste.
Pretty keen tasting.

Ms. Tresca had naned the nol ecul e hokfusine, fromthe name for Extee-Three in
Li ngua Fuzzy-hoksu-fusso, wonderful food. That had annoyed the |ab chief no
end; Dr. Jan Christiaan Hoenvel d had planned to nane the substance
hoenvel di ne, thus assuring his niche in scientific history, but the term

hokf usi ne was already in w despread usage before he could make up his nind
that Charlotte Tresca's research was valid.

Qut si de Jack Hol I oway's bungal ow, the Zarathustran sunset was bl azi ng orange
and red in the western sky. The slanting, ferrugi nous sunlight cast a coppery
gl ow on the stocky man with a square face who was wal ki ng across the

foot bridge over the creek toward Hol | oway' s house; and sil houetted the five
little figures who foll owed behind him tinting the soft, golden fur which
covered their bodies to a russet red in the falling twlight.

They were erect bipeds, about two feet tall, with round, humanoid faces,
little snub noses, big ears, and wi de eyes that were very |arge and appealing.
They all wore green canvas pouches made of TFMC anmmuni tion pouches-

"' shodda- bags"-on a shoul der-strap, two-inch silver |.D. discs on a chain
about their necks, and nothing el se. Each of them had a weapon in one hand-a



si x-inch, |eaf-shaped bl ade on a foot-long steel shaft, with a steel bal

wel ded to the butt end for bal ance. They were the Fuzzies adopted by Ceorge
and his men at Constabulary Station Beta Fifteen. The silver discs around
their necks were each engraved with the name of the bearer: Dillinger, Dr.
Cri ppen, Ned Kelley, Lizzie Borden, and Calanmity Jane.

Just like a bunch of cops, to hang nanmes |ike that on innocent Fuzzies. But
Fuzzies didn't care much what nanes the Terrans gave them Fuzzies were gl ad
to be with the Big Ones-the Hagga-and have fun with them and be protected,
and be loved, and to | ove the Hagga and make them happy. Plenty of time |later
to find out what all those nanmes neant. There was still a lot for Fuzzies to
| earn-so many things to learn fromthe Big Ones.

Jack's Fuzzies heard CGeorge Lunt and his famly of Fuzzies approaching the
house before the Terran humans did, as always. They all junped up and ran out
through the little spring-|loaded doorway Jack had built for them

The Fuzzies went pelting across the open space in front of the house to greet
the visitors. They lapsed into their own ultrasonic speaking range, which was
i naudi bl e to Terrans except as an occasional "Yeek." There were a | ot of
"yeeks," with different inflections, as all eleven adult Fuzzies frolicked and
pushed and rolled on the ground with their friends.

After the Fuzzy-ronp had spent itself, the whole spectacle was repeated, at a
| esser intensity, as the Fuzzies greeted their Terran friends : "Heyo Unka
Jack. Heyo, Unka Gerd, Auntie Whof, Auntie Wn," all garbled together in a
brief, delightful junble of controlled bedl am

When that was all over, Ceorge Lunt said anticlimactically, "I thought the
kids might like to have a visit." He took off his pistol and beret and hung
them on a peg near the door, signifying that he considered hinmself off duty.
He laid a sl ender sheaf of papers on Jack's desk-table.

Ceorge's Fuzzies were | ooking over the conplex nultiple design on the floor,
wal ki ng respectfully around it, squatting down to view it fromdifferent
angl es, and asking questions of Jack's Fuzzies about the conposition.

That had been one of the first things to tip off Jack Holl oway and Ben

Rai nsford that Fuzzies m ght be sapient; they had col or perception and
artistic sense, and nade usel ess things just because they were pretty to | ook
at .

Jack bent down and spoke to the group. "Ati-josso-so t'heet? How about
esteefee?" Yes, they would love a treat, especially Extee-Three.

"\What about you, CGeorge?" Jack asked. "Aki-josso-so whiskey?"

"Hokay," Ceorge said. "Hoksu. Do-bizzo." He flopped down in a chair and
exchanged greetings with the others in the room all of whom he knew quite
wel | by now.

Jack went into the kitchen and got two of the blue |abeled tins down froma
cabinet. He divided the Extee-Three into twelve equal portions, cutting up the
noi st, gi ngerbread-colored cake with a knife, then laid out the pieces on a
plate. Wth the plate in one hand and George's drink in the other, he returned
to the living room handed the glass to George, and set the plate down on the
fl oor anobng the Fuzzies.

Each Fuzzy picked up a piece and began to rmunch on it appreciatively-although
Baby Fuzzy was meking rather nmore crunbs than was necessary as he maneuvered



his small nouth around a chunk. Mamma Fuzzy gave hima smack and reni nded him
of good manners.

"What | still can't figure out," CGeorge was saying, "is, if Fuzzies are so
smart - maybe smarter than we are, like Gerd says-why is it they never

di scovered fire?"

Lynne Andrews smiled. "Still stuck on applying the priorities of Honb s. terra

as a criterion for sapience, George?" she said, alnost tauntingly.

Ceorge | ooked annoyed. "Well how el se can you neasure things except by a
uni versal body of rul es?"

"Ch, George," Cerd said, "that talk-and-build-a-fire rule isn't a real test
for sapience at all. It's sonething they cooked up to sl ow down col oni sts on
frontier planets who would exploit hell out of the natives and then claim
afterward that they didn't know the natives were really sapient."

"Came out of the Loki enslavenments, didn't it?" Jack asked. He squinted at the
ceiling. "Fourth century. Thereabouts, anyway."

Lynne Andrews nodded. "Wat you have to understand,"” she said to George, "is
that Fuzzies don't think the same way we do. What's inmportant to us isn't

necessarily inportant to them Counting and nunbers, for instance."

"Records, for another,"” Ruth said. "Even after a year or so of intense study,
what we know about Fuzzies is just a tiny spot of light, surrounded by a dim
twilight area of what we think we know and nost of that is probably wong.
Beyond that there is still a vast darkness, filled with things that wll
surprise us when we stunbl e up against them?"

"l suppose you're right," George said. "I have a cop's mind; it likes there to
be square holes for all the square pegs."

Gerd chuckled. "Well, Fuzzies certainly don't do that; they're nore like a
jigsaw puzzle. This is the ninth sapient race we've found in about five
centuries of star travel. |1've had direct experience with seven of them and

Fuzzies are like no primtive people |I've ever seen." He notioned toward the
group in the center of the floor, who were just now polishing up all the
crunmbs fromtheir esteefee treat. "You' |l never hear any gobbl edygook from
this gang about a denobn eating the sun during an ecli pse.

"You know, maybe, that Victor Grego has nodel s of the planet and the nmoons in
his office that are suspended in the air and revolve on their own individua
Abbott lift-and-drive contra-gravs. Well, the sun is represented by a fixed
spotlight. When there was an eclipse of the sun, D anond watched the unbra
shadow nmove across the planet nodel for a while. Then he went over and felt
it. Then he | ooked back over his shoul der and took a few sanple sightings of
the alignnents and started to |augh."

"He | aughed?" Lynne said.

"Sure," Gerd replied. "He knew what it was right away. 'Just like in the big
woods,' he said, 'when nmoon mx up light and dark.'

"Any of you ever run across |ow paleolithic people who understand the
mechani cs of a sol ar eclipse?"

No one had.



Chapter 10

"So when the goddamm dog | ooked like it was going to junp ne," the First
Marine said, "I whipped out my nine-mllinmeter and shot a big hole in him"

The second Marine shook his head. "You should ve called in the EGD., Ev-laid
the old 'danger to life and property' on him and then shot the dammed dog."

"I didn't have tine to think, Jim" the first Marine said.
"So what happened?" Ji m asked.

Ev nade a sour face. "Well, the guy what owned the dog nmade a big stink about
it-said he paid a fortune to bring it out from T Terra-and the O d Man suspended
me to quarters for thirty days."

Everett Diehl was a corporal and Janes Spelvin was a junior sergeant.
Apparently neither one of themever had "tine to think," because they both had
nore hash marks than chevrons. That made sense, for otherw se they woul d not
now be sitting in a Junktown dive called "The Bitter End,' waiting for Raul
Laporte to collect the regular vigorish on the noney they owed hi m nmoney
borrowed from Laporte and | ost back to himat his own ganing tables.

Though technically illegal, Laporte's ganbling operations were no particul ar
secret. If one went past the end of the bar, down the wi de corridor, and

t hrough the doubl e doors, one would be adnitted to al nost every game of chance
ever invented-fromelectronic probability betting to cards and dice; and on
all of them a seven percent guaranteed profit for the house built in.

Al the ganbling equi pnent was | eased from Spi ke Heenan- honor abl e t hi eves
never infringed on each other's specialties. By the sane token, the
entertainment in the front portion was booked through one of Ivan Bow by's

ent ert ai nnment agenci es; mnusicians and femal e vocalists, nmostly, like the group
t hat now occupi ed the | ow stage at one end of the main | ounge.

Four instrunentalists were backing a fragile-1ooking blonde who was singing in
a reedy voice that sounded as delicate as she | ooked.

"Well, it could have been worse,” Jim Spelvin said. "The Major, you know he
could have cut a stripe off you, too."

D ehl nodded without enthusiasm He wanted to change the subject. "Who's the
new si nger down there?" he asked.

"Why, that's Gmaen," Spelvin said. "You renmenber Gaennie."

"Yeah?" Diehl said, squinting through the cloudy air, "I thought she was at
' Pandora's Box'."

"She's been over here for two-three weeks, now,"
surprise

Spelvin said with sone

"I"ve been in barracks for a nonth," D ehl grow ed.

"Ch, yeah. | forgot," Spelvin said. "Y know, now that she's working over here,
do you suppose she's Laporte's private stock?"

D ehl started to answer, but Spelvin tugged at his sl eeve and nodded toward
the man nmoving in their direction through the snoky, crowded beer hall



Raul Laporte was a tall, swarthy man, with a bl ack handl ebar nustache. H s

bl ack hair was worn long on one side in a single braid that lay close to his
scal p and ran down behind his left ear, then fell |oose onto his shoul der and
was tied off with a dirty ribbon. The braid was runored to cover a |large, ugly
scar, but no one ever asked Laporte if this was true. He had the | ook of a man
who would cut your throat just for the fun of it.

Laporte spun a chair around backwards and sat down facing the two Marines. He
took a small notebook fromhis shirt pocket and | ooked at them He said
not hi ng.

D ehl and Spel vin each produced sone fol ded currency and pushed the bills
across the table, smling nervously. "Good afternoon, M. Laporte," Spelvin
sai d. "Business sure | ooks good today. N ce crowd."

Laporte's mouth smiled at them Hi s eyes did not. He | eafed through the
not ebook, then fingered the two sheaves of bills. "You 're ten sols short," he
said to Spelvin, then turned to Diehl. "You're five short."

The Marines both squirned slightly in their seats. "I sure am sorry about
that, M. Laporte,” Diehl said. "But, y'see | was on restriction to barracks
and | didn't get to rotate to Xerxes this nonth. Y see there's a guy on Xerxes
what owes me sone noney, and just as soon as | get up there to get it, 1'Ill

get it to you."

"Not my problem" Laporte said. "Suppose you was to win sone noney from ne
pl ayi ng Doubl e-O, or Gombjuli, or something, and | said, 'CGosh, Corporal,
just can't pay off right now How about next week?' You wouldn't like that
much, woul d you?"

Di ehl | ooked unconfortable, then took a sudden and great interest in a
raveling on his jacket cuff.

"Wel | ?" Laporte said in a slightly | ouder voice. "Wuld you?"
"No, sir," Diehl nunbled.
"What ?" Laporte said. "I can't hear you."

D ehl gave hima pained |look. "I don't guess I'd like it. No, sir." Then, he
qui ckly added, "But I"'msure | can get it to you by next week."

Laporte said nothing. He stared at Diehl for a nonent with expressionless,
cold eyes, then turned toward Spelvin, swiveling the chair slightly as he
reached into his hip pocket. He brought out a large clasp knife, opened it up
and began cleaning his nails. "Wat about you?" he said to Spelvin wthout

| ooki ng up.

"I can get it to you by then, too," Spelvin said. "I "msure of it. See, they
been workin' us pretty hard and nobody's had nuch chance to get around and-"

"I don't like bein'" short-changed," Laporte said in a quiet voice.

"I ain't trying to short-change you, M. Laporte. | just don't have all the
nmoney, " Spel vin said.

D ehl tugged at his buddy's elbow. "Jim" he said, "maybe M. Laporte would
like to hear what we saw in the valley up there." Laporte |ooked up, mldly
i nterested. "What valley?"



"Up on north Beta," Spelvin said. "See, we been flying patrol up there and
doi n' survey mapping at the same tine."

"Qur platoon is attached to the Native Protection outfit," Diehl chimed in,
"an* they got this reservation on north Beta for the Fuzzies-"

"I"'mwell aware of that." Laporte cut himoff in md-sentence. "Wat did you
see? | can't know whether | care a damn about the information until you tel
me what you saw. '

"Way, in this big valley up there," Diehl said. "There's some hutnments up
there-little lean-tos, |ike-and what |ooks like fields-not really regular, but
like they'd been- uh-cultivated. There ain't nothing growin' in themright
now, but you can see where there used to be."

Laporte | aughed-genuinely this tinme. "Wy you dunb jarheads," he said. "You

tryin' to tell me there's tilled ground on north Beta?"

"Well, that's what we saw," Spel vin protested.

"Nobody but Fuzzies live on north Beta,'
Fuzzies ain't farners."

Laporte said. "And everybody knows

Spel vin | ooked scared, but he answered. "Well, we seen it,'
anyt hi ng. "

he said, "plain as

D ehl shook his head. "W wouldn' lie to you, M. Laporte. W know what we
saw. '

Laporte relaxed. "All right," he said, "I can't call you liars because
haven't been there myself, but this wouldn't be the first time you' ve lied to
me. Now, get this straight, your '"information' isn't worth a pinch of snot.
But | "mgoing to tell ny bartender to give you a beer apiece-just because
wanna neet you nore than hal fway. And you |let ne hear about you buying a beer
anywhere else in this town,"-he waved the clasp knife, presumably to include
all of Mallorysport-"before you square up accounts with me, and I '11 take
enough skin off your backs-with this-to get ny noney back fromthe tannery.
You hear me good?"

"Yessir," Diehl said.

"Yes, sir, M. Laporte,"” Spelvin chimed in.

After Laporte had given the highsign to the bartender to | avish two |arge
beers on the Marines, he shook his head and put away the knife. Blunderers, he
t hought. Can't do anything for themsel ves-not wi thout somebody | eaning on them
all the time. Well, if | keep themon the hook, they'll sooner-or-later cone
up with sone information that's worth a couple of sols.

The Ri ght Reverend Father Thomas Aqui nas Gordon snorted in disgust. "M.
O Gorman, "he said, "this place is a dammed disgrace. | don't know why |I'm
bothering to waste ny tine looking at it."

The object of his displeasure raised both hands heavenward in a pl acating
gesture. M. O 'CGorman was an incongruous M. O Gorman. His little black
shoe-button eyes were closely set above a magni ficent nose which flourished
over much of his olive-skinned face. His full name was H ram Mist aphah

O Gorman, and he was a rental agent and real -estate broker in Junktown.

"I ama parish priest," The Rev said, "looking for a place to set up a



nei ghbor hood mi ssion. Now why have you brought me to this decaying firetrap?"
O Gorman wi nced. "Econony, Father, economny. You stated the need for econony.”

The conversation was taking place in the |arge, high-ceilinged nmain workroom
of what had once been a bakery. "Econony is one thing, M. O Gorman," The Rev
said. ' "This-this cistern is something else." He carefully stepped around a
puddl e of rainwater, which had entered through the hole in the roof.

"But, Reverend Sir," O Gorman protested. "Rental buildings are in very scarce
supply. This is the only building of the size you describe which is on ny
lists for rent." He wung his hands.

"Then | shall have to go to another broker, M. O Gorman," The Rev said. "W
superiors expect ne to produce results, not the refurbishnent of sonme drafty
old barn like this. Wy, if |I send ny bishop the bills to rebuild this rickety

nmess, he'll have me clapped in a nmental institution."

O Gorman waved his hands with massaging nmotions. "l assure you, Reverend
Father, it will be no problemto put the place in very fine shape. The owner
is a kinsman of nine-an honest, Christian person like myself. | shall speak to
hi m personally, and all will be well. You'll see. Take nmy word for it; there

is no other place in all Mllorysport that can be assenbled for the size and
the price you are able to pay.

"Per haps when he | earns the purpose of your tenancy, ny cousin will even
reduce the rent-to the dory of God, you understand."

"It would be tax-deductable," The Rev said.

"Ch, an excellent point, sir,
at the first opportunity.

O'"'CGorman replied. "I shall bring it up to him

"We are settled, then. This nust be the place for your mssion. Let us return
to ny office and settle everything at once. My other cousin, N ma Bactrian
shal | supervise all the repairing. You will be saving heathen within the week,
Fat her."

"At | east we can bake our own bread," The Rev said, eyeing the row of ovens
al ong the back wall. "You'll put in new power converters and see that those
ovens are operational ?"

O ' Gorman waved hi s hands once nore, as they wal ked out through the remnains of
the old bakery's storefront and onto the esplanade. "All will be taken care
of. W will nake notes for the | ease and agree upon everything right after we
have sone tea and sweet rolls fromthe bakery of my cousin Stoudhi-he sends
themto ny office fresh every norning, bless him"

"Tea?" The Rev sai d.

H ram Must aphah O Gorman blinked at himin the Zarathustran sunlight. "O
course," he said. "The nullah hinmself tells us that the npst satisfactory dea
is never struck before the third cup of tea."

Chapter 11

"Damm t, Sandra!" Victor Grego pounded his cigarette into the ashtray so hard
he al nost burned his thunb. "You can't just up-and-flat |eave me without a
sitter for Dianond. | know you and Ahnmed want to get married, but you' ve got
to give me a chance to sel ect someone who is appropriate and qualified to be



your successor."

The tall redhead smiled at himfromacross the coffee table in the living room
of the penthouse on top of the Conpany House buil ding. She smiled broadly
enough to make wrinkles at the corners of her green eyes. "Wy, M. Gego,"
she said. "You' ve been saying that for over seven nmonths, now Ahned is
beginning to think you're after ne yourself. He's getting quite jealous."

"Faugh!" Grego snorted. He waved his hand as though to dismss the entire

di scussion. "It's not a bad idea," he said, "but | never stand in the way of
young lust, or poach in another nan's pasture-especially not when the man is a
police captain and carries a pistol."

"And, as for the careful selection part of your argunent,"” Sandra conti nued,
"I remenber exactly how careful and scientific you were about that. You said,
' you' ve just been appointed Fuzzy-Sitter-in-Chief. You start

i medi ately; ten percent raise as of this norning.' "

Grego | eaned back in his chair and tried to | ook stern. "That was different,"
he said. "I could tell right away that Di anond liked you and trusted you.
Fuzzi es have an instinct for that sort of thing."

"CGoverness would be a better term anyway, M. Gego," Sandra denn said. "I
think he's smarter than | am either that or he learns faster than any Fuzzy
I'"ve seen. | just can't stay ahead of himany nore."

"Ah-ha!" Gego cried triunphantly. "That's exactly why | nust be very choosy
about who takes over your job-and there has to be an overlap period while
whoever-it-is | earns everything you know about Fuzzies and about D anond. Wy,
we can't just switch Fuzzy-sitters on himw thout any notice, like that. It
woul d break his little heart. He's very fond of you, you know "

"But, M. Gego; really! Ahnmed and | have been engaged so long, the ring is
starting to growto ny finger." Sandra had stepped into another G ego-trap and
she knew it. It was not any great surprise, either. The Manager-in-Chief of a
Col oni al Conpany m ght be expected to be a fairly good, fast-talking

negoti at or.

"W coul d conpromi se,"” Grego added qui ckly. "How?" she said, half-dreading the
answer. Grego warnmed to the deal. "You and Ahned could get married right

away- sonet hing sinple and private-and get a little place right here in

Mal | orysport until we can break in a new sitter. You could cut your hours back
to whatever neshes with Ahnmed's schedul e-at the same wages you get now, of
course-and | woul d take up whatever slack that caused.™

"But what about the honeynmoon?" she said in a rising voice.

"Ch, faugh!" Gego replied. "Plenty of time for that after the two of you nove
out into the sticks, there, at Holl oway

Station.”

"But, that might be a year!" She al nbst wail ed.

Grego snorted. "No such thing! You go along with me on this, and help ne

i ntervi ew candi dates for your job, and I'Il tell you what I'Il do. Well-I'm
going to do it anyway, but-" Gego stopped short.

Sandra sniffed. "Do what?"

"Throw t he weddi ng reception,” he said. "Right here on top of Company House.



There's enough room here to properly entertain and feed a coupl e hundred
peopl e. "

Their conversation was interrupted by the soft chimng of the entrance door
"That must be Leslie," Gego said. "I forgot to tell you; no need to go and

fetch D anpond hone. Leslie told me he would pick himup on his way back from
Gover nnment House. "

Conpany Chi ef Counsel Leslie Coombes entered the foyer, preceded by an
energetic ball of bounding fur which junped up onto the armof Gego's chair.
"Heyo, Pappy Vic," Dianond shouted fromthe chair arm then | eaped on Grego's
chest, danced around on his lap, pumeled his stomach playfully, and hugged
himas hard as his little arnms coul d manage.

Grego laughed heartily and scuffled a bit with Dianond. ' "There's Extee-Three
on the kitchen counter, if you want," he said. "You know where the can opener
is."

Lesli e Coonbes frowned. "Shouldn't you-?" he began
"-work the can opener for hinmP?" Gego finished.

"He m ght hurt hinself." Coonbes said.
Grego shook his head. "Yes, Leslie," he said, "and you mght fall in the

bat htub and fracture your skull, too. But | don't see that's a good reason why
your Momy shoul d still bathe you.™"

Coonbes' face reddened as Sandra d enn chuckl ed over the nmental image of a
grown Leslie Coonmbes splashing the bath water with his rubber duckie while a
gray-haired matron scrubbed himdown wi th soap and a wash cl ot h.

Grego sniled. "The Fuzzies are people. W can't go on forever treating them
like little china dolls, rmuch as it mght please us to have someone around who
is going to be eternally ten years old, always stay with us, always depend on
us, and never grow up."

Coonbes sighed. "I see your point, Victor. Mdst fol ks cherish Fuzzies |like
their own kids, and no one ever wants his own children to grow up and | eave
hore. "

"And we're not going to have that luxury with Fuzzies, either,"”
"so we mght as well get used to the idea."

G ego said,

"They learn |like a house on fire," Sandra said. "The people over at Science
Center are beginning to wonder if they are smarter than we are.”

"I't wouldn't surprise nme," Coonbes said gloomly. "You don't see Fuzzies
wearing thenselves out trying to keep a charterless colonial conmpany in the

bl ack. That's what | came to see you about, Victor. Do you know we've had
seventy-six aircars stolen in the past two nonths, nostly by vel dbeest herders
who take off to nake their fortune and take a Conpany vehicle along to speed

t he process?"

"I already told you," Grego said, "swear out warrants for their arrest.”

"Warrants are one thing," Coonbes replied. "Arrests are another. W' ve got to
expand the Company Police and we can't afford it. The nore vehicles they stea
the nore sols it costs us, and the equi pment |oss cuts into budgets that ought



to be going for nore cops. It's a vicious circle."
Grego chuckled. "Spiteful, perhaps."” He wagged a finger in the air. "You mnust
be resourceful, Leslie. Creative. For exanple Sandra, here, is going to get
married, leave ne flat without a Fuzzy sitter; but you don't hear ne
conpl ai ni ng, do you?"

"Hah!" Sandra said.

"Stick around a while, Leslie," Grego went on, "until Gus Brannhard gets here.
Ben Rainsford cane up with a plan to increase police efficiency all over the
planet. 1'd like to knock it around with both of you-see what you think of
it."

Ceorge Lunt snapped the cover back on the separator and closed the printer's

paper-feed. Nothing wong that he could see, and certainly nothing that would
explain the soil readouts in that valley. George was a nethodi cal man and he

didn't |like |oose ends. This was a | oose end.

Ceorge junped lightly to the ground fromthe aircar's open hatch. No point in
taking it out of service for maintenance, he thought, unless the readouts
continue to be screwed up for some other piece of geography. No; we'll just
re-fly that sector with a different vehicle-see what we come up with for
conpari son.

As he finished punching in the assignment change to the roster, Ceorge
strai ghtened and turned to the watch sergeant. "Log that change, Sarge, so
it'll be highlighted at the watch briefing. That section of the Cordilleras
will just have to wait a little longer for survey mapping."

"Right-o," the sergeant said. He | eaned out of his chair and made a notation
on a clipboard, as Major Lunt wal ked back out in front of the duty desk.

CGeorge stopped for a nmonent, then turned back. "And, change the assigned
vehicle to the command boat. | think I'lIl go along for the ride."

Ben Rai nsford opened the front door of his apartnents in Governnment House,
t hen stepped back in astonishment. "Qus!" he said sharply. "Wat in hell is
the matter with you? Do you have to go to the bathroon®?"

GQus Brannhard was dancing in the hallway. Dancing was not the precise word,
per haps, but Col onial Attorney Ceneral CGustavus Adol phus Brannhard was
shuffling about briskly, rather |like an am able bear, swinging his arns

vi gorously. Periodically, his enornmous frame would seemto float up off the
floor slightly, and he would click his heels together

"Stop grinning like an idiot and tell me what this is all about,"” Rainsford
said. "You want people to think the planet is being run by a bunch of
[ unatics?"

Gus stopped dancing and cane inside the foyer, but he couldn't stop grinning.
A double row of white teeth glittered through his tousled gray-brown beard
i ke a hedgehog that had swal |l owed a piano.

"We got himdisbarred,” he guffawed. "Totally, conpletely, and altogether
di sbarred. "

"Who?" Rainsford shouted. 'Wio did you get disbarred? And why woul d one
shyster be glad to see another shyster get disbarred?"



Brannhard becane suddenly serious. "Wy, Hugo |Ingernmann, of course. W the
hell else have | been trying to get disbarred for the past year and a hal f?
was just now at Grego's smoothing the way for this police streamnining of
yours and Leslie Coonbes told ne he had seen the Order in this afternoon's
recordi ngs. Hugo Ingermann is still a bona fide attorney, but he's mala fide
in all the courts on Zarathustra-no longer adnmitted to practice before them"
He cl apped his hands together. "Maybe he'll be so disgusted he'll |eave the
pl anet . "

"Fat chance," Rainsford said.

"Well," Brannhard said, "then | can get to work on sone way to have the
bastard deported. Man's got to have a hobby,
you know. "

Gus sat and | eaned back in his chair. The chair creaked. "Yes, sir, "he said.
"I"'ma happy man. Ingernmann has been a thorn in the side of the government,
the Conpany, the nmilitary, and a stench in the nostrils of every honest |awyer
on Zarathustra."

"I"'mnot real sure," Rainsford said quietly, "that there are any honest

| awers, but I"'mglad to get the news that we've pulled a couple of his
teeth." Rainsford glanced up at the tine readout. "Max Fane will be just as
happy as you are, Gus. Wiy not stick around and tell himyourself, since you
seemto enjoy the story so nuch."

Brannhard nodded. As though he had signaled it, the door chined.

I f Brannhard had been overjoyed when he arrived, Colonel Marshal Max Fane was
in a black rage

Gus | ooked perplexed. "What's eating you, Max?" he asked.

Fane paced a few quick steps up and down the room then spun his rotund body
on one heel. "Some sonofabitch took a shot at nme!" he roared. "In town!"

Qus | eaped to his feet. "Wat?"

"Right here!" Fane jabbed his finger toward the floor. "On the espl anade, as |
was coning over fromthe Central Courts complex."

"Did you get hinP" Rainsford asked.

Fane scowl ed. "Naw. He was too far away to chase- probably why he m ssed ne.
But there weren't any people around so | got a couple rounds off at him" As
though it remi nded him Max Fane pulled out his automatic and pal ned the
magazi ne.

"Well? Did you hit hinP" Brannhard asked inpatiently.

Fane | aughed as he thunbed two fresh cartridges into the magazine. "Nooooo.
But close." He | ooked up as he smacked the nagazi ne back in and bol stered the
weapon. "I bet he's deaf in his left ear, though.”

Marshal Fane listened approvingly to Brannhard's joyous account of the

di sbarment of Hugo I ngermann. |Ingermann had the irritating habit of springing
t hugs and Junktown rats on a wit alnost faster than Fane coul d round them up
and jail themon warrants. He was |ikew se pl eased about Rainsford's plans to
consol idate police services while preserving the autonony of the various



agenci es. That would put nmore nmen in the field, and that was what he
needed- what every cop on the planet needed, what with the popul ati on infl ux
and the burden on the |l egal system generated by the sudden availability of
free | and. '

"It seens a little odd," Rainsford was saying. "Anybody ever take a shot at
you before, Max?"

Fane reared back in his chair. "Qut in the bush, yes. On pavenent, never!"

"That's the odd part," Rainsford said. "A unique occurrence that occurs |ess
than five hours after Ingermann is disbarred. What do you think, Gus?"

"Not hi ng odd about it," Gus said. "lIngermann is behind it, and it's what |
expected. This nakes himraw as hell, and he's going to be Qut-To-Get-Us, in
capital letters, fromnow on-until something busts |oose. | don't know about
you, Ben, but | plan to start packing a gun in town."

"Some citizens are already doing that after dark," Fane remarked. "Perfectly
| egal. There's no way to nmake 'em stop.”

Rai nsford sighed. He got up and wal ked to the wi ndow, then stood there, with
hi s hands behind his back for a nonent, |ooking out at Mllorysport. Then he
said matter-of-factly, "That's the way it always starts to break down. Thugs,
buns, and ani nal s-they scare honest citizens into exercising their
constitutional right of self-defense. Next thing you know, the town's full of
bull et-holes.”

He returned to his chair. "Get out your scratchpads, gents. The CGovernor
Ceneral is about to make some specific suggestions and you may want to take
notes."

Fane exchanged puzzled | ooks with Gus as he began fishing in his hip pocket
for the notebook that every cop in the universe carried there.

Rai nsford re-l1it his pipe, then |l eaned forward in his chair. "First, this
government has got to do everything it can to keep the Zarathustra Conpany

afl oat." He raised one hand, pal moutward. "I know, | know. When Conmmodore
Napier railroaded me into this job | wanted to take Grego and everyone on his
payrol |l and hang 'em hi gh, but a strong colonial conpany is all that's going
to hold this place together for a while-at least till we can get a legislature
seated. therwise, a civilized colony on Zarathustra is going to be out the
airlock. The trade that's been built up over twenty-five years will go to
hell, and Ghu knows what wi |l happen to the Fuzzi es-whose wel fare our
government has taken responsibility for."

"Ch, now," Fane said, "I don't think it's that bad. You really serious about
this?"

"Damm tootin' | am" Rainsford barked. "Wat's bad about it is that we're
flying blind. Gus, as Attorney General it's up to you to set the itinerary and
run this nmeeting about consolidating police records. As we go ahead with that,
I want the information from each police agency as to what kind of intelligence
operatives they have worki ng under cover, what they're doing, where they're
doing it, and what they find out."

Brannhard made a face. "They're going to be pretty touchy about that, Ben.

"I know they are," Rainsford said. "Let themknowin a gentle kind of way that
we're prepared to subpoena the records if we have to.



"Max, | want you to draw up a table of organization for an Intelligence

Section within your office, where we will consolidate police espionage

i nformati on separately fromthe operations records. After all, the Conpany,
the Federation, the nmlitary, and Ghu knows who all, constantly use spies to
keep theminformed. Wiy, I'mw lling to bet |Ingermann does the same thing. The

only way we're ever going to bust himand his consortium of hoodluns is to
out-G 2 them

"Start feeling around and see if you can't get that young Khadra fella to head

it up. I knew hi mwhen he was a patrol man on Beta. Got a good head on his
shoul ders. "

"*1'"1l1 doit," Fane said, "but | still think you 're painting a pretty gl oony
picture."

"Maybe | am" Rainsford adnmitted, "but if Zarathustra does turn into a

si nkhol e popul ated by riffraff and cutthroats, it sure won't be because | didn
't try to head it off before it got out of hand. For one thing, this
government couldn't stand the blow to public confidence if things go to

Ni ffl heimand we get another dose of Martial Law fromthe Navy."

"He's right, Max," Brannhard said. "The sane thing happened on Fenris. The
Chartered Fenris Conpany went off half cocked with col onization, then found
they couldn't turn a profit. Wen the Conpany went bust, it stretched the
Col oni al Governnent too thin. There weren't enough stabilizing influences on
the econony to keep it fromgetting |opsided. A lot of rip-offs and power
grabs here and there. In no time at all the only people left on the pl anet
were about ten percent of the original popul ation-they were the only ones
tough enough and smart enough to stay alive."

Chapter 12

Christiana Stone |lay face down at an angle across the bed, sobbing, and
thrunm ng her fists noiselessly on the sylkon coverlet. In one fist was a
crunpl ed piece of nessage printout.

"Dam him Damm him Damm himl Wiy did he have to go and die? Before | could
keep himout of jail."

Comi ng to Zarathustra had been the only way out that she could see at the
time. That was all right. But she knew now that she had failed to do her
honmewor k when she refused to go to work for |Ivan Bow by and insisted on
striking out on her own. Bow by controlled all the prostitution in

Mal | orysport and he becane very cranky if anyone tried to buck into his
nmonopol y. He had systematically terrorized her with rough trade and dried up
the rest of her business, forcing her to drain away what little assets were
left after buying passage from Terra, and grandi osely sworn, "So long as |'m
alive, that broad will never turn another trick on Zarathustra."

Now, when she was broke, beaten, and denoralized conpletely, the news cane
that her father had died. The father she idolized-the father she couldn't bear
to tell that she knew about his enbezzl ements-the father who had been drinki ng
hinself into an early grave with guilt-gone.

The conmuni cati on screen exploded with a burst of colors, then steadied into
t he i mage of Captai n Ahned Khadra.

CGeorge Lunt nade a minor adjustnent of the screen at his end. "You're going to
have to get yourself out here, Captain. | need you."



"But, Ceorge," Khadra protested, "ny detached | eave won't be up for two nore
weeks. "

"Mmmm " CGeorge said, "I know. | don't want to discuss it on screen, but how
soon can you get yourself back over here and go to work for ne?"

Khadra | ooked pained. "Well, Sandra and | are about to set the date. Wat's
the rush?"

"I should think you would," George Lunt grunped. "A year you 've been engaged
to that girl and | 've barely gotten a tap of work out of you the whole tine."

"I come froma very formal famly," Ahmed said stiffly. "W wanted to wait

till Holloway Station is a little nmore civilized before | drag her out to live
in the bush. Besides, Grego keeps wheedling at her to stay on '"just a little
whil e | onger."' "

"No nore frittering, Ahned," George said, "and no nore giving in to slick talk

fromVictor Gego. I'"'mgoing to need you. Now 1'll get a bungal ow up for you
and Sandra right away-though Giu knows how |I'Il justify it in the budget. You
get your affairs in Mallorysport wapped up. | want you, bride, and baggage

out here bright and early no later than a week from Tuesday."

"That's not nmuch time," Khadra protested.

"Sure it is,
pl an."

George said. "You can take your honeynoon on the install nment

The Ri ght Reverend Father Thomas Aqui nas Gordon | eaned forward in his chair
and pushed the box of tissues across the desk. He thought to hinself of the

countl ess tines he had done this drill before, although this was the first in
his cool, quiet office in Junktown. The walls were a reassuring pastel tone
and still snelled of newly applied vyathane spray coating.

"l didn't know where else to turn," Christiana said. She snatched two tissues

fromthe box and bl ew her nose.
"You turned to the right place," The Rev said. ' "There are things in life
that you can control, child, and there are things you can't. The things you

can't have to be carried as best you can-till you can get the upper hand on
them™
She dabbed at her eyes. "I feel better, already, just getting it all out and

telling soneone.”
The Rev nodded.

She had poured out the whole story to him in a junble of words and tears. The
acci dental discovery that her father was enbezzling noney fromhis conpany and
using it to keep anot her woman and pay the ganbling debts of the woman's
wort hl ess brother, and Christiana's inability to bring herself to tell himfor
fear it would conpletely break his spirit. She was certain that her fiance
could be depended on for help. That had been young Rodney Schuyl er of the
shipping famly-very old famly, very wealthy famly. He had proved his

| oyalty by breaking the engagement and dunpi ng her. The only thing she could
thi nk of then had been to cone out to Zarathustra, earn noney as fast as she
could- preferably in a way calculated to horrify Rodney-and try to get her
father off Terra before the authorities caught up with him If one could get
of f-pl anet, one's chances of being extradited back to Terra for anything as
piddling as grand theft were quite small.



Now it was all gone-all come to nothing. Ivan Bow by had her bl acklisted.
Daddy was dead. What did it all mean?

"I just can't see the use of going on," she said.

The Rev | eaned back in his chair. "I don't inagine you can; and that's
understandabl e right now. |I'mnot going to give you any fancy advi ce about
waiting for Almghty Intervention, but I will tell you this: in every disaster
t hat happens to people no matter how overwhelming it seens at the tine there
is the seed of sonmething you will find you want nuch nore, sonething that is
far nore wonderful than what you seemto have |ost. But, you gotta |ook for
it."

"But what am | going to do?" she sobbed.

"Well," The Rev said, "this m ght be one hell of a good tine to get a regular
job" and go straight. At least if you don't like it, you can earn enough noney
to get off Zarathustra, and fromwhat you tell nme | don't see that you 've
much chance of turning a sol any other way. Look-1 bet you know how to run a
processor-a data termnal-a transcriber deck-that sort of thing. Don't you?"

She nodded. The Rev spread his hands and sniled.' "There you are. GCet
uptown and apply for work at every tall building you can find. You don't
bel ong down here, anyway."

Ahrmed has to go back out to Holloway Station," Sandra d enn finished.

"I'n just over a week!"

"You 're going to get married right away and go with him of course," Gego

sai d.
"OfF course," she replied.

"Mmmm You' d be crazy not to-the way that man worships you is beyond belief."
He paused. "But, then, you are a treasure, Sandra. | wonder why Mjor Lunt was
SO insistent.

"Well!" Grego leaped to his feet. "I'Il tell Myra to take charge of all the
details you want with the cerenmony itself. /'// plan the reception. | think we
can do the whole thing here. How about Saturday afternoon, with the reception
staggering on into the eveni ng?"

"I'"ll have to talk to Ahmed," she said. "OF course you will," Grego agreed. "I
want the two of you back here to have cocktails with me pronptly at 1700
That's the one tine of day when | know where to lay ny hands on anyone and
everyone. We '11 get it all discussed and start the ball rolling. Now, we want
to make a big bash out of this-"

"I"'mnot sure we can-" she started to interrupt. Grego bent toward her and
smled benignly. "-Afford it?" he said. She nodded.

"The Conpany,"” he said evenly, "will insist on paying all the bride's
expenses. That takes care of the reception, the entertainment, and practically
all of it." "But-" she said.

"You see," (rego said, "/ amgiving the bride away- heh, heh-and appropriate
it is, too. Best dammed Fuzzy sitter | ever had." He rubbed his hands
together. "Yes, yes. W'll have all the Fuzzies in for it, too. And invite al
the girls fromthe Conpany Executive Ofices. Yes, yes. Some good-I| ooki ng



young wonen around this place will have an ameliorating effect on the
di spositions of old coots |ike Ben Rainsford and ne."

By the end of breakfast the next morning, Victor Gego had amassed a hefty
sheaf of notes. As he poured a second cup of coffee and lit a fresh cigarette,
he riffled through them | ooking for the nust-do-right-now itens he had
underlined. On the conmunication screen across the breakfast room Mra
Fal | ada fi ni shed sone notes on his instructions and pushed her pencil back to
its roost in her elaborately curled white hair. Myra had been his secretary
since he first canme to Zarathustra.

"Ch, yes," Grego said. "There won't be tinme to have any invitations printed up
and be certain that they get to all the guests at a decent tine for themto
reply. W'll go ahead and do that, of course, as a matter of courtesy and
etiquette, bull want you to take the guest |ist and program a reasonably
flowery invitaton into the conputer so it will informeveryone by

conmuni cati on screen and log their replies. The caterer is going to be
tenperamental at best, given the short notice, so we'll have to |let himknow
how many to expect inmmrediately."

Myra ran the pencil in and out of her hair a couple of tines as she braced for
areply. "Mster Gego," she said, "thisis nore than any one person can
manage-if | drop everything else, like-" she pursed her |ips "-Conmpany

busi ness, for exanple."

Grego drew thoughtfully on his cigarette. "Yes, Myra. | knowthere's a lot to
do. Sandra can help a little-while she's not with Dianmond. No, that won't do
it. Listen, have we had any applications for office jobs lately?"

Myra consul ted some clipped-together papers. "Yes," she said. "Two yesterday."

"Good," Grego boonmed. "Hre one of themthis instant. That'l|l give you a
full-time assistant until we see the happy couple off to Beta. Also, you can
spread around sonme of the detail work anong the other workers in the office.
After all this Company has weathered in the past year, | think we can cope
with putting a | arge weddi ng together on short notice."

Myra nodded and | ooked at himw th hal f-closed eyes. "Yes, Mster Grego," she
sai d.

"That's the stuff, Myra. I'lIl be down in a half-hour. I'"'mgoing directly to
t he Conference Room for the department heads' briefing, so | should be at ny
desk in less than ninety mnutes."

After the nmeeting, Grego was chatting in the corridor with his Construction
Director.

". . . So, by devel opi ng Conpany-owned real estate, we can head off sonme of
the I and grabbers and specul ators, and still keep ourselves in an aggressive
posture-profitably-as the |argest builder on the planet."

"'l see what you nean, Don," Gego replied. "It's human nature. People will
rent apartnents and commercial space fromus first if we have selection and
price. Volume will give us the price by drying up supply to the smaller
builders. It'll keep themfromsnowballing things for a fast buck-1like what
happened out in Mrtgageville."

Lesl i e Coonmbes tugged gently at G ego's sleeve. "Ckay, Don," Grego said. "Wrk
up sone presentations on specific projects and get back to ne."
Then he turned to Coonbes. "What is it, Leslie?" he said.



"I'"ve been | ooking at your ops sheet for this wedding reception, Victor. Did
you know mat Jerry Panoyian is listed as the caterer?"

"Of course | knowit,"
caterer."

Grego said. "l specifically asked that he be the

Coonbes | ooked |ike he had just tasted sonmething very sour. "But, Victor
surely you know he's in very thick with all the underworld bigwgs."

Grego nodded. "Umhmm | know that. But as far as the police can find out,
he's only involved in catering their social functions for them That aspect of
it is disturbing to me, 1'll admit, but he is the best caterer in al

Mal [ orysport. And | want this to be a party to renenber for sone tine to cone.
| want to have only the finest of everything, so that neans we'll be using
Jerry Panoyi an."” He | ooked sideways at Coonbes, "However, if it'll make you
feel better, I'Il have a couple plainclothes Conpany Policenmen watch him from

t he nonent he sets foot in Conmpany House until he and his peopl e have gone."
"And count your silverware before you let them | eave," Coonbes added.
Chapter 13

M. Chief Justice Frederic Pendarvis stepped deftly to one side of his wfe
and presented her formally to the bride and groom al t hough they had net each
ot her before the cerenony.

"I hope you will be as happy together as we have been," she said, after
shaki ng hands with both Ahmed and Sandra. Then she turned her gentle face
toward her husband, with the soft light in Victor Gego 's living room
catching her white hair with a halo-like glow, and smled at Mn

"Ch, Caudette," Pendarvis said, "you'll make these young people blush."

"No one is ever enbarrassed by |ove," she chided himeasily.

It was only fitting that C audette and Frederic Pendarvis be the first to join
the reception line. The newWy weds had chosen himto performthe cerenony, and
Ben Rai nsford was the only person in the roomwhose civil rank was higher.

They took their places alongside the bride and groomto greet the bal ance of
t he guests-a process which mght occupy the rest of the afternoon, judging
fromthe nob of people mlling about the penthouse, the outdoor pavilion on
the terrace, and the bars and buffet that had been set up outdoors in the
shade of the north and east sides.

Next to join the Iine was Victor G ego, the host and the man who had gi ven the
bri de away, |l ooking as jolly as a character froma Dickens novel in his
stand-up shirt collar and gray swallowtail coat.

Properly, Ben Rainsford should have been in the reception line, too, as the
ranking civil official, but he had begged off on the excuse that he had a
sprai ned hand and that standing there for so |l ong woul d make his "gi npy

| eg"-invented along with the sprai ned hand-start acting up

Chief Earlie of the Mllorysport P.QO sloshed the ice around in his glass and
remarked to his opposite nunber in the Conpany Police Force, " Y 'know, Harry,
if 1 was a crook this is the time I'd pick to stick up a bank." He notioned to
where the tenmporary coat rack in the penthouse foyer was festooned with a
perfect jungle of pistol belts and berets, hung there by their owners whose
ethics forbade themto drink while wearing those badges of office. "Wy, | bet



every senior cop in town is here this afternoon.”

Wth the skyrocketing popul ation every peace officer in the city no | onger had
the luxury of putting on his tuxedo to attend a social event; they never knew
when they m ght have to drop everything and junp into some crisis. And, nost
agenci es had a current standing order to maintain a high visual profile to
reassure the citizens that there was literally a policeman on every | anding

st age, espl anade, and escal ator.

Harry Steefer nodded. "Wat | don't get is why George Lunt didn 't come over
for the wedding. He's only three hours away-and he and Ahned are pretty cl ose.
| mean, they go 'way back-to when George was a |ieutenant and Ahmed was a
patrol man i n the Constabulary."

They were joined by a roundi sh man i n khaki gabardi nes, hol ding his chanpagne
gl ass gingerly, as though it m ght explode at any nonent. "I don't get that,
either," Max Fane said. Wth his free hand he tapped his nose. "This educated
menber of mne snells sonething odd about that. It's not |ike George Lunt to
throw his tail in the air that way-cancel Khadra's |leave-tell himto beat it
back to Beta on the double. Something's in the wind, if you ask ne."

Harry Steefer shrugged. " 'Spose they night have made anot her big sunstone
strike up in the Fuzzy Reservation? That would cause a lot of fuss and fury."

"Ch, hell, no," Fane said, waving his free hand in a gesture of dism ssal
"Ceorge has an arny of cops to take care of that-it's just patrolling and
keepi ng peopl e out who don't belong there. No, sir. Sunpin's funny in the
wind."

Chief Earlie nodded. "I'Il admit |'mcurious, too, Max, but that's on

Bet a-t hree hours away from here. The rats down in Junktown are getting bol der;
too many of them now, to make a living off each other. They're starting to
drift up into the newcity, inlittle knots of three and four. |I'm handling
doubl e the number of robberies | was this tine |ast year-and getting fewer
arrests. That's what |'mworried about. It looks like it's going to get a | ot
worse before it gets any better, at least by the rate the population is
rising."

"You don't think the immgrants are all crimnals, do you?" Steefer said.

"Ch, of course not, Harry," Chief Earlie said. "But, when you get a popul ation
boomon imm gration, the rats always nove in with the imigrants. W' ve al
seen it before-if not when Mrtgageville bloonmed up out of the ground north of
town eight or nine years ago-then sonepl ace else. The rats conme in their
pockets, riding their coat-tails, and hiding under their hats. Lotta tines,
its the sane rats that were living off them back hone; when poor people pul

up stakes and nmove on to try for something better, the rats pack their little
rat carpet bags and go right along with them!like a cockleburr on a dog's
tail." He stepped over to the east terrace's portable bar-a painted white
rattan affair-and handed his glass over to the liveried bartender. Max Fane
chuckled. "And that's only the amateur rats, the professional rats can snell a
conpost heap of noney hal fway across the gal axy. Wy, they're practically
waiting for the marks at the spaceport when they arrive-with rigged rat card
ganes, little rat shy locks, and little rat swindlers with nustaches."

"Don't forget little rat pinps," Harry Steefer chined in, "with strings of
cute rat whores."

Chief Earlie accepted a fresh drink fromthe bartender. "Oh, yes," he said,
"we can count on a lot of new business from Bow by, Heenan, and Laporte.



Thaxter is too confortably situated to risk nmuch these days. He's al nbst as
wel | off as Ingermann."

"Well, that's one thing," Fane said. "Now that the little porker can't
practice law any nore, | won't have to look at his superior smrk as he
hustles in with a wit clutched in his fist to spring sone thug enpl oyed by
t he gentl emen you just nentioned."

"I't won't matter, Max," Chief Earlie said, "he'll just hire someone who can
still practice lawto do it for him"
Fane gritted his teeth. "I know, but at least | won't have to look at him"

"Ch, | don't think it will be too '"boring,' as you put it, for Sandra," Juan
Ji menez was saying to the tall sociologist from Sci ence Center. He couldn't
recal | having seen her before, and wondered if she was aware that she worked
for him no nention had yet been nade that he was head of the Company Science
Center.

"But, Holloway Station," the sociologist said, "wayt he hell out on Beta.

What is there for a wife to do out there, except-" she shrugged "-cook and
keep house?"
Juan laughed. "I imagine she'll help Dr. and Ms. van Ri ebeek at Fuzzy

Institute. Sandra's know edge of Fuzzy | anguage is extensive and invol ves many
subtleties she's | earned froml ooking after D anond."

"Fuzzy Institute?" the |ady sociol ogi st asked. "You nean there's a coll ege out
t here?"

He | aughed again. "Alnost," he said. "Research | abs. Medical Center. Schoo
for the Fuzzies. Permanent staff of twelve, plus about ten nore on loan from
the Conpany." I'mgoing to have to take this |ady canping, sonetine, Juan

t hought. / bet she hasn't been out of high-heel ed shoes since she got her

di pl ona

"It's not exactly a wilderness, Mss-ah-Mss. . ." "Bell," she said and
snmled at him "Liana Bell." "Thank you. A lovely nane. In any case, Mss
Bell, Holloway Station is the headquarters of the Native Affairs Conm ssion

so it's quite a busy place, really."

She | ooked off into the middle distance. "It's beginning to sound very
interesting. | think I '"d like to go over there and do a short survey on the

i nterface between Terran and Fuzzy culture. Do you think they'd nmi nd?"

"Not at all," Juan said. "I think they'd be overjoyed." She bobbed her head
once, decisively. "Yes. I'll ask Dr. Mallin about it right away. In fact, he's
at this reception, isn't he? | thought | saw himearlier."

"In fact, he is,"” Juan said. "In the nmeantinme, nay | get you sone nore
chanmpagne?”
"I"'d love it. Dr. Mallin is ny imrediate superior, you see, so I'll need his

perni ssion.”

Juan chuckl ed. Ernst Mallin thought everyone had Fuzzies on the brain, did not
approve, and thought people should get back to good old "hard" research. He
had al ready made up his nind that the NFMp hornmone had doonmed Fuzzies to a
genetic dead end and it was only a matter of tine until the species died out
in any case. He took Liana Bell's glass. "Be right back," he said.



"Ch," she said, "but you haven't told meyour nane."

"Jinenez," he said. "Juan Jinenez."
She | aughed. "Dr. Jinenez! And you let ne stand here, rattling on |like an
ado-ditty about 'mnmy superior'. You run the Science Center!"

Juan smled and shrugged. "They let nme mnk so, anyway, "hesaid. "You'll stil
have to get Dr. Mallin's perm ssion, although I think you would have an
i nteresting project.”

"Thank you, Dr. Jinenez," she said.

"Thankyou, Mss Bell."

"Liana," she said.

"Juan, " he said.

" Chanpagne?" she remi nded him pointing at the enpty gl asses.

"Ch, yes," he said, and started to turn in the direction of the buffet. "Don't

go away."

GQus Brannhard parted his gray-brown whi skers carefully as he prepared to
answer the question fromthe Cerk of the Colonial Courts. "Chanpagne, M.
Wl kins, is very bad for the sinuses." He inhal ed deeply fromthe enornous
brandy snifter easily cradled in his huge hand."And that is why," he
concluded, "I never touch the stuff. No, no-all those bubbl es hoppi ng around
inside a man's head; nust nake a terrible racket. | inagine it would nake ny
ears pop something fierce."

It was the eyes that were popping for Roy WIlkins. He had never dreamed that a
human bei ng could drink as much as the Colonial Attorney General and stil
retain his faculties. WI-Kkins shoved his glasses back up his nose to a firner
footing and plunged back into the conversation

"And what," he asked, "do you think about this business of Hugo | ngernann
bei ng di sbarred? Personally, I'mtickled pink."

GQus eyed the young man solemly. "Wy, as an official of the col onial
government, | have no thoughts on the subject at all. As public enployees, we
shoul d have no conment s-not public ones, anyway-on the fortunes of any private
citizen. Do you get ny neani ng, son?"

W 1 ki ns sipped his chanpagne nervously. "Ch, | understand perfectly, sir. It's
just that-1 mean-that is-1 didn't intend it to sound-exactly-like |I rejoiced
in M. Ingermann's di sbarnent."

@Qus eyed himsone nore, then his face broke into a smle and he w nked
broadl y.

" '"Course you didn't. People in our position just have to be prudent." W]IKins
nodded. One | esson | earned. "There is sonething, though, that | would Iike
your opinion on, M. WIKkins-professionally."

pi nion? This | egendary gi ant who was the Attorney CGeneral wanted his opinion
on sonet hi ng? Gosh

"What," @us Brannhard asked, "is the scuttlebutt on the coffeepot telegraph



around your offices about the constitutional convention? Interworld News and
the rest show the delegates all busily roaring |ike wounded damt hi ngs every
ni ght on the screen, but as far as actual resolutions and articles filed, it's
as dry as a tenperance neeting. | just wondered if they were actually
generating docunents and someone forgot to send nme revi ew copies. VWat are

t hey doi ng?"

"Well, sir, I can't rightly say. | do know that we 've copied and sent over
about a metric ton of colonial case | aw which they 've requested.”

"And they haven't sent any of it back?" "No, sir.
"And they haven't filed any draft articles or resol utions?"

"No, sir,"” WIlkins said. "Well, sir, that is, with one exception."
"Wich is?"

"They sent me a draft request to extend the convention for a year, and wanted
to know if it was properly franmed."

Gus jabbed his finger at the ceiling triunphantly. "Now I know what they've
been doi ng. The buggers have studi ed everything to death. Now they see that
their year is alnost up and they aren 't even close to fram ng a constitution
so they want us to give them anot her year-another year during which the
governnent can't |evy taxes.

"Well, | guess it's time for Governor Rainsford and nyself to pay these
dedi cated foot-draggers a visit in open session-in situ as it were-and sort of
explain the facts of life to them"

W 1 ki ns pushed his glasses up his nose, again, hesitated, then gul ped and
spoke. It was not the usual thing for the Clerk of the Court to correct the
Attorney General on process, even at a party. "But, sir," he said, "col onial

| aw forbids any appointed official of colonial governnent being in attendance
at the site of a constitutional convention-uh-to prevent sandbaggi ng, |
guess. "

GQus took another swig of brandy while WIkins spoke, and gl owered at him

t hrough the snifter glass as he did so. He lowered the glass and fluffed his
beard. "OF course it does, M. WIlkins, but only in an uninvited capacity. |
"msure the intrepid colonists in that body will be pleased-once the matter is
expl ained to sone of the |leaders-to invite us in for sone 'advice.' "

Whi |l e Gus Brannhard guffawed at Roy W1l kins, a slender nman who stood near by,
chatting with Ernst Mallin, frowned and pursed his |ips.

"That man's a perfect exanple, Ernst,"” Dr. Jan Chris-tiaan Hoenveld said.
"Refinenent and breeding are out the airlock in Mallorysport so long as the
Governor GCeneral still wears bush clothes and his colonial officials are a
bunch of bumpkins |ike Brannhard. Rainsford's offices and quarters in

Gover nent House have ani mal skins all over the floors. It's just not
civilized."

Mal I'in sipped his chanpagne and snmiled. "I suppose, Chris, that you preferred
Ni ck Enmert's adm nistration- cocktail parties sparkling with nindless
chatter, and all those damed canapes. Personally, | don't care if | never see

creaned cheese again."

"Well, at least the man had sone style,"” Hoenveld sniffed.



"I used to like those parties of Emmert's, too," Mllin mnused,

"until -sonething-1 guess it was me-changed. | can tell you one thing, Chris,
Rai nsford's adninistration is one hundred percent honest, even if the nen in
it are alittle rough around the edges."

"Ch, don't talk to nme about 'rough around the edges,' Ernst. This nob of
ragged vagabonds that's inmmgrating to Zarathustra is ruining what little
grace we had developed in Mallorysport. My tailor is feeling the pinch

al ready; no one has any standards, any nore. And why shoul d t hey-when the
Governor always | ooks like he's been sleeping in his clothes? One just throws
on any old flak jacket one finds wadded up in the back of the closet and one
is in perfect style."

Mallin smled. "I "msure refined taste will survive, Chris. It's conme through
wor se set backs than this.

"Excuse me, will you? One of ny people is waving frantically for me to join
her."

Mallin had to get away from Hoenvel d; he wasn 't sure how rmuch | onger he could
keep a straight face. Chris Hoenveld was the best biochem st ever to set foot
on Zarathustra, but he sure had sone strange ideas about what was inportant.
Besi des, Liana Bell really was signaling himto come over and join her and
Juan Ji nenez.

As he threaded his way through the guests, he caught a scrap from anot her
conversation that was refreshingly bal anced agai nst Hoenvel d' s notions about
gent eel ness.

Col onel lan Ferguson, commander of the Col onial Constabul ary, had joined the
ot her | aw enforcenent types gathered around the bar. "Well, I'Il tell you one
thing," he was saying, "with Ben Rainsford in the governor's chair, you never
have to wonder what the hell he's tal king about. The nan doesn't know how to
beat around the bush."

"Amen to that," Al Earlie said. "Nick Emrert always wanted people to get
gussied up like a pet ow -just for cocktails, mnd you-and then he 'd talk
your ear off and you never knew what he'd said afterwards. That was the part |
hat ed-clinmbing into that nonkey suit with the sandpaper collar. And there's no
way to carry a gun in one of those things without it show ng."

"Not yours, anyway," Harry Steefer said, thinking of Al Earlie's favorite
sidearma long barreled .45 revol ver that pitched a 271-grain slug.

"Say, that rem nds nme," Max Fane said, "did | tell you sonebody took a shot at
me the other day-right down here on the espl anade?"

Max's story was cut short as a thundering herd of Fuzzies galloped through the
m ddl e of the group, yeeking with delight. Hot on their heels was a group of
young wonen who worked in the Executive Ofices of the CZC. "Come back here,
you little devils!" "So-josso-aki tai washa!" "G ve nme back ny things!"

The Fuzzies shrieked with nock terror. "Do-Bizzo! Fazzu! Hagga catch us!"
"Sp'it up!" "Faster!™"
Apparently the Fuzzies had pulled a heist for the fun of the chase. Leading

the pack in pursuit was a | aughing strawberry bl onde who had ki cked off her
shoes and was naking better speed than anyone el se.



The next lap around the terrace, the Fuzzies were gaining distance-and their
nunbers had increased by ten. The late arrivals didn't know what the chase was
all about, but it |ooked like fun; and if there's one thing a Fuzzy can't
resist it's fun-so they had joined in i mediately.

The new Fuzzies were Little Fuzzy, Mamma Fuzzy, Mke, Mtzi, Ko-Ko,

Ci nderella, Id, Superego, Conplex, and Syndrome-a clear indication to anyone
who knew themthat Jack Hol | oway, the van Ri ebeeks, and Lynne Andrews had
arrived.

The tenth Fuzzy-Baby Fuzzy-waddl ed al ong behind the nob for a while, but
couldn't keep up. He soon lost interest and struck a course for Dianond s play
area-where he could see a fascinating array of bright-col ored objects and

i nteresting junk.

The reception line was just breaking up as Holl oway and his party arrived.
Greetings were exchanged and congratul ati ons conveyed to the newy weds.
"I"'msorry we're so late," Jack said. "W had sonme trouble with the airboat on
the way over. Lost sonme power on the main lift-and-drive and had to linp in on
the Abbotts."

Ahmed | ooked past the group. "Didn't CGeorge cone al ong?" he asked, with a note
of di sappointnent in his voice.

Jack shook his head. "I'mafraid not, Ahnmed," he said. "I tried to bully him
into it, but he's off chasing sone mare's nest on the Fuzzy Reservation. Said
he had to re-assign all his patrol sectors and clear some equipnment. | don't

know why the watch conmander coul dn't have handled it, but George insisted he
had to do it personally."

"He said to apologize for him" Gerd van Ri ebeek said. "Said he would toss a
little shindig for you and Sandra hi nsel f when you get over to the station on
Tuesday. "

"I's the bungal ow fini shed yet?" Sandra asked anxiously.

"Al'l operational," Ruth said."Very nearly ready to nove in."

"We all dug in and scared up sone furniture for you," Lynne expl ai ned.

"Enough to get started with, anyway. And we all chipped in sone pots and pans
and di shes. "

Sandra brightened. "That was very thoughtful of you. W' ve got sone
i nfl atabl es we're taking al ong."

"Well, you're all set, then," Ruth said. "Wen Gerd and | went over there, we
had to sleep in the boat and noboch food off Jack until we could get into Red
H 1l and buy sone things."

Victor Grego's kitchen had been turned into a bedl am of portabl e equipnrent,
food handl ers, waiters, and busboys, with part of the caterer's entourage and
supplies spilling out the service entrance and onto the penthouse's private

| andi ng st age.

Bei ng careful not to trail his jacket cuffs through any gl op, G ego wound his
way through the confusion until he found Jerry Panoyi an out on the | anding
stage, running an expert eye over a hand-held term nal -nuch |ike a genera
depl oying troops and materiel during a battle.



Panoyi an was a short man upon whose | ong nose perched a pair of ol d-fashioned
spect acl es. He shook his head slightly, making his crown of iron-gray hair
bobbl e slightly, and pushed the audi o pickup nore tightly into his ear. "No,
no, Melvin." he said into a voco-leader, "It's bar nunber three that's out of
gin. And when you get back in here, | want you to handle the ice run. Yes,
"Il have it ready to wheel."

He | ooked up, instantly recognizing soneone not in his own livery. "Ah, M.
Grego," he said, snmling. "How is everything goi ng?"

"Coul dn't be better, M. Panoyian," Gego replied. "I just wanted to let you
know t hat we have a few | ate guests. You might want to refurbish the buffet a
bit."

Panoyi an held up a hand. "It's being attended to, sir. My headcounter spotted
themas their airboat arrived. By the tinme they get to the sal ad bar
everything will be crisp, fresh, replenished. Hot roast vel dbeest, chilled

fruit-the works." Briskly efficient when dealing with his own hel p, Panoyian's
voi ce shifted gears when talking to a client. He thought of it as suave and
snoot h; nost |isteners found the tone oily.

"Privately, you understand," Judge Pendarvis was sayi ng-he paused and | ooked
about, to make sure no one could overhear-"lI'mquite pleased to see M.

I ngermann's credentials to practice before Zarathustran courts revoked. He's
been a stench in the nostrils of the courts, decent men, and honest attorneys
since the day he set foot on Zarathustra."

Ben Rainsford fussed with his pipe. "lI'mbeginning to think there are no
honest | awyers," he said. Then he said, "Unnnh!" as Gus Brannhard gave hi m an
elbowin the ribs. "I"'ma [awer,"” he said. "The Judge is a | awer. You think
we' re di shonest ?"

Rai nsford rubbed his side. "You? Hunph, No offense, Judge."

"None taken," Pendarvis replied. "I can only speak for nyself, you understand.
M. Brannhard's reputati on when he practiced on Beta Continent seemed to
revol ve around an astounding ability to secure aquittal for obviously guilty
clients.” The Chief Justice wi nked broadly at Jack Holl o-way.

"To say nothing," Jack remarked,"of the ability to match any given three nen

drink for drink and still put themall under the table."
"Welllll," Brannhard grunped."Al|l that plea bargaining gives a man a hel l uva
thirst."

"I trust you gentlenmen understand the confidentiality of what | just said
regarding M. Ingermann," Pendarvis said. Then, in an obvious change of

subj ect, "Wiat a grand party this is! Victor Gego is to be congratul ated."
"Well, the man is a very thorough manager," Ben Rainsford said. "I wouldn 't
expect himto miss a single detail in anything."

"Do | detect notes of grudging adm ration?" Brannhard said. "A year ago you
wanted to tie himup by his thunbs."

"That was a year ago," Rainsford fiddled with his pipe some nore, then | ooked
Brannhard straight in the eye. "The ol der you grow, sonny, the nore you
[earn.”

Jack chuckl ed. "I guess you can consider yourself cut down to size, CGus."



"Never knew nuch about Ingernmann nyself,"” Rainsford said, "but what | knew, |

didn't like. 1'll tell you right now that himgetting disbarred is a | oad off
my mnd-for one very sinple reason.” They all |ooked at hi mexpectantly.
"He'll be so dammed busy trying to take vengeance on all of us, now, that he

won't have tine to try packing the new legislature with his own henchnen."

"There's sonmething to that," Pendarvis said gloonily

"Somet hing el se that will slow himdown in that departrment,” Qus said, "is
voter eligibility and candidate certification. Wien | say ny prayers at night,
I thank Ghu that none of the new imm grants pass residence requirenents for

ei ther. Think what a grand opportunity that would be for himto logroll his
own people in those seats."

"That's true, "Rainsford said, wagging a finger, "only if they don't get that
year's extension for the constitutional convention. That ness has nme tearing
nmy hair every day. And it's up to you and ne, Gus, to get themoff their
butts. This governnent won't |ast another year without tax revenues."

"Do you think Ingermann might be behind all the stalling in the convention?"
Jack asked.

"It's possible,"” Gus said, "but if heis, it's a cinch the connection is so
tangled we 'd never be able to hang it on himnmuch as I'd like to."

Rai nsford jamred his pipe in his jacket pocket. "I been tellin' you al

al ong- I ngermann wants to bring down the government and try to get control of
the planet during the chaos. If you're hell-bent to get himdeported, that
charge ought to be enough to get the job done.™

Qus Brannhard snorted derisively. "Ben, you can jail him you can deport him
you can shoot himin the foot, and you can nake hi meat sand out of the road.
But, first you gotta catch him then you gotta make the charge stick |ong
enough to drag himinto a courtroomand slip himunder a veridicator
Personally, 1'd rather try to take a bone away from a bush-goblin-but, we are
working at it; we are working at it."

The hors d' oeuvres chef had just run another dozen bl ue-label ed tins through
the opener. As he w elded his thin-bladed knife to slice the cake and cut it
into fancy shapes, he shook his head fromside to side and nuttered to

hi nmsel f.

Jerry Panoyi an | eaned over his shoulder. "What's the matter, Em | e?" he asked.

Emi |l e's eyebrows shot up, nearly to his hairline. "Over twenty years | have
been in this business, sir," he said, "and, so help me, this is the first
formal weddi ng reception |I've ever worked where canned Extee-Three was served
to the guests."

Panoyi an chuckl ed. "You m ght as well get used to it, Emle. | have a feeling
that Fuzzies are going to be part of the social scene in Mllorysport from now
on."

Down the wi de valley bel ow Mall orysport the brilliant oranges and reds of a
Zar at hustran sunset were spreadi ng | ow agai nst the horizon as the sun sank
slowy toward Beta. It was as though the KO star that gave life to all things
on Zarathustra was pointing back in time to Beta-Beta, where the Fuzzies had
been di scovered-Beta, where the nurder of a Fuzzy named Gol dil ocks by a CzC



scientist naned Leonard Kel |l ogg had set the whol e question of Fuzzy sapience
in motion-Beta, where the Fuzzy Institute and Holl o-way Station were becomn ng
al nrost as pivotal to the affairs of Zarathustra as the capital at

Mal | orysport.

The nusicians arrived and started setting up on the outdoor platformnext to
the portable dance floor as the terrace was washed with the red-orange |ight
fromthe setting sun. Soft l|ighting began to cone on automatically on the
terraces, with brighter patches around the bars and the huge buffet table.
Soon, now, it would be time to cut the weddi ng cake. Then, at twilight, the
dancing would start with a solo waltz by the bride and groom

M. Chief Justice Frederic Pendarvis puffed deeply on his panetella. It had
been an enj oyabl e conversation with Holl o-way and Brannhard and Rai nsford.
They had cone to nuch agreenent on their respective attitudes about severa
things that were going on on Zarathustra at the nmonment. That kind of

no- punches-pul |l ed, informal shop tal k was al ways good for everyone concer ned.
Cleared the air.

Pendarvis tilted his head back and bl ew a careful snoke ring toward the star
filled sky, where Darius stood at the zenith and Xerxes was inching up from
the horizon. "No, Jack," he said, adopting a nore fanm liar termthan he had
ever used toward Hol |l oway before. "It's not hard at all to be the Chief
Justice of a colonial court systemhere or anywhere el se. You only need keep
one thing uppernost in your mnd-the law. The law is everything. It is bigger
than men, bigger than courts, bigger than governments, bigger than armies; it
decides things that are placed before it on evidence and testinony. That's al
there is toit.

"That's all there has ever been to it. Judges get in trouble only when they
start seeing nmen in front of the bench. In the courtroom judges are not nen;
they are instruments of the legal systemofficers of the court. And, judges
get in trouble when they stop serving the | aw and start serving thensel ves.
"I"ve been serving the law for alnost fifty years-started out as a file boy.
The law is ny religion, and ny catechismis to apply it with fairness and
inmpartiality. | think I have al ways done that."

"You fell ows are waxing pretty philosophical, considering that this is
supposed to be a party and all," Brannhard remarked.

Pendarvis sniled. "Perhaps you're right, Gus. | want themto hurry up and cut
the cake so the dancing can start. | "mdying to get out on that floor and see
if the old body is still up to the Shesha-slide and the tryex-trot."

"Too strenuous for ne," Jack said. "The | ast dance | |earned was the bob-slop
That seens |ike a thousand years ago."

Rai nsford fiddled with his pipe and harunphed. "It probably was, too.

A number of men had gravitated to the conversation group around Juan
Ji menez-since nost of the wonen had gravitated there first.

A nunber of Fuzzies had joined the group as well-the intellectual elenents,
led by Little Fuzzy and Di anond.

"That's a pretty anbitious project you and Gerd are tal king about," Lieutenant
Conmander Pancho Ybarra said. He was the Navy psychol ogi st who had first
cracked the problem of Fuzzy sapi ence. And, he was Liaison Oficer between the
Navy and the CZC Native Affairs Comm ssion, and anyone el se who was active in
i ssues pertaining to Fuzzies. "A permanent building for Fuzzy Institute,



expanded nedi cal research and educational prograns.
Where do you think you're going to get the noney?"

"Fromthe Fuzzies, if they approve of our plans," Gerd said.

Pancho snorted. "Fromthe Fuzzies? Fuzzies are about as interested in noney as
a Khooghra is in Sunday."
"That's perfectly true,"” Juan said, "but you're forgetting one thing. That
rich sunstone strike on the Fuzzy Reservation has been | eased back to the CZC,
who are paying a royalty of four hundred fifty sols per carat for the
privilege of working the diggings."

"And they aren 't going to piddle along cracking a ton or two of flint a day,
i ke an independent,” Gerd chimed in. "W figure that in a year the Native
Affairs Comm ssion and the ZNPF, and Fuzzy Institute will all be paying their
own way, Wi thout any handouts fromthe Governnent."

"That rmust make Governor Rai nsford happy," soneone said.

"He's overjoyed," Gerd said. "According to the CZC staff study, we figure

we'll be able to continue expanding our research into the NFMp probl em and
still break ground for Fuzzy Institute in a year and a half to two years from
now." "I'mstill convinced that you can't crack the NFMp problem" Ernst
Mallin said. "1've | ooked at the whole ton of studies, experinents, and

conclusions drawn and | throw in with the canp that says NFMy production
evolved in Fuzzies to nmeet some |ong since disappeared genetic requirenent-
and, once devel oped, couldn't be un-developed. It left themin a genetic dead
end with a negative popul ation growh. There's anple precedent already proven
on several planets, Terra included. Fuzzies are going to become extinct, and
that's that."

Little Fuzzy drew thoughtfully on the tiny pipe he liked to snoke, and
frowned. At least, it |ooked like a frown. Juan Jinmenez couldn't be sure of

it, because he'd never seen a Fuzzy make that kind of face before. D anond was
doing it, too.

Partly to inject his own opinion as a manmol ogi st against Mallin's as a
psychol ogi st, and partly to not sound so gloony in front of the few Fuzzies
present, Juan dove into the technical conversation pool. "Ernst," he said,
"don't be such a doom croaker. Your field is psychosciences, anyway."

"I still have an MD.," Mllin chided.
"Yes, yes," Juan said. "I 'mnot questioning your schooling. Oh, | even used
to agree with that theory. |I've seen what Gerd and Ruth and Lynne have been
doi ng since then, though. They're naking steady gains on isolating the NFM
hormone and pinpointing its function in Fuzzy metabolism Wen you can get
that kind of information about anything produced in a mammal 's body, you can
find a way to chemcally counteract it."

D anond was tuggi ng at Juan's sleeve. "Unka Wn," he said. "Wat's a mania' ?"
Juan expl ai ned the taxonom c class Mammalia to him D anond nodded.

"Thank you," he said. He propped his chin on a tiny fist and | ooked seri ous,
as though inviting Juan to continue.

' "That's why | 'mone hundred percent behind Gerd's plans for a real Fuzzy
Institute. They' ve been able to accomplish wonders over at Holl oway Station



under much | ess than optinmum | aboratory standards. Ruth said it best: a tiny

spot of light-what we really know about Fuzzies-surrounded by a twilight zone
of what we think, nostly erroneous, probably. Beyond that, the dark of

i gnorance, full of surprises.

' "There's a whol e new science here, just about Fuzzies. In acquiring that

body of know edge, |I'm convinced we'll also whip the NFMp probl em al ong the
way. "

"I agree with you, Juan,"” Liana Bell said. "Fromwhat little | know, it seens
that there nust also be a ton of things we can teach Fuzzies."

"That's right," Juan said. "Way, within twenty years, you' |l see Fuzzies
graduating from Terran universities."

"Ch, piddle!" Mllin snapped.

"And why not?" Liana said, rather abruptly, surprised at herself for
di sagreeing with her superior.

"Thorans are doing the sane thing. They aren't as intelligent as Fuzzies, so
far as | know. And, our studies indicate they have adapted very well to Terran
soci al conventions and attitudes."

"Wth one exception," soneone said.

Li ana | aughed, rather nusically, Juan thought. "That's true," she said, "but
it's a mnor point. The Thorans believe in Geat Giu the G andfather God the
same way | believe in environment-conditioned responses.”

"There's a summary tape on my desk right now, " Juan said, "fromthe
Xeno- Sci ences Institute. It draws qualitative conparisons between all eight
extraterrestrial races. It says Fuzzies are the nost intelligent-hands down.
It goes on to suggest that they may be nore intelligent than we are.™

That idea sharply divided everyone into two canps.
"That can't be true! They have no technol ogy!"
"Maybe they don't want any."

"Right! Just because we're machi ne-crazy doesn't make that attribute a
pre-condition of intelligence.”

"They may just be at a different stage of devel opment and evol ution."
"-Or evolving at a nmore leisurely rate."

"The odds woul d favor sonething along those lines. In five hundred years this
is the eighth sapient race we've encountered, and they are all behind us in
general intelligence and devel opnent."

"From the Yggdrasil Khooghra at one end to the Thorans at the other," someone
el se added.

"Sure," the strawberry blonde said, picking it up. "I think it's about time we
ran across a race that's nore advanced than we are. Maybe they could teach ne
how to run a vocowiter by just thinking at it-save wearing out ny voice."

Everyone | aughed. The argument was over



The nusi ci ans canme back fromtheir break. Several people drifted away fromthe
group toward the dance floor- including Juan Jinenez and Liana Bell.

Presently, everyone was gone fromaround the big | awn table except the
strawberry bl onde-and Di anond and Little Fuzzy, sitting on the edge of the
tabl e.

Little Fuzzy knocked out his pipe on the edge of the table, then blew air
t hrough the stem just the way he had seen Pappy Jack do it.

The young woman was | ooking up at the stars. She didn't notice Little Fuzzy
put the pipe away in his shodda-bag and wal k across the table top. Wen he
touched her hair with his tiny hand, it startled her

He studied her with his wi de, appealing eyes. "Shu hassa," he said. "No

hu'ttsu. Are you amania', too?"

She smled at him "Yes, |'ma manmal, too.

D anond joined them with his hands cl asped behind his back, and studi ed her
i ntensely. "You got funny fur," he said. "A nost sane as Auntie Sand'a.

Why is?"

For a nonent, she was flustered. This was her first close neeting with
Fuzzies. It took a noment for her to realize D anmond was aski ng about her
hai r - al nost the sane color as Sandra's, but nore pale.

"Hair," she said.
"W call it hair."

D amond, too, reached out to feel the texture of her hair. "Fuzzies' fur al
same color," he said. "Wiy Hagga have all different col ors?"

You know, she thought, they may be smarter than we are. There's certainly
nothing wong with their curiosity about things. "Well, you see," she said,
"it's like this. You' ve noticed we have different-col or eyes, too?"

They bot h nodded sol emml y.

"I't depends on what color hair and eyes your parents had-and your grandparents

It was getting on into the evening. Victor Gego had |ong since shed his
swal | owt ai | coat and | oosened his neckcloth. He was circul ati ng anong t he
guests in his shirtsleeves and vest, urging themto polish off anything and
everything that was left to eat or drink

He stopped short when just within earshot of the table where Di anond and
Little Fuzzy were now sitting crosslegged and listening with rapt attention
Then, he spun on his heel and bustled back into the penthouse, where Ahnmed and
Sandra were exchangi ng pl easantries with some departing guests.

"Excuse ne," he said. "Sandra, cone over here to the terrace doors a nonent."
Sandra Khadra excused herself and went to stand with him

"You see that young | ady over there?" he asked.



"The one talking to Dianond and Little Fuzzy?" Sandra nodded affirmatively.

"Does she work for the Conpany? |'ve never seen her before, but there are a
| ot of people who work for me who | wouldn't know now if | net them coning
down t he espl anada."

Sandra peered across the softly-lit terrace. "Well, | don't know her. At
| east, not fromthis distance."

Grego | ooked about hastily. "Were's Myra? Has she left yet? She' 11 know. "
"M. Gego! Wat's this all about?" G ego nade a gesture of inpatience. "Now
t hat the weddi ng has been conmitted, you can call me 'Daddy,' " he said.
"Wwul d you help me I ook for Myra, please? I'll look on the south terrace and
nmeet you back here."

A few nonents later, he came huffing back to the terrace doors.
"Notthere,"he said. "Ch, there you are. You found her. Good, good."

"What's the matter, M. G ego?' Myra echoed. "It's sone big nystery he's
concocted, " Sandra said. "Faugh!" G ego snapped. "Myra, who's that young | ady
over there talking to Dianond and Little Fuzzy? Does she work for the
Company ?"

Myra squinted; then a | ook of recognition cane over her face. "Wy, M.

Grego," she said. "That's the assistant | hired to help with the plans for the
weddi ng. | was thinking about putting her on the reception desk, now She
seens to be very good with people, and-"

Grego cut her short. "Thank you, Myra. I'Il explain tonmorrow. Sandra, cone
with me, please.”

He | ed Sandra across the terrace-out of sight of the three at the big table.
As they neared the group, he put his finger to his |ips and touched his ear
Sandra was exasperated by now, but she kept quiet and |istened.

"... So, you see, guys, that both ny parents and Sandra's parents had a
recessive gene for red hair, but my parents had a dom nant gene for bl onde
hair and hers had a domi nant for either brown or black. Do you see how t hat
wor ks, now?"

Bot h Fuzzi es nodded.

"And, who was it, again, who first forrmulated the scientific |aw that al
genetics is based on?"

"CGeggo Menda," Di anond said quickly.

"Right," she said. "Mendel. First century, Pre-Atonmic. Now, how |long was it
before any really significant research was done in genetics?" She pointed to
Little Fuzzy.

"Many- many, " he said.

"Come on, now, Little Fuzzy," she chided gently. "I explai ned how Hagga
nmeasure tine. Now, how many years?"

Little Fuzzy screwed up his face for a nonment. Nunmber concepts were stil
pretty nysterious to him"Hundedd-fifty yiss,"” he finally said.



"Do you hear that?" G ego whispered to Sandra. "She's teaching them genetics."
"So?" Sandra said.

Grego grimaced. "They're getting it. They're getting it. They understand the
theory. She's explained it so it's understandable to a Fuzzy."

He took Sandra by the hand and |l ed her out into the light. "Good evening," he
sai d.

"Heyo, Pappy Vic," Dianond said enthusiastically. He junped up and took a step
toward the strawberry bl onde, then put his little hand on her shoul der.

"She teach us why Fuzzy-fur always same col or and Hagga-fur different colors.™
"Hair," she corrected.

"Yes-heh-yeh," Little Fuzzy said. "Hair," she said again, attenpting to
correct the pronunciation.

"That's what | said-" Little Fuzzy blustered. Heh-
yeh."

"She' s nHoksu- Hagga," Dianond said. Whnderful Big One.

"I think you're right, Dianond," G ego said. "Young woman, I under st and
you wor k for t he Charterl ess Zarathustra Conpany."

She nodded.

"Do you know who | an?" he asked. "OF course," she replied. "You're M.
Grego, the Manager-in-Chief."

"Precisely," he said. "Ms. Khadra, here, used to be ny Fuzzy-Sitter-in-Chief-
until she allowed herself to be dragged away by sonething as piffling as

matri nony." Sandra snorted derisively.

"However," & ego continued, "ny philosphy is that in every disaster is the
seed of its resolution and inprovenent."

The strawberry bl onde frowned and pursed her lips. "I don't think I'm
foll ow ng you, M. Gego."

Grego pulled his chin back so it al nost touched his collarbone. "Wy, I'm
appoi nting you new Fuzzy-Sitter-in-Chief. Ten percent raise in salary,
effective this norning."

Sandra | aughed. "Very scientific," she said.

Grego remai ned unruffl ed.

"See Myra in the norning," he said. "She'll without doubt have a bunch of
papers for you to fill out. Then, come straight up here. Ms. Khadra will
brief you on the job for a couple of days." He | ooked at Sandra. "WII| 1030
tomorrow norning be all right to start?" he asked.

Sandra rolled her eyes heavenward. "Anything. Yes, that will be just fine.

Now, will you let nme get on with ny weddi ng ni ght?"



"Ch, of course,’
never did get your nane.

Grego said irritably. "By the way, in all the excitenent
" "Stone," she said. "Christiana Stone."

Chapter 14

It was hot for that tinme of the norning, w ndless, and the Zarathustran sun
hung notionless in a hard, brassy sky. Ahmed Khadra stepped down fromthe
airjeep and kicked at the dry, barren earth with the toe of his boot. He
squinted up at the sky.

"CGoing to be another dry year, Ceorge," he said.

"Not the first for this valley, either," CGeorge Lunt replied. He pointed off
into the mddle distance. "Y see over there-where there used to be a creek

wi ndi ng down fromthat saddle, and then spreading out into a marshy area on
the valley floor? See all those little hunmocks? They used to be tiny islands
a few nmeters across, covered with |ush vegetation. '

"Yes," Ahned said, "you still see stal ks and scorched plants, but nothing has
grown down here for at |east three years. Wat of it?"

"Why d' you suppose that is?" George asked.

Ahmed t hought for a nonent. "Wy, | guess it's the dry weather we've been
having on this part of Beta. Yes, that would be about right. The CZC started
the Big Bl ackwater Project-drained half a mllion acres of swanp for farm ng

It cut off the noist air that caused rainfall on the Piednpbnt. That was about
three years ago. Again, so what?"

"Well," George said, "those dry years let an abnornmally high crop of

| and- prawns hatch out each spring. It was too dry in the uplands for themto
find enough food, so they noved over the divide and down into the big woods
where there was plenty of that forest noss they 're fond of."

"And the Fuzzies followed the mgration," Ahned added. "What's with the
guessi ng game, Ceorge?"

"Take it easy," George said. "I "mjust giving you the data a piece at a
time-the way | got it-to see if you cone to the same conclusions | did."

"Sort of air-checking your own reasoni ng?"
"Yes."

Ahmed put his hands on his hips and | ooked out over the valley floor. "Nothing
wong with that. What's next? By the way, CGeorge, how did you get interested
in this place to begin wth?"

"Survey readouts," Ceorge said. "The data kept showing up that there's a | ot
of titaniumin the ground up here-in several different conmpound fornms. Didn't
make sense. At first, | thought the equi pment was out of whack, so | had it
re-flowmn with different, vehicles. Kept getting the sanme answers. Still didn't
make sense. Titanium s scarce all over Zarathustra. Wy should there be a
concentration of it up here?"

Ahmed pointed across the valley. "Maybe it bel ched out of that big nountain
over there. It |looks |ike a dead vol cano."

"I wondered about that at first," George said. "The way this valley's
topography is laid out, the whole thing could be what's left of a very |arge,



very old caldera. But, geology isn't nmy long suit, so | decided to go ahead
and do all the snooping any good cop would do before | started jabbering a | ot
of brilliant deductions at anyone."

"So you cane up here and poked around on your own," Ahned said.
"That's why | wasn't at the wedding," Ceorge said. "Sorry about that, but it
couldn't be helped. You'll see why in a few mnutes."

"You're already forgiven," Ahned said. "Lead on."
"This is about the same place where | first |landed my jeep," George said,
pointing to pad-marks in the | oose soil, "when |I first came up here."

"So you're reconstructing your novenments for ne," Ahnmed said.

"Very good." George's square, muscular face broke into a grin. "I knew what |
was doi ng when | appoi nted you Chief of Detectives for the ZNPF."

"Ckay, " Ahned said. "Wat canme next?"

"I wanted a closer |ook at the dried-up marsh, there, and around that big
patch of weirthorn that spreads back against the bench, there, bel ow the
saddl e." George hitched up his pistol belt and started wal king, the arid soi
crunchi ng under his boots. "Let me show you what | found."

Harry Steefer |ooked at the conmunication screen as he spoke, trying to read
the reactions in Victor Gego's face. "M. Gego," he said, "I have the papers
right here in front of ne." He held up a thin folder, as though to prove he
was telling the truth. "The fact of the matter is that we just don't know
anyt hi ng about the girl. She cane in on the Gty of Asgard a little | ess than
a nonth ago and went to work for the CZC on the twenty-first. Beyond that,
there's nothing | can check unless | send her packet back to Conpany
headquarters on Terra-and that would take a year. | can't issue a

Restricted- Areas pass on this kind of information."

Victor Grego was becomnmi ng annoyed. He al ways becane annoyed when he didn 't
get his own way. He conpressed his nmouth into a hard line. "Well, Harry, "he
sai d, "whyinhell does ny personal Fuzzy-Sitter have to have a Restricted- Areas
pass, anyway?"

St eef er sighed. "Because anyone who has free access to your private residence
has to have one. M. Grego, we decided on this alnost a year ago-after we
found that Herckerd and Novaes had hidden a bunch of ki dnapped Fuzzies on an
unfi ni shed floor right here in Conpany House. To say nothing of every other
Tom Dick, and Harry in Mallorysport comi ng and goi ng through the | anding
stages in the unused levels. | don't even like to talk about it. I'mstill
enbarrassed by how slack I'd let things get." Chief Steefer took a deep breath
and waited to see if he had sold his point to Grego. He had a hunch that he
hadn' t.

Grego scratched his head and Iit a cigarette. "I"'mcertain that she's all
right, Harry. Dianond is crazy about her. Fuzzies have an instinct for that
sort of thing, you know. They just don't take to people who aren 't on the
square." He paused, waiting for Steefer to suggest a way around the
regul ati on.

Steefer wasn't going to do it. "lIt's an Executive Ops Order-S. O P.-you signed
it yourself, sir. If I make an exception for you, I'Il have technicians in
Conput er Center wanting the same thing so Aunt M nnie can bring themtheir

l unch, and statisticians in the Sensitive Records Section who want their girl



friends to pick themup fromwork, and Giu knows where it will all end."
Grego thought for a nonment. Damm it all to Nifflheim Wo's running this
conpany-me or the dammed Operations Manual ? "Here's what you do, Harry," he
said. "lssue the pass. Stanp it 'tenporary,' with an expiration date that wll
| et you get the packet to Terra and back. Attach a nmeno inside the packet to
the effect that this personnel action is done on ny personal authority, and
put out a supplenent to that Ops Order to the effect that exceptions will be
aut horized only on ny personal, signed approval. Wen that's done, send a nan
up to my office with the pass and the meno for ny signature. WII that serve
everyone's best interests?"

"Yes, sir. That will be fine. No one is apt to ask for an exception if they
have to personally justify it to you."

"Excellent," Gego said. "I can't keep escorting her to the | anding stage and
nmeeting her there every tine she comes and goes, just to get her past one of
your cops. Thank you." Gego bl anked the screen. That should get the job done,
while at the sanme tinme tacitly explaining to Harry Steefer an object |esson
about why people don't ordinarily resist the decisions of the
Manager -i n- Chi ef. The Conpany was not a god, after all. It was a machine, and
there could only be roomfor one person in the driver's seat.

It had been Tuesday norning about 0830 when Ahned and Sandra arrived at

Hol  oway Station, as promsed with a metric ton of |uggage and gear. Ceorge
Lunt had whi sked Ahned away i medi ately. Ruth and Lynne had dropped everyt hi ng
to help Sandra get situated. They had borrowed Jack's manipul ator to
re-arrange sone |ogs and boul ders |l eft around the bungal ow i nto "sonethi ng
nore attractive. "Jack didn't understand that, but he had said, "Sure. Go
ahead." That left himw thout a vehicle, but he and Little Fuzzy wal ked across
the footbridge over the creek and borrowed Gerd's airboat.

Jack wanted to get up into the Cordilleras Range right away. The patrols had
reported a big nob of Fuzzies up there, so he wanted to get right up there
with an arm oad of shodda-bags and steel shoppo-diggos, do a little trading
with the natives, and persuade themto conme on in to Hollo-way Station. Speed
was i ndi cated because in that part of Beta the hills were alive with the sound
of prospectors-all trying to find enough sunstones to get rich quick. They
woul dn '"t, of course, because they didn't know how to | ook for sunstones, or
how to get themout of the enclosing matrix of flint if they found a vein.

A lot of these birds were pretty unsavory characters. Sonme of them were bound
to be runaway vel dbeest herders with stol en Conpany aircars. That kind of
person woul d be apt to vent his frustration on a Fuzzy. Alittle preventive
work by the Native Affairs Comni ssioner was indicated. The ZNPF patrol woul d
go up there on the regular surveillance post and check themall out and jug
t he ones who had an aircar they couldn't prove they owned, explain the
boundari es of the Fuzzy Reservation to the rest, and generally get the idea
across that this was not exactly the wild frontier

In the nmeantinme, Jack did not want any ugly incidents involving Fuzzies. For
all he cared, these guys could shoot each other up all they wanted, but
Fuzzi es were his responsibility.

Ahmred | eaned down to get a better look. "I'lIl be dammed, George. You're right.
It is the remmants of a little irrigation ditch." He pointed along the Iine of
the dry creek. "And it branches into three channels over there. Sonmebody was
cultivating these plants before the creek dried up. But, nobody's ever settled
up here. If they had we'd have found out about Fuzzies sooner than-

He stopped short. "You mean Fuzzies had truck gardens up here?"



Ceor ge nodded.

"But, Fuzzies are hunter-gatherers. They're nowhere near the agricultura
[ evel ." Ahnmed frowned and stroked his nose.

"Umm hmm " George nodded, again. "I don't know nuch about anthropol ogy, but I
know hunt er-gat herer societies at |ow Paleolithic devel opment cone a hell of a
ot earlier than fanners."

"How can you be certain it was Fuzzy-farmers?" Ahmed asked

Ceorge pointed to the ground, turning a full circle as he did so. "Wy, |ook
all around you at the dried-up tracks. Fuzzy footprints if | ever saw them"™

Ahmed chuckl ed. "That doesn't prove anything. Fuzzies could have tranped
t hrough here by the battalion when this ground was danp-hunting prawns or
somet hi ng. "

"Good reasoning, Captain," CGeorge said. "You're getting to be a better
detective every day. And, you're right; it doesn 't prove a thing. Now cone
over here and |l ook at this."

He | ed Ahmed over to the extensive weirthorn thicket that spread along the
base of the cliff. It wasn't a surprising place to find it. Werthorn was a
ki nd of chaparral, with | ong, sharp spikes every fewinches along its
branches. It flourished everywhere on Zarathustra. Wth good water, it

devel oped a thin layer of green | eaves. Wthout water, it went barren, dry,
and brown, but it still grewto a height of nearly two neters. Wen a pl ant
died, it was sinply pushed upward by the growth of a new plant under it, so
that an old stand of weirthorn several |ayers deep might rise as nuch as six
or eight yards, canopied over with hard, dry thorn bushes that nade a little
nore shade to give the growing plants a little better chance. A fire would go
through the stuff |ike a box of matches-that's how plantati on operators
cleared it away and kept it out of cultivated |and.

CGeorge had hacked his way several neters into the thicket with a machete. He
invited Ahned to go in and have a | ook

After a few monents of peering around in the diminterior of the branble
patch, Ahmed whistled softly. "Well, I'll be dammed to Nifflheim" he
excl ai med.

The inside of the thicket was |aced with pathways and runs that had been made
by clearing off the random | ower branches which were in the way. There were
little huts and | ean-tos, fabricated by wattl e-weaving sticks and vi nes anong
the growi ng weirthorn trunks, then "shingling" themw th broad, rubbery |eaves
fromthe base of the butterpaddl e plant so they would shed rai nwater. The runs
and structures were all quite snmall-just about Fuzzy-size.

Ahmed emnerged, blinking against the brighter light outside. "Well, that tears
it," he said sinply. "The scientific types will go off their spool trying to
make this fit in with what they already 'know about Fuzzies."

"It's also 'proof beyond reasonable doubt,' as we say in

the trade," George said. "Wy, this would have proved the
case for Fuzzy sapience without the thing ever getting into a
court room"

"But no one had ever |anded up here-or even mapped the place thoroughly-unti
we began patrolling it as the Fuzzy Reservation. At that, it couldn't be seen



fromthe air."

"It came at just the right time," George said. "I overflew the valley severa
times. When the sun is just right, you can see regul ar shapes down in the

thi cket-but only if you |l ook closely and hover while you're doing it."

It was a dream of a defense agai nst Fuzzies' natural enem es. A Fuzzy nade
just about a nouthful for a harpy-a flying predator about the size and genera
design of a Terran Jurassic pterodactyl. There wasn't any way for a harpy to
make a swoop for Fuzzies who were inside the thicket. Sane for dammthings and
bush-goblins. They wouldn 't even try to get at dinner if it was in a
wei rt horn patch.

"' Ckay," Ahmed said. "There's Fuzzy-signs all over the place. Even though the
creek is dried up, this place is still in use." He pointed around the gentle
sl ope between the thicket and the dry creek. "See? There's severa
freshly-filled toilet pits spotted around. The question is: where are the
Fuzzi es? How conme there are no Fuzzies?"

"Ch, there are plenty of Fuzzies," George said, "but they' re probably al
hiding in the woods down at the |ower end of the valley."

Ahmed nodded. "Makes sense. They'd all be out foraging at this tinme of day.
They' ve probably never seen a Big One before, and they probably think our
vehicl es are sonme new kind of flying appetite-like a harpy."

"Ceneralizing and form ng abstract concepts is what they're doing there,"
Ceorge said.

"And, if they were too far away to make it back here when they spotted our
jeep, they'd take the nearest cover."

They both stood for a noment, |ooking down the valley toward the woods,
knowi ng there were pairs of w de Fuzzy-eyes | ooking back at them

As they -wal ked back toward the jeep, Ahned asked, "Wy in bl azes would they
stay up here, instead of going along with the mgration after the | and-prawns?
This | ooks |ike one helluva tough place for a Fuzzy to make a living. It's a
cinch the little perishers aren't getting enough to eat since the Big

Bl ackwat er Project shut off the sprinkler system"”

"That," George said, junping a shallow ravine that had once fed Fuzzy Creek
"is a question we'll let the scientist types nmutter about. Wat is your
suggestion for i mediate action, seein' as how you're wearing the sane beret
badge with the crossed shoppo-diggos and the 'ZNPF on it that | anP"

Ahmred ticked off his points on the fingers of his left hand as they wal ked.

"First, we tell Jack what we've found. Then, we cone back up here with sone
Fuzzy interpreters and a big stock of Extee-Three so we can get this gang to
cone out and have a square neal while they're learning that we're their
friends. Then, we do the usual trading of tools and stuff and try to persuade
themto nmove on south, where the living is a little easier. Then, we find out
what's what with the titanium concentration in Fuzzy Valley."

"My idea, exactly," Ceorge said, "except for one thing.
"Yes?"

"While all this is going on, we keep a security lid on this place that is
airtight, |eakproof, and lightproof. | 've already drawn up a new area



assignment for all the patrols, arranged so there's none of Paine's Mrines
covering this sector and so that only our own nost trusted men will be
overflying Fuzzy Valley-nmen who will cone to us first if they see anything
unusual and keep their mouths shut if we tell themto."

"We'd better talk to Jack tonight," Ahmed said. "That can be handl ed at your
wel com ng party,"” Ceorge said as he pressed the rel ease stud on the side hatch

of the jeep. "Did Gerd tell you about it? | '"mtossing a little beer and
pretzels fest for you and Sandra tonight. Nothing el aborate, you understand.
I"mnot getting rich off this job, and | imagine you' re both just about

chanpagned-out by now. "
Ahmed bel ched affirmatively.
Chapter 15

It was confortable and quiet in the office where the young nan sat dictating a
report into his VRR-augnented voco-witer. He was glad he had saved that big
featherl eaf tree outside the w ndow when they assenbl ed the Medical Center
then chose his office space fromthe shaded corner of the building. On a hot
day-li ke this particul ar Tuesday afternoon-it made a difference. The heat punp
held the temperature in the labs and other offices to an adequate |level-in his
office it was cool

"In summary," he said into the vocowiter, "we have clearly established that
the titaniumwhich the | and-prawns ingest is accunul ated and stored in the
mddle intestine. It is not passed with other wastes, but collects in nodul es
on the intestine wall until a point of saturation is assumed and then

di sperses through all the prawn's soft tissues. The nethod of action and

bi ochemi cal function of titaniumin |and-prawn nmetabolismis not clearly
understood at this point. It is, however, clear that this property of titanium
concentration is responsible for the obvious affinity displayed by Fuzzies for
| and- prawns as a staple itemin the Fuzzy diet-even though the titanium
present is not in the form of hokfusine, and thus cannot be processed into
anti-NFMp by the Fuzzy metabolism

"W have established that the hokfusine nolecule present in Extee-Three
energency rations, which is present only if the farina m xture has been
prepared in titani um cookers, has only five atonms of titanium yet Fuzzies can
di stinguish its presence by taste alone. In short, they are fond of

| and- prawns, but they are crazy about Extee-Three.

"The NFMp hornone present in Fuzzy metabolisminterferes with fertility and
normal fetus devel opment. The manufacture of NFMp is inhibited by any
titani um bearing organi c conpounds, but only at effective |l evels by large
amounts of hokfusine. This is present theory, not conclusively established by
a persuasi ve body of experiment, but is being actively pursued as a viable
line of research which has an acceptably high probability.

"W have proven that Fuzzy mnetaboli sm does not use hokfusine directly agai nst
NFMp. The digestive process alters it, as well as a variety of other
titani um bearing conpounds, into a single substance, which we presently |abe
anti-NFMp, pending full information on its conposition and properties.

"Anot her year or so of patient catal oging and observation should start
producing a normal birth rate and acceptably low infant nortality |evels anong
the Fuzzies who are getting enough titaniumin their diet to manufacture
adequate anounts of anti-NFMp in their bodies."

Jack Hol | oway sat down di sgustedly on the outboard contragravity-field



generator housing of Gerd's airboat. "Damm it!" he said aloud, in the manner
of men who are accustonmed to being alone. "I hope this isn't going to make ne
|ate for George's party tonight."

"Who" matta', Pappy Jack?" Little Fuzzy asked as he cane to the hatch and
junped down to the ground. He | ooked all around. "No Fuzzi es anywheh neh-yeh
i n-ha woods." Jack sniled and scratched himbetween the ears.

"How are you so sure of that?" he asked
Little Fuzzy assunmed a w se expression and tapped his ear with a tiny finger.

O course. Fuzzies had keener hearing than Terrans, and across a wi der
frequency range. Terrans hadn't even known Fuzzies could talk until the Navy
researchers discovered their normal speech range was ultrasonic, with various
"yeek" sounds at its interface with human hearing. They made handy little
doorbells out in the bush-they could hear a contragrav-ity vehicle coning
about ten minutes sooner than a Terran coul d.

"Whassa matta'," Little Fuzzy repeated.

Hol | oway shrugged. "Pappy Jack is getting forgetful

Remenmber we had trouble with this thing when we took you all over to Unka
Vic's house?" Little Fuzzy nodded.

"Well, | should have pulled maintenance on it before | brought it up here, but
I was in such a rush to get to the field that | forgot about it. Now we've

| ost nore power and | can't get enough lift out of it, even with the

secondari es-enough to land it safely, but not enough to fly it. Well, it's
only 1600 and we've contacted five groups of Fuzzies today, anyway."

"Who" make do?" Little Fuzzy asked; curious, as usual

"I think it's the energy cartridge, overdue for changing. W'll find out what
the trouble is, then screen Unka Gerd and have himbring the part out to us."
He reached inside the boat and opened the |ocker that held the maintenance
tool kit, then stopped.

Little Fuzzy was pulling on his pants leg. "Wat is it?" he asked, as he
jerked the tool kit noisily fromits clanps and set it down in the hatchway.

Little Fuzzy had a finger to his lips. "Two Hagga," he said. "Conme this way-
wahki ng. | think they tosh-ki-Hagga-bad Big Ones."

Jack frowned. "Wy do you say that?"

Little Fuzzy cocked his head to one side and turned his ear into the w nd.
"One say, 'Just da old nan, by-hisse'f, wif one of those 'itta anima'.' Ovvuh
one say, 'We cone up wif ship hiding us, we drop himeasy. 'Fii/isf one say,

' Ship make us good noney on Orega Condinent. If we bag da Fuzzy, have good
nmoney foh him sane way.' "

The tips of Jack's nustache twitched truculently. "So that's it; kill ne,
ki dnap you, steal the airboat. How far away are they?" he asked as he | oosened
his pistol in the holster and snapped off the safety.

"No fah," Little Fuzzy said. "Take many-many-nmany sma' nahks." He tapped
Jack' s wrist watch



Jack frowned. "How many mnutes, Little Fuzzy? Think hard."

Little Fuzzy closed his eyes tightly, trying to remenber what
Christiana-Auntie K istanna, he called her now had taught hi mabout counting.
Finally, he snapped one hand out in front of himwth all five fingers opened.
"This many," he said.

"That's enough," he said. He lifted Little Fuzzy up into the boat. "You stay
until | cone for you. If anybody el se cones in, you run like hell. Got that?"

Littl e Fuzzy shook his head yes.

Jack crawl ed into the boat and punched out Gerd's office screen conbination
The screen filled with a brilliant pattern of color that exploded into the

i mge of Gerd van Riebeek sitting at his desk, dictating a tape. "H Jack," he
said, turning toward the screen. "Wat's up?"

"No time to explain, Gerd," Jack said softly. "Leave this pickup open. My
co-ordi nates are J- five-seventy, S-nine-four-fiver. Got that?"

Gerd was witing on a scratch pad. "Sure, but what's-"

"A couple a fellas are working up on nme that figure to bushwhack nme and stea
your boat. If | don't call you back in five mnutes, get a patrol up here on
the double. They'll either be trying to figure out why your boat won't lift or
they' Il be nearby, running like hell. Don't talk; just listen."

Jack thought for a minute, then reached under the control panel and pulled out
the nine-mllineter automatic he knew Gerd kept there. He checked the
magazi ne, chanbered a round, and tucked it under the tool kit. Then he started
whi stling noisily and stopped to curse fromtine to tine.

By the time he could hear the nen's voices coming to himdown the wind, he had
t he generator cover off and had hidden the extra pistol in anong the

machi nery-and never let his right hand stray nore than six inches away from
it.

When he heard their voices stop, that neant they could hear him now, and
could be expected to deliver their calling card in about sixty seconds. He
cl osed his hand around the automati c.

A bearded, dishevel ed man appeared from behind the front end of the boat. "Hi
friend," he said with a snile. So-it was going to be the stall-and-cannon
play. The "stall" would take his attention, and the "cannon" woul d shoot him
in the back.

The man was tal ki ng about sonething. Jack was |ooking at himwth his eyes,
but his ears were focused about thirty meters to his rear. When he heard the
scrape of metal against |eather-a very soft sound, but a very specific one if
your whol e being is focused on listening for it-he whirled on one knee and
spun himnsel f behind the open hatch-ranmp steps. The cannon got off one shot
whil e Jack was turning into a firing position and judging for size and

di st ance.

Hs first shot was a little high, but Jack was able to put the second in his
chest-no need to wait to see if that one did it. He now gave the stall his
undi vi ded attention

The automatic bucked in Jack's hand as the stall blasted off two wild shots,
kicking up a fountain of dirt around the airboat. Jack put his second shot in
the man's left chest. Wen the man seened to pause and did not drop his



weapon, Jack placed two nore bullets within an inch-and-a-half of the first.
The i npact snapped the man's head back and he went over backwards in a
graceful arc and lay still, his I egs fol ded under his body.

Jack felt a hot ache in his right side. Mist have banged hinself into

somet hing as he ducked behind the steps. He rubbed at his ribs where it hurt.
The hand cane back red. "Ad man Holloway is gettin' slow That first fella
creased nme a little," he said al oud.

Jack clinmbed back up into the airboat and peered at a worried-|ooking Gerd van
Ri ebeek mthe screen

"Jack! \What the hell happened?"

Jack grinned lopsidedly. He felt hot and his ears were ringing. "Two prom sing
hi jacking careers that will never come to full flower. One Native Affairs
Conmi ssioner nicked in the right side-let the other guy get off the first

shot. One Little Fuzzy safe and sound. Unnnh." He sat down on the deck, drew
his knees up to his chest and rested his forehead on them

Gerd was shouting fromthe screen. "Jack! 1'll be there as quick as | can. Try
to stop the bl eeding and avoid shock."

"Don't forget to call the cops at Beta-15," Jack said softly. He felt

somet hing soft brush against his cheek and a little armgo around his neck. He
opened his eyes and smled at Little Fuzzy."Everything's going to be al

right," he said.

"You hokay, Pappy
Little Fuzzy stroked Jack's arm Jack? Tosh-ki-Hagga huht su?"

"Not very much, Little Fuzzy. You saved Pappy Jack's life. If you hadn 't
heard them | would have been tearing into the generator and maki ng enough
noi se for themto have got ne."

Jack | ooked closely at Little Fuzzy and saw sonet hi ng he had never seen
before. There were two small wet spots in the fur just under Little Fuzzy's
eyes. Presently, another tear welled up and roll ed away.

Chapter 16

Grego whistled absently as the private lift sped toward the penthouse |evel
Attorney General Brannhard had organi zed the agenda | ogically and presided
over the neeting snoothly. No wasted words. Grego appreciated that sort of
thing. He al so appreciated that no one had tried to sell the Company nore than
its fair share of the contribution. They sonetimes did that, presumably on the
theory that the Conmpany was a bottom ess pocket filled with financial assets
and cash flow.

He stepped out of the Iift directly into the foyer of his penthouse apartnent.
Christiana appeared in the living roomdoorway with a drink, which she handed
to G ego.

"How did you manage to time this?" he asked, waving his other hand over the
gl ass.

She grinned. "Wth an acconplice. Dianmond can hear the lifter generator as
soon as it engages at your office. There's just enough tine-if everything is
already laid out."



"Well," Grego said as he strolled into the living room "You continue to anaze
me, Mss Stone." He | ooked around the room "Where's Di anond? He's usually
climbing nme like a tree as soon as | cone out of the [ift."

She held up one finger. "That's my fault. W have conspired to forego the

usual greeting to show you sonething. Since it involved hol ding up part of
dessert, I'"'msure Dianond is waiting inpatiently." She notioned for himto
follow her into the kitchen.

"Heyo, Pappy Vic!" D anond shouted. "Seehow do!"

D anond was seated at the kitchen table, in a kind of highchair. In front of

hi mwas a place setting of Fuzzy-sized silverware-actually the half-size
utensils that were manufactured for very small children-fork, salad fork, soup
spoon, teaspoon, knife, and butter knife. Alittle liqueur glass had been
pressed into service as a water goblet- Fuzzy-scale.

Christiana set a saucer in front of Dianond and a plate on the table. The
saucer was enpty; the plate contained an uncut cake of Ex tee-Three. She stood
back agai nst the kitchen counter and took a sip fromher own drink

Grego watched in rapt fascination as D anmond picked up his knife and fork, cut
off a slice of Extee-Three, and with great dignity placed it on the saucer in
front of him He laid down the knife and separated a single bite-sized piece
fromthe slice with his fork, shifted his grip, inpaled the bite on the fork
and popped it into his nouth. This process was repeated, wi th occasional sips
fromthe water glass, until the saucer was conpletely bare. D anond took his
napki n-a smal|l pocket handkerchief-fromhis |ap, dabbed at each corner of his
mout h, folded up the napkin, and laid it to the left of his salad fork. He
turned toward themw th shining eyes. "How | do, Auntie K istanna?" he asked.

They both set down their drinks and appl auded | oudly.
"Perfect, Dianond," Christiana said. "You didn't miss a thing."

D anond gave a whoop and bounded down to the floor. He | eaped a few steps and
threw his arns around Grego's neck, which, with its owner, had squatted down
to Fuzzy- hei ght.

After hugs and a little ronmping all around, D anond | ooked proudly at both his
hands. "Fingahs no weh," he announced, then ran off into the Fuzzy- Room

"What'd he say?" Christiana asked.

' Fingers not wet,’ G ego repeat ed.
"Ch," she said, "of course. I "mstill not quite used to that pidgin Terran
Does it have sonmething to do with their speaki ng machi nery?"

Grego nodded. " 'L' and 'R pose quite a problemfor them As far as we know,
t he sounds don't exist in Lingua Fuzzy."

They had drifted back into the Iiving roomand seated thensel ves on opposite
sides of the coffee table. "You continue to astonish me, Mss Stone, and this
is only Tuesday evening of your first week. The nind boggles at what you may
acconplish by the tine you have been here a fortnight." She |aughed. "It
wasn't that difficult, "she said. "He had watched Hagga eat with silverware.
G ven the tools, scaled down to his anatony, he practically got it the first
time. The only practice he's had was with dinner, before you arrived."



"Speaki ng of dinner," Gego replied, "let's get that started." He got to his
feet and went over to his private screen, punched in a conbination, and lit a
fresh cigarette while he waited for the dinner nmenu to start scrolling.

What a remarkabl e young woman, he thought, as she joined himto make her
sel ecti on.

Ceorge Lunt's party was a little nore el aborate than a "beer and pretzels
fest." Aside fromthe |large cooler full of beer, there was a very respectable
si deboard of cold cuts, cheeses, various sandw ch maki ngs, a tangy col esl aw of
whacker - cabbage, the Zarathustran nmutations of celery, radishes, carrot
sticks, and pickled artichoke hearts, various kinds of crackers, salted nuts,
di ps, and-of course-pretzels.

CGeorge had wangl ed Ahnmed and Sandra to let himthrow the party in their new
bungal ow on the grounds that his quarters were certainly too small, that it
woul d be agai nst regul ati ons-which he was still busily witing-to use ZNPF

facilities, and, finally, that the bride and groomwould inherit all the

| eftovers, which would " keep them both alive until one of them|learns
how to cook."

The other ZNPF officers had been invited-as etiquette required on the narriage
of a fellow officer. The lieutenants were starting to drift away toward their
own social circle. The three off-duty captains were hol ding their own-Jordan
Nunez, Joseph Hol derman, and Ray Pendl et on-and Bruce Presley would conme by to
pay his respects when he closed off his shift at 2330.

Nunez was sitting across fromJack in the group, with his tunic collar
unbuttoned and one I eg thrown over the armof the big wooden arncthair that had
once been part of a pool-ball tree. "Hell, Jack, "he said, " why'd you have to
kill "emboth? If you could just have wi nged one of those guys, we could be
sweating a thousand nanes out of himright now " "That's the truth,"” Hol derman
agreed. "You knowtell himthey 're going to have to operate on his |eg, but
we won't let them put himunder till he answers our questions." He w nked.
"And if they have to wait till the leg swells up like a banjo-bird s chest in
mati ng season, they '11 probably have to cut it off. Not that they didn't need
killing-kidnap a Fuzzy and sell himon Onega, indeed-but couldn't you have
been a little less final with one of then®"

"Wasn't time, Joe," Jack said to Holderman. "As it was, | let that first son
of a Khooghra nick nme. It's been a long tine since that's happened. Maybe this
Conmi ssi oner of Native Affairs job is just right for ne. Maybe | shoul d be
flying a desk-if I'"mgetting so old and slow that | can't chop down two bush
rats in a sinple-mnded anmbush w thout getting scratched up."

"Ch, Jack," Nunez said, "stop running yourself down. You're not quite tired
old folks, yet. I'Il tell you the truth- I'd hate to run up against you in a
shooting scrape, and |I'm about hal f your age."

"Thank you, Jordy," Jack said.
know anyt hi ng about them yet?"

"That honestly nmakes me feel better. Do we

Nunez fished his notebook out of his hip pocket. "Let's see," he said, |eafing
t hrough the pages, "I was just going off duty when we heard the call. Your
co-ordinates weren't actually inside the Fuzzy Reservation, so Col oni al

Const abul ary had jurisdiction. But I went scooting over to Red H II, anyway,
and hel ped young Catlin catal og the deceaseds' possessions. They were, J.J.
Roberts-we don't know what the J.J. stands for, but we think "J.J." is his
actual first nane-and one Curtis Hansson. They both had five hundred sols on
them separate froma little other nmoney, and in each case tucked into a snall



white envelope. | checked in with Bruce, just before | cane to the party, to
see what he had gotten out of the big conputer. Y see, both these guys had a
screen conbination on a slip of paper tucked in those envel opes. Turns out
that combination is for Hugo I ngermann's private screen in Mallorysport." He
snapped t he notebook shut and tucked it back in his hip pocket. "lIsn't that

i nteresting?" he said. "Both these grubby bunms having fresh noney on them as
wel | as Ingermann's unlisted screen conbi nation?"

"Anh-hanh, " Hol derman said. "l've been figuring that |ngermann nust have sone
scouts out over here-ever since the sunstone claimon Fuzzy Divide was | eased
back to the CzC. "

"Do you think it could have been a snuff job?" Jack asked.

"No," Nunez said, "I don't think so. Ingernmann doesn't see you as the big
snarl in his rope. He's sunstone happy-his past actions prove that-so he's
goi ng to have a bunch of cheerful dumr es over here trying to figure out

bi gger and better ways to steal sunstones.”

"I agree with Jordy," Holdernman said. "You get in a fistfight with | ngermann
and bust his nose-then you can expect himto send a coupl e gunmen after you
personal ly. Otherw se, he's so busy with his real inagined grudges that he
won't have tine for fancied i magi ned grudges. It is clear, though, that he
paid these two slobs to do sone snooping around over here." Hol derman si ghed.
"That's why | wish you hadn't blown up both of them Jack. It would be so nuch
easier to just sweat a guy down than to do all this deductive reasoning."

"Ch, stowit, Joe," Nunez said. "The inportant thing is that Jack's stil

ki cking and that we know | nger mann has dunped a bunch of snoops on our turf.
W '11 snag a live one pretty soon now, then proceed to scare the pants off
himand find out all kinds of wonderful stuff.”

As soon as the last of the other guests had departed, George and Ahned

si mul taneously drew up chairs across the coffee table fromwhere Jack was
sitting. Wth no one el se there but George, the Khadras, the van Ri ebeeks, and
Lynne Andrews , it was perfectly safe to discuss the confidential aspects of
Fuzzy Valley. Jack's eyes grew |l arge as George and Ahned related their

findi ngs.

"So, | want to take you back up there, Jack, and let you have a | ook around,"”
Ceorge finished. "I want the whole thing kept strictly on the quiet, though,
until we know nore about what's what."

"I"ll second that," Jack said. "In fact, just try to keep ne away."

"Good," Ceorge said. "How about first thing in the norning?"
Jack nodded.

"Let's take al ong your mcroray scanner, too-find out how honpbgeneous the
geology is and what's under the surface. You'll know nore about that than I
will. I could check one out fromthe equiprment stores, but I'd rather not

| eave any paperwork tracks that m ght arouse sonmeone's curiosity."”

"We can take Gerd along and detour over to fix his airboat on the way-then go
on up there in ZNPF vehicles," Ahmed said.

"How about taking old Gerd all the way al ong?" Gerd said. "Od Gerd is pretty
curious about this thing, too."



"He's right," Jack said. "Good idea not to nmake too nuch of a ZNPF parade out
of all this."

"I see what you nean," Ceorge said.

"W ought to take Little Fuzzy and some of the other Fuzzies along, too," Jack
said. "If there are Fuzzies up there who are not noving south and who won't
cone near a Hagga, then we '11 have to nake contact with themvia Fuzzy

emi ssaries sooner or later. So, let's make that the 'official' reason for the
trip."

"I don't get it," Sandra said. "If titaniumis practically non-existent in the
crust of Zarathustra, why should there be one spot where it's plentiful?"

"M ght be nore than one spot," Gerd said, "but it's just that we haven't found
any others yet. That is an area of some active vul canismrecently active

vol canoes, hot springs, geothermal areas, that sort of thing. Maybe vol canic
activity encourages the formation of titanium™

"Phooey on that," Jack said. "Distribution is the question. Titaniumis
distributed all sorts of ways, none of themvery exclusive. Wen it gets hot.
It will combine with just about anything. No, there's sonething definitely
unusual about Fuzzy Valley."

"I still don't get it," Sandra insisted. "If titaniumis so scarce in the
general conposition of Zarathustra, how did Fuzzies ever evolve here at all-if
it's such an inportant component of their norphol ogy?"

"Cerd's theory is that they're living fossils,” Ruth said, "that there used to
be a large order of Zarathustran primates. The rest died off. The Fuzzi es have
survived this far, because they're the smartest of the bunch, but NFM is
whittling them down."

Lynne had finished up sone things in the kitchen and then joined the group
"The xeno- pal eont ol ogi sts haven't found any bones yet to hang that theory on,"
she said.

"Well, we've only been here a quarter century," Gerd protested. "W know
not hi ng about the history of Fuzzies, and al nost nothing about the history of
t he planet. The xeno-pal eontol ogi sts haven't found any really ancient Fuzzy
bones, either, but the existence of Fuzzies is self-evident."

Sandra stuck to her point. "I'mnot attacking your theory, Gerd, but if it's

correct wouldn't that nmean there used to be nore titaniumon Zarathustra? In

order for Fuzzies to develop this critical need for it in their diet? Are you
saying there used to be nore titaniumon Zarathustra than there is now? Isn't
there a rule or something about that?"

Gerd thought for a noment, smiling as he felt around for the governing
principle Sandra was referring to. "Ch, no," he said. "Titaniumis too heavy
to be carried off as the planet devel oped. That wouldn't apply to

Zarat hustra-the gravity is alnost the same as Terra." Suddenly, he realized

what he was saying. "Geat galloping holy Dai-Butsul" he exclaimed. "I've been
digging up the wong rabbit hole all along! Al the titaniumever forned on
Zarathustra is still here, inits crust, and that's damed little. That point
was established very early in conparative extraterrestrial planetography
by-what's his nane?-MacKenzie 's Law." "You nean it's constant on al

pl anet s?" Sandra asked. "Sure it is," Jack said.

"Do you renenber it, Jack?" Gerd asked. "You're the closest thing here to a



geol ogi st . "

"I can't state it mathematically,"” Jack said, "but | knowit. That tells us
bef orehand sonet hing of what a planet's geology is likely to be all about.
Let's see now'The rate of escape of a substance froma planetary nmass wl|l
vary inversely with the gravity of that nmass, varies directly with its
tenmperature, and-" He scratched his head. "-and varies indirectly with the
boiling or sublimation point of the substance in question.' That's the gist of
it."

"Al'l right, then," Sandra said. "If there's so little titaniumon Zarathustra,
how di d Fuzzies cone to have such a specific need for it in their netabolisn®"

"Now, you're getting back toward ny specialty," Gerd said. "That point is only
theoretically defined in xeno-biol ogy. Renenber Garrett's Theoren? It states
that ' A need for an el enent does not arise in evolution unless the elenment is

avai l abl e in reasonabl e amounts and in assinmlable form' In other words-in
soluble form" Gerd thought about that for a noment, too, then shook his head.
"That doesn't get ne out of the woods, either, does it? There's still the

possibility that Fuzzies m ght not have evolved here at all."

"Pish-tush," Lynne said. "That's along the line of crackpot theories fromthe
First Century that nan was not native to Terra-none of which were ever taken
seriously by the scientific comunity."

"That makes sense to nme," George said. "How would a | ow Pal eolithic people get
to Zarathustra from anot her planet? Sonebody take themfor a joy-ride?"

"Whi ch ones?" Ahnmed asked. "The | ow Paleolithic Fuzzies living in the woods,
or the agricultural, house-building Fuzzies that are still in the Uplands of
North Beta?"

"Or," Jack chimed in, "the reading-and-witing, conmunication-screen-watching,
machi nery-operating Fuzzies that are living at Holloway Station and
Mal | orysport ?"

Chapter 17
"Charm ng," The Rev nuttered as he opened the shop door. A tiny bell,
suspended on a piece of spring steel so that the door would brush it into
action when opened, jingled brightly. |I've never seen one of those things
out si de a peri od- pi ece screenplay, he thought, but one m ght expect it here.

The white haired proprietor appeared, comng froma well-equi pped back room
that was many tinmes the size of the tiny front portion of the shop. He sniled
i n sudden recognition. "Wy, Tom" he said, "It is you. Fromthe descriptions
|'ve heard about the Junktown Rescue M ssion, | rather thought you m ght be on
Zar at hustra."

They shook hands warmy. "It is nyself, Henry. It has been a while, indeed,
since | saw you. Fenris, | think- wasn't it? After a while all col ony worlds
begin to | ook alike."

"I believe it was Fenris, Tom" Henry Stenson said, "although | couldn't begin
to tell you howlong ago it was. | do recall it was during that squabble when
the Couperin Cartel had bought up the old, original colonial conpany's
charter-for about six-and-a-half sols and a bag of jelly beans-and tried to
start running the planet. Nasty business, that one."

The Rev smiled. "I renmenber. The col onists and the Hunters' Co-operative ;



both a little unhappy about that. They captured the port authority docks and
were going to blowup the City of Malverton on her stand if the Federation
Resi dent - General and the new conpany Manager-in-Chief tried to di senbark.

"I must say, Henry,"
the years since."

The Rev continued, "You don't seemto have aged a day in

Stenson chuckled. "At ny age, Tom there's sinply nothing left to winkle or
go gray. One reaches a kind of optimmstate of deterioration and stays
there."”

Henry Stenson was the finest instrunent-nmaker on Zarathustra-by definition
since he was the only instrunent-naker on Zarathustra. However, he would stil
have been the finest, even if the town was crawming with them To call Henry
Stenson an instrunent-maker was about the sane thing as calling M chel angel o
Buonarroti an interior decorator.

Elderly and thin, with a tight nmouth and a face that was a spider web of
wrinkl es, he was the |ast man one woul d think of as being a Federation agent.
He was, though, and had figured pivotally in the great upheaval follow ng the
di scovery of Fuzzies-the Fuzzy Flap, as local historians now called it.

He was al so the only person to ever successfully bug Victor Grego's private
of fice.

"And what brings you to my humbl e establishment, Ton?" Stenson asked.

The Rev produced a thin sheaf of folded papers, covered with engi neering
sketches. "Are you famliar with the Bal-lard Di agnostic Reader?" "I am"
St enson sai d.

"Well, | need one," The Rev said, "and there isn't one to be had on the whole
planet-and | can't afford to wait a year to get one out here fromTerra."

"That's a pretty exotic piece of medical gear for a rescue mssion, Tom"

The Rev shook his head. "I know, Henry, but 1've got to have one. | just don't
have the time or the trained workers to run nmedi cal checks on all these poor
soul s down here using nultiple-station nmethods-even with good quality nmanua

el ectroni c sensing and netering equi prent. Bl ood pressure here, coronary
profile there, hematol ogy somewhere el se-it just takes too bl oody |ong. Wy,
do you know there are people in Junktown who have never seen a doctor in their
entire adult lives?"

"Shocki ng," Stenson said. "Shocking thing for the Seventh Century. | thought
we had excellent public health prograns, here.”

"We do," the Rev said. "That's the hell of it. The health care is there, al
right, but the people won't use it because experience has taught themthat the
| ess contact they have with the government the | ess trouble the governnment can
make for them That's what's shocking."

"Well, don't make too rmuch of it, Tom" Stenson said. "The way people are
pouring into Mallorysport for the so-called great |and boom you' ve got to
expect that nost of themwll be the kind that doesn't trust the governnent."

"And why shoul d they, Henry?" the Rev asked. "For the nost part they're the

di sillusioned and di sadvantaged. If a man is prosperous, he's nore apt to stay
hone. That's what nakes any inmgration novenent a built-in heartbreaker. Most
of these people wind up broke and hungry when they find the streets aren't
paved with sunstones-and where a lot of themwind up is at my mssion. So,



di spense porridge and medical care, and try to patch up their souls enough for
themto clinmb back in the ring for another round."

"I'"ve been watching it, too,"
signs of strain.”

Stenson said, "and things are beginning to show

"That's what | 'mtrying to do," the Rev said, "give thema little hope, a
little help, and keep them from becom ng desperate.”

"It's a dangerous situation, Tom" Stenson said. "Yes, dangerous enough-even
wi t hout Hugo I ngermann and his gang of thugs constantly harangui ng the nob.
There's an old proverb, Tom 'A hungry man is like a wolf in the forest; he'l
go where you tell himwhen his belly is enmpty." "

"We've both seen it before,"” the Rev said. "When hope goes out the airlock

men get desperate. They've got nothing left to lose, so they' |l try nost
anyt hi ng-thi ngs they woul d never think of doing if they didn't have their
backs to the wall. They 're easy marks for manipul ati on by people like this
bastard I ngermann. | can see it com ng in Junktown. Unless sonethi ng happens

to take the pressure off, the whole place is going to bl ow up one of these
days." The little bell rang as soneone entered the shop

Henry Stenson tidied up the sheaf of papers. "Yes, | can build one of these
for you, Father. The contact plate will have to be a breadboard rig, but it
will sense out all the data you want. Oherwise, it will work just |ike any

Bal | ard Reader in the best hospital on Terra."

Judge Frederic Pendarvis |aid down the sheaf of papers, noved the ashtray a
few inches to the right, and took a slender cigar out of the silver box on his
desk. After he had lighted it, he | eaned back in his chair and bl ew a snoke
ring at the ceiling. Then he turned his attention to the bearded giant and the
smal I, bristly-Iooking man who sat across the desk fromhim "I see nothing
wong with this at all. Your assessnent is quite correct, @Qus. For ny part,
agree that we are on solid ground with respect to the Federation Constitution
and the body of col onial case | aw
"Col oni al Investigations Bureau," the Chief Justice said reflectively. He
flicked a quarter-inch of ash fromhis panetella and smled. "I mnust
congratul ate you both on putting this together. The very idea of getting al
those different cops to pull together on sonething like this is nothing short
of astounding. |'ve been dealing with all of the |aw enforcenent agencies on
the planet for the past fifteen years, and, | can tell you, they can be the
dammedest bunch of fool s-squabbling |ike fishwi ves over jurisdiction, proof of
claim interrogation priority, previous wants and warrants, perquisites and
privilege-you nane it. There isn't a one of them| haven't wanted to take a
horsewhip to over the years, usually for clogging up the courts while they
prove to one and all that their uniformis nore righteous than the next
guy's." Ben Rainsford frowned and | ooked at the floor. "Only one thing I'm
unhappy about," he said.

"What's that, Ben?" Judge Pendarvis asked. "That young fella, Khadra. | wanted
himto head up the CIB. Wwy'd he have to go and get married and run off to
Bet a?"

"I strongly suspect it's because he was in |love," Pendarvis remarked drily.
Rai nsford waved his hand inmpatiently and began fishing for his pipe in the
pocket of his bush jacket.

The way he throws that pipe in and out of his jacket, Pendarvis thought, I'lI
bet the inside of that pocket |ooks as black as a Hathor wolfram m ner's



| ungs.

"WIl this help any," Rainsford said around his pipestemas he touched flane

to the bowl, "to slow up the congestion in your crimnal courts docket?"
"No," Pendarvis sighed. "It will only nmake it nore orderly."
"Well, | can't give you the extra judgeshi ps you asked for in either

department,"” Rainsford said, alnost defensively. "There's just no noney for

it. The fact of the matter is that the CZCis financing this governnent at the
nmonent-until we can get a constitution out of those |ame-brained del egates |,

el ect a proper legislature, and |l evy taxes. And the CZC is going to expect its
noney back one of these days. It's a hell of a way to start out a

government-in debt-but it can't be hel ped, | suppose. |Is there anything you
and Gus can come up with to reduce the load on the crimnal side?" Rainsford
| ooked anxiously at both of themin turn. "I'll go along with anything that

makes sense."

Pendarvis' eyes narrowed slightly. "Not nuch, unless you want to do it at the
expense of fair and equal justice under the law, " he said evenly.

GQus knew that Rainsford had hit a sensitive spot. "I could encourage ny
prosecutors to be a little nore open to plea-bargaining," he offered. "A lot
of these crimnal cases are pretty cut and dried, but they stagger on through
the systemwith a long trial-often because the defense attorney |oves to hear
t he pure, spellbinding el oquence of his own courtroomoratory."

"And just as often is practicing his planned future political speeches on the
jury," Pendarvis added. "I would have no objection to that, Gus-as long as we
veridicate the accused in open court regarding any pressure than night have
been brought on himto plead guilty to a | esser charge."

"What will that get us in ternms of man-days saved?" Rainsford asked, "-or

what ever measure of increased efficiency is applicable.™

"Not much," Pendarvis said, "but being able to get one nore prelimnary
hearing a day on each judge's docket will do nore than it sounds like."

"The civil side isn't going to get any better, though," Gus said, "and there's
nothing | can do about that-out of ny jurisdiction.”

"Yes," Pendarvis said, alnost wistfully. "There's the real rub. W have nore
crimnal cases, but they are sinpler than before. Qur civil cases-which we
al so have a great deal nore of-are getting nore conplex."

Rai nsford jabbed his pipestemat the air. "It's that Ingermann s.o.b.," he
said. "He's behind this caseload problemthat's starting to clog up the
courts. Overloading the legal systemis a fine first step toward bringi ng down
the government. It helps frustrate people. Frustration generates |ack of
inclination to depend on the | egal systens of redress, and that generates nore
and nore | aw essness. "
"If that's his purpose,” Pendarvis said, "I can see how what you suggest would
suit his purpose admrably. But | question that the soi disant geopolitician
Hugo | ngermann has an organi zation that is quite so efficient.”

"Ch, | think he does," CGus said. "lI've been studying M. Ingermann's operation
quite closely as | remain alert for ways to rid the planet of him As |'ve
said, Ingermann is Qut to Get Us in capital letters. The nore |I |earn about

him the nore | agree with your notion-hare-brained though it seenmed at



first-"

Rai nsford glared at him
@Qus grinned and went on. " that he's fastened hinmself on getting contro
of Zarathustra. And he's smart enough to have several scams working in that
direction-on the theory that any one of themw || be nore apt to pay off in an
at nosphere of general disruption and confusion."

A small bell chined sonmewhere in Pendarvis' office, discreetly indicating that
the tine had come for himto go on to other nmatters.

Rai nsford and Brannhard stood and prepared to | eave.
"By the way, CGovernor," Pendarvis said, "I didn't request those judgeships
because | thought the government could afford them or because | expected to
get them anytinme soon."

"What for, then?" Rainsford asked.

"For the record, "Pendarvis said, "so that when we can afford them | won't be
conpletely at the end of the line for budget increases."

Chapter 18

M. Conmi ssioner Holl oway reached up behind his own head and pushed his hat
down over his forehead to shade his eyes. He chuffed on his pipe and conti nued
to swing the microray scanner ahead of himas he crossed and re-crossed the
basi n of Fuzzy Vall ey.

Gerd had his portable | ab-screwed to a contragravity lifter-progranmed for

i norgani cs and was running soil sanples. The lab floated weightless at bench
hei ght, bobbing slightly each tine Gerd punched a set of data into the chart
storage unit.

CGeorge and Ahmed were circling the rimof the valley on a small skid, |ooking
for other signs of Fuzzy habitation that couldn't be seen fromthe air.

The Fuzzies had pronmptly di sappeared upon arrival. "So ni-hosh
shi - mbsh-gashta,” Jack had said. "You find the people |ike Fuzzies. Tell them
Hagga | ove them give good treats-give esteefee."

Jack set his microray scanner on the edge of Gerd's "bench," and took a | ong
drink of water. He took off his hat and wi ped his forehead with the back of
hi s hand. "Not hi ng unusual about the geology, Gerd," he said. "This is al
honbgeneous-pretty much normal sedinmentary stuff. | don't know anythi ng now
that | didn't know when | kicked ny toe in the dirt and said that to begin
with, "

CGerd punched another test result into the chart unit and rai sed one eyebrow.
"But now you know for sure," he said.

"True," Jack replied. "If there's anything buried in the valley, it's buried
m ghty deep."

"Well, there's sonething here," Gerd said, "that's putting a ot of titanium
into the soil. So far, | have double, triple, and quad-ionized titanium
traces, titanic acids, and titanates. The soil is rich enough to grow these

plants again if it had sufficient water. The plants are sure to have picked
the stuff up-and hence been tasty to Fuzzies. |I'll take sone plant sanples



back for analysis, but that's just lip service. I"'msure I'"'mright."
"But, where is it com ng fronP" Jack insisted. "Can you tell that?"

"Don't know yet," Gerd said. "lI'mdoing a random chart, now If that doesn't
"point a finger.' so to speak, we can lay out a point-grid, with a sanple from
each point on a hundred-neter checkerboard, and graph that. 1 did have one

t hought . " "Which is?"

"Does titaniumever come in neteorites' ?" Gerd asked. Jack shrugged. "I don't
know. | suppose it could.” "Mmm" Cerd said. "That's so far out of ny area,
I wouldn't even know how to start looking it up. If, though, there was a big
titaniumrich neteorite buried up on one of these nmountains, it would
deconpose, ever so slowy, and rel ease conmpounds like this into the soil as it
washes down to the valley floor."

Jack leaned on the lifter and gazed south toward the woods. "You know, we
could come up here and sink a water well. 1'll bet noney the water table isn't
very deep. Sink the well upstream" he nused, talking nore to hinself than to
Gerd, who understood and went on with his work while only hal f-1istening.
"Wuul dn't be unheard of to hit a structure that'd give us a good head of
artesian flow " He jerked his thunb back over his shoulder. "Wy, it's plain
as day that there's a saturation |ayer east of that saddl e where the old creek
ran. Al kinds of folded structures around here. Wth the anount of hot
springs and geot hermal funaroles we've spotted, there's a good chance of
hitting a pressure done. Sonething's keeping those trees alive down in the
woods, there. No sign of them dying back since the rainfall dropped off."

"Why woul d you want to?" CGerd asked. "Want to what ?"

"Bore a well, of course."

"Why to throw the switch again on the water supply,” Jack said, "get things
growi ng up here again. Think about it. Live plants that are rich in titanium
conpounds-that could put a whole new twi st to your Fuzzy research." He

| aughed, quickly and shortly. "Fuzzy salad night hold the key to the whol e
probl em"

"Hhmmph! " Gerd said. "

"Son of a Khooghra!" Jack excl ai med suddenly. Wthout noving his head, he
funmbl ed behind him naking the skid bob violently.

"What the blazes are you doi ng?" CGerd asked, snatching up one of his soi
sanmples to keep it frombeing spilled. "Hand nme the binos-quick!" Jack said.
Gerd placed the stereo-optic in Jack's outstretched hand. Jack clapped it to
his eyes and chuckl ed, talking to hinmself under his breath.

"What is it?" Gerd asked.

"Here," Jack said, "see for yourself." Gerd grabbed the binos and | ooked. "So
we said the Upland Fuzzies had unusual traits, did we-traits |like co-operative
hunti ng-t hat woods Fuzzies didn't bother wth?" Jack said triunphantly.

Gerd gasped. Their own Fuzzi es-the anbassadors- were com ng out of the woods,
foll owed by a group of Upland Fuzzi es. Wereas woods Fuzzies just noved over
the ground in a disorderly bunch, the Upland Fuzzies-well- they were quite a
di fferent gang-apparently.

The Upl and Fuzzies were arranged in two staggered files, several neters apart.



Fl ankers were spaced out fromthe edge of the main body, and there was a
skirmsh line to the front, with three point-nmen noving ahead of that.

As the two groups drew closer, Jack and Gerd could see that there was a great
deal of conversation between Little Fuzzy-who | oved being the self-appointed

i nternedi ary between the Hagga and all Fuzzydom and anot her specific Fuzzy in
the Upl and group. That suggested that this group of Fuzzies had a

group/ headman soci ety, which suggested entirely different things about this
exanpl e of Fuzzy cul ture, which suggested that a |lot of things the Terrans had
"deduced" about the evolution of Fuzzy civilization were flat wong, which
suggested that much Fuzzy research was really goi ng nowhere on hyperdrive,

whi ch suggested et cetera.

Thi s bunch was just as wary of the first contact with Hagga as any woods
Fuzzy, but they were better organized about it. The skirmish line filled out
with some menbers fromthe col utm. Chopper-diggers at high port, watchful eyes
fixed on the aliens-in other words, the Terrans-and scouts maintaini ng an
air-watch for harpies; very businesslike bunch of Fuzzies.

The | eader advanced, with Little Fuzzy, and a rather dignified pal aver took

pl ace. Jack and Gerd had to use their ultrasonic hearing aids. Upland Fuzzies
still spoke in a frequency range too high for Terran hearing. As it was, they
only caught about every other word, enough for themto be visually responsive
but not really understand. Little Fuzzy transl ated-and enjoyed every m nute of
it.

The- by- now-r at her - myt hi ¢ expl anati on of Hagga was well received. The |eader's
delight with Extee-Three was ill-conceal ed, but handled with a certain dignity
that only involved the wi dening of eyes and sone yeeks of pure ecstasy. Gfts
of steel shoppo-di ggo and canvas shodda-bags were handl ed in a businesslike
manner, the group came up in increnents of five each, expressed approval at
the trade of new for old chopper-diggers, the gift oishodda-bag, and yeeks of
prof ound pl easure about the ration of esteefee.

The Fuzzy unit-no other word seemed quite as appropriate-al nost spooked and
ran when George and Ahnmed arrived on the contragravity skid. Gerd' s portable
lab floating off the ground was one thing, but a thing that did that and noved
as well, alnost stretched the flee-or-fight reflex beyond its intellectua
constraints. As negotiations proceeded, sone of the bol der Fuzzies were
persuaded to go for short rides on the skid-especially after being chall enged
with the exanple of the southern Fuzzies riding it and obviously enjoying it.
Eventual |y, the Upl anders seemed to think it was fun-at |east they still had
Fuzzies' traditional attitudes about fun, which is to say they really couldn't
resist it.

Ahmed picked up the microray scanner and wandered of f up the slope of what
they were now calling "Munt Fuzzy," taking random readi ngs-nore for sonething
to do man anything el se.

The di scussi on broke down on only one point, but it was a sticking-point.
Jack's suggestion that they all come down to Holloway Station and get away
fromthis grimhand to mouth exi stence was net with a flat refusal. The Upl and
Fuzzi es were adanmant about staying where they were. It was traditional, you
know, stick close to the valley. They couldn't explain the why of it, but
there was no shaking themfromthe fact of its necessity-another basic

di fference between the Upl anders and the woods Fuzzi es, which suggested a
whol e bunch nore of "and so ons" about the state of the art in Fuzzy research

Attenpts to convince them were usel ess.



"How are you going to persuade then?" CGeorge asked. "It's a cinch these fol ks
are having a hard tine putting beans on the table. Look at them There isn't a
one that isn't seriously underweight."

"And, as a result of malnutrition," Gerd added. "A lot of them need nedica
attention. | can see it fromhere. It would be for their own good, Jack, if
we- "

"I't's not ny job to persuade them about anything," Jack snapped. "My job is to
protect them If they won't come to us, we'll have to cone to them Your job
is to inplement the Comm ssioner's policy and wants-namely nine. So, nake somne
notes. You are opening a branch office of Fuzzy Institute."

Gerd started to reply, but Jack cut himoff with a gesture. "Little Fuzzy,
tell themwe will |eave all thehoksu-fusso we have with us, and will bring
back nore in less than a hand of days. Ask if there are nore Fuzzies up here
than this bunch."

Little Fuzzy carried on a light-speed conversation with the | eader, whose face
bri ght ened when he was told about the esteefee. He notioned some of his troops
forward. Each grabbed a blue-labeled tin of esteefee and tenderly hoisted it
onto his shoul der.

"Al'l Fuzzies heh-yeh, Pappy Jack," Little Fuzzy said.

"He say, once many-many. Ha' hpy make off wif sone. Some no tough enough-die in
col d season. Many-many go off when zat ku nmove souff-he no know "

Jack rubbed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. ' Tell himthey have
my promise we will take care of them" he said to Little Fuzzy. He was going
to say nmore, but there was a curious catch in his voice, so he let it go at

t hat .

As Little Fuzzy was translating, the |leader's face began to soften for the
first time fromthe grim holl oweyed expression of resolve that had gripped
it all through the conference. That was one way the Uplanders were |ike al

ot her Fuzzies-there was sonething in their nature that conpelled themto | ove
t he Hagga and accept their protection. Leave the valley? Not a chance. But,
make t he Hagga happy; that was as natural to them as eating zatku.

Suddenly, there was a blood-curdling shriek fromup on Munt Fuzzy. "G eat
Jumpi ng Jezebel's Eyebrows!" Ahnmed bell owed at the top of his voice. "Cone
here! Quick!"

The Upl and Fuzzies quite reasonably took this to be a danger warning. They
scattered in every direction-making sure that all the tins of Extee-Three
acconpani ed them and were out of sight of the Terrans in less than a mnute.

Even Hol | oway' s Fuzzi es took cover and then peeped out anxiously from under
i n, and behi nd where they had di ved when Ahned first shouted.

Jack, Gerd, and Ceorge | eaped onto the skid and George sent it skimmng up the
mount ai n sl ope to where they could see Ahnmed junping up and down and wavi ng
the microray scanner.

Before the skid stopped, Jack junped off and ran a few steps to adjust his
forward nmonentum "Now what the hell?" he asked Ahned.

Ahmed pointed to the bare ground. He had made sone little piles of stones, and
scratched lines in the | oose earth with the toe of his boot. "Look at the size



of this sonofabitch!" he said.
CGeorge had grounded the skid. "What sonofabitch?" he barked
"I don't know," Ahnmed barked right back, "but |ook at the size of it!"

Gerd still had the rangefinder he had used to chart-spot his soil sanple
| ocations. He pulled it out of his pocket and took sone shots of the area
Ahmed had nmarked out.

"The 'size of it' is about eight hundred feet |ong and about seven hundred
feet across, shaped sonething very much like a regular triangle," he said
drily. "At risk of sounding redundant, what is it?"

"It's-it's-it's sonmething,"” Ahmed said, "and it's all titanium as near as |
can tell."

"Ch for-" Jack said exasperatedly. "Here, give ne that." He took the mcroray
scanner, pointed it, shaded the readout with his hand, and then nmade a face.
He zeroed the readout, smacked the scanner smartly on its side a few tines
with the heel of his hand, and assuned an exasperated expression.

He handed the instrument to Gerd. "Here. See for yourself."

"Great CGhu's gallstones,” Gerd said. "He's right. It's totally inpossible, of
course, but he's right."

CGeorge had to | ook next. The interruption pattern was quite clear on the
readout pattern; a large triangle, with a hollow place in the mddle, so that

it |l ooked nuch like a letter "A" on the readout screen. "Well, "George said,
"it'snot all titanium There's some other stuff there, too. | don't see why
you guys are all coming unstuck. | told you there was a lot of titaniumup
here." He | ooked nonpl ussed.

"For CGod's sake, Ceorge ..." Jack said. "Look. If all the titaniumin the
entire crust of Zarathustra was to be collected, refined, and cast into a
single chunk, it still wouldn't be as large as this thing is. That's what

we' re excited about."

What Col oni al Governor General Bennett Rainsford was excited about was that
Attorney General @us Brannhard had emphatically informed himthat the
prerogatives of his office did not allow himto shoot a couple nmenbers of the
constitutional convention out-of-hand, just to get the rest of themto take
hi m seri ously.

The idea kept running through his mnd as he addressed the del egates,
assenbl ed in congress, that they would sonehow nore clearly understand what he
was saying if he could just haul out his pistol and rap the butt of it on the
lectern smartly fromtime to tinme to drive the point hone.

"I have no desire to stifle debate, |adies and gentlenen," he concl uded, "but
if you keep on with this debate as you have, you will legislate representative
government on Zarathustra right out of business. If a Federation High

Conmi ssion were to investigate the progress of this convention over the past
ten nonths, they would, | amnost certain, declare the body politic-the corpus
com tatus-of the people of Zarathustra Colony to be inconmpetent to manage its
own affairs. They-a Federation H gh Commi ssi on-woul d then appoint a guardi an
government for us-a political nanny, if you will-to look after us, since we
had denonstrated mat we could not | ook after ourselves.



"I will not go that far-nor while | hold office, will | permt such a shameful
occurrence. But, I'Il tell you what | will do, and I'Il tell you why. If you
di stingui shed del egates do not conplete the task of fram ng a constitution in
a speedy and efficient nmanner, this entire colony is going to start com ng
down around all our ears.

"The request which you have duly filed," he continued, "for a one-year
extension of the authority of this body is denied. Attorney General Brannhard
will read the court order to you as soon as | have finished speaking, and
furnish copies to those nmenbers who nmay wi sh to study it-on their own tine.
During the remaining two nmonths of life which this convention now possesses,
the convention will conplete the task to which it was appointed-nanely to
wite a constitution for the Colony of Zarathustra. If that task has not been
conpl eted speedily, which is to say in less than the allotted time, ny office
will apply for an Order Nisi Quo Warranto, which the courts will issue. Such
an order will dissolve the convention on a priori grounds of inconpetence in
of fice and form a possi bl e cause of action against individual nmenbers on
crimnal charges of nalfeasance in office.”

Rai nsford | ooked over the hall full of stunned faces before him "I trust you
all now know how | feel," he said, then turned and left the platform

Chapter 19

"Paperwor k, paperwork!" snarled the small, wiry man behind the watch captain's
desk. "Dam the doubl e-damed paperwork!"

"Are the burdens of duty weighing heavily on your scrawny franme, Captain
Pendl et on?" George Lunt asked quietly.

"Damm t, Ceorge," Pendleton said. He shook a sheaf of printout in the air.
"What's all this crap with changing the patrol schedul es-and the personnel -and
t he assi gnnent areas?"

"Why, Ray," Ceorge said, "all |I've done is shift the Marines from North Beta
to the southern areas of the continent-essentially."

"Essentially, my Aunt Fanny," Pendl eton grunped. "You've put different nen on
everything north of Fuzzy Divide, and changed the duty schedul e for everyone
el se.™

"Not everyone, Ray," George chided. "lI've left all the |lieutenants and
captains right where they were on the roster schedule.™

" Yeaaahhh," Pendl et on said, "which means that all their sergeants and troopers
are now men they've never worked with before.”

"Well, that just has to be done once in a while, Ray-" George said, "-the way
I want things run. | don't want people getting too confy and routine about
their work. When the ground is all so famliar that they get to screening in
their report automatically, it's time to change the scenery. Keeps everybody
awake. "

"Sure,"
tinme."

Pendl et on sai d, "and makes your officers old and gray before their

Ceorge grinned. "But, you were old and gray when | appointed you, Ray."

"I was old and gray when | was born," Pendleton said. "That's how | was smart

enough to live this long."



"And sweetly, too," George said. "Your disposition is the nost |oveable part
of you. | don't know whether that's a conplinent or not." He continued

qui ckly, so as not to | eave space for. a rebuttal."lam going off duty shift at
the nmonent. | will be at M. Conm ssioner Holloway's residence for cocktails."

Pendl eton made a face.' 7 will be here slaving over all this damed
paperwork," Ceorge heard himsay as the screen door slammed behind him

"Jack," Ceorge said,"we can quarantine the whole area. |'ve already changed
the patrol assignnents all around-you should hear how the watch captains are
howl i ng about that-and we can keep everyone el se out on the grounds that the
Upl and Fuzzies are just too nervous about Hagga and it will take some tine for
themto becone accustoned to Terrans. It's all inside the Fuzzy Reservation
anyway, so the only legal niceties involved would be a witten order from you.
That will give us enough breathing-time to find out what the titaniumthing is
and decide how we're going to handle it. W don't want any curiosity for a
while."

Jacknodded. "I agree, Ceorge. There are lots of questions to be answered, and
the only chance we have of keeping control-short of asking for arned troops
from Comrodore Napier-is to stay one or two junps ahead of everyone else with
the answers."

"Questions?" George said. "There are nothing but questions, and | don't see
any answers yet. To start with, why have Fuzzies built there in Fuzzy Valley
and nowhere el se?"

"Nowhere el se that we know about," Ahnmed corrected.

"Point well taken," Jack said. "It's the plants, of course, that pick up the
titanium that's what keeps themthere. W could fly a one-item scan map of
the planet from say, fifty thousand feet, and probably depend on finding

Fuzzi es wherever we got a high concentration of titaniumin the soil."
"Why is there so nmuch titaniumup there, anyway?" CGeorge asked

"I don't know," Jack said. "It's contrary to everything in the current body of
data about extraterrestrial geology." He shrugged. "But, there are a | ot of
things on a lot of planets that are contrary data."

"You think there could be other concentrations of titaniumlike this one?"
Ahnmed asked.

Jack shrugged again. "Don't know. "

"Well, what do you think that big hunk of it up in Fuzzy Valley is?" Ahned
asked.

"Don't know," Jack said, again.

"Could it be sonething the Fuzzies built a long tine ago? | mean,
archeol ogi cal remains fromtheir civilization?"

"Fuzzy archeol ogy?" Ceorge said. "That's nuts."
"Ceorge is likely right," Jack said. "People who don't nake any ancillary
tools nore refined than a | ow Pal eolithic coup de poing axe and wooden
shoppo-diggo are not too likely to have built pyram ds or anything."



"Ch, | don't know, " Khadra said. "They could have once been a very high
cul ture-which slowy slipped back and declined to m ni mum survival |evels.
That woul d answer a | ot of questions about what we've found."

"What you say is possible," George said, "but it raises just as many new
guestions as old ones it lays to rest."

"I know. | know," Jack said. "That's why | haven't been sleeping too well."

The conmuni cation screen i mage shattered, shimered, and stabilized into a
replica of Jack Holl oway's face.

"Jack! By Ghu, it's good to see soneone who's still sane,"” Ben Rainsford said.
"What can | do for you?"

"How about coining on over here to Beta tonorrow norning," Jack said.

Qut si de hi s bungal ow on Beta, dusk was just falling. George and Ahned were
still there, but staying out of range of the screen pickup. In Mallorysport it
was full night, somewhere just after the dinner hour, depending on one's
eating habits.

"What the hell for?" Rainsford demanded. "I don't have the time to go tripping
around visiting nmy friends-much as 1'd like to."

Jack | ooked unconfortable, hoping to convey the inpression that he didn't want
to discuss it on screen. "Aw, it's something scientific, Ben," he said. "W
sure would like to have you over here tonorrow. It's going to be kind of
speci al . "

"Scientific, you say?" Rainsford said. "Jack, | can't go over to Beta for
something that's scientific. | "mup to ny ass in alligators over here. The
only way | can get this constitutional convention noving is to nake a cattle
drive out of it. |I can't afford the luxury of science any nore. Not just now,
anyway. "

Jack was aggravated, and didn't make any attenpt to conceal the fact. "Ben, do
you renenber about a year ago-when you were on your way back froma field
trip- and you stopped at the Constabul ary post, Beta 15, at Red Hill? Ceorge
Lunt told you a story that nade you think he was the biggest liar in the known
gal axy. Then, when you got hone, you found a nessage from ne on your screen
recorder, and beat it straight over to ny canp to see for yoursel f?"

"Well, of course | remenber it, Jack. |I'mnot getting senile, or anything, you
know. This job is driving me nuts, but | still got all ny marbles."

Ceorge Lunt canme into the arc covered by the screen pickup and spoke to the
Governor Ceneral. "This is just as crazy, Governor Rainsford-and it could be
just as inportant.”

"Al'l right. |I see it, now," Rainsford grow ed. "You fellas have turned up
something that's really big. You don't want to tal k about it on screen, but
you want ny opinion about it. That it?"

"To say nothing," Jack remarked, "of the glory of your illustrious
gubernatori al presence."

"Don't lay it on too thick, Jack," Rainsford grunped. "I got people over here
in Mallorysport who do that for a living. What time and where shall | neet
you?"



"Coul d your royal princeliness nanage to be at Holloway Station at 0800?" Jack
asked.

"0800!" Rainsford roared. "That means | have to get up at 0400 in order to
| eave here by 0500!"
"Love will find a way,"
i mportant."

Hol | oway said. "Seriously, Ben; this is very

Ben Rai nsford hopped out of his aircar, looking a bit nore runpled than usual
and strode briskly into Jack Holl oway's bungal ow wi t hout knocki ng. He
confronted Jack, CGeorge, and Ahned in the living room "You better have the
dammed cof fee pot on!" he snapped. Abruptly, he relaxed, stretched his arms
over his head, and stifled a yawn.

"I would think you 'd be awake by now, " Hol | oway sai d.
"I slept all the way over," Rainsford said.

"And operated the aircar while unconsci ous?" George asked.

Rai nsford took the cup of coffee Jack handed himand blewon it. "I amthe
CGovernor Ceneral," he said. "I amauthorized to have nmy own driver. He
operated the aircar. | stretched out in the aft conpartnent and slept."

"You slept in your clothes?" Jack asked.
"OfF course," Rainsford said. "What's wong with that?"

He didn't understand why the other three | ooked back and forth at each other
and nodded their heads.

Ben Rai nsford ni ght have solved that one if they had not been interrupted by
the chim ng of the communication screen

The i mage steadied down into that of Space Commodore Al ex Napier. He was
speaking fromhis office on Xerxes. In the background, they could see the
harsh, angul ar | andscape of that Zarathustran noon through the open sun-screen
segnents of Napier's doned office.
"Good norning, M. Comm ssioner,"” Napier said to Holloway. "I was wondering if
you could tell me just what it is that you have found on North Beta."

"No," Jack said flatly. "In the first place, we don't know. In the second
place, | don't care to discuss it over a communication screen. And-" H s
nmust ache twitched like a tiger's whiskers. "-in the final place, it is

entirely inside the Fuzzy Reservation, so it's really none of your affair,
Commodore. "

Napi er knocked ash from his pipe and re-tanped the tobacco. "Only tinme wll
tell that, M. Holloway," he said.

"My question,"” Jack said, "is just how you know we 'found sonething,' and how
in Nifflheimyou cane to know it this quickly."

The Conmodore smiled with genuine good hunor. "I don't believe TFN regul ati ons
require me to discuss nmy intelligence network with you, Comni ssioner Holl oway-
and if they did, | wouldn't do it via open conmunication screen."



"Well, it still belongs to the Fuzzies," Jack insisted, "because it is on

Fuzzy | ands."

Napi er rel axed his formal manner a bit. "Cone on, Jack," he said, "I'm not
trying to ruffle your feathers or make any official fuss about this. My I
have your pernmission to send three of my own people down to the site?"

"I can't think of any reason to refuse that," Holloway said, "as long as it is
clear that they are not present in any official capacity and will conduct
t hemsel ves under ny authority.”

"The Navy can live with that, | think," Napier said.
"Names, please?" Holloway said, his hand poi sed over a note pad.

"I have a couple of ordnance officers," Napier said, "with experience in
xeno- geol ogy and archeol ogy- Commander Nel son Bates and Li eut enant Frank
Gaperski. They both have some academic credits in those subjects, and have
been interested enough to pursue themas a sideline to their Navy careers.”

"Yes?" Hol |l oway inquired.

"Al so," Napier added, "I am sending down a Marine Master Gunnery Sergeant who
is here to audit our readi ness and weapons systens. Philip Helton is his
name. "

"Does he have a hobby, too?" Jack asked.

Napi er chuckled. "As a matter of fact, he does. | don't think it will be of
much use to you, though, on this job; his hobby is literature. However, his
know edge of his own field is nothing short of awesome. | daresay he could
| ook at a piece of mlitary hardware that no human creature had ever before
seen, and tell you instantly what it was designed to do."

"I met a Master @Qunnie on Hathor, once," Jack said, "and |'minclined to
bel i eve what you say."

"Excellent, then," Napier said. "What are the coordi nates?"

Hol | oway gl owered. "Have you |l ost your mind, Commodore? " he said. "I will
wite down the chart co-ordinates on a slip of paper, and leave it in a seal ed
envel ope at ZNPF Headquarters-to be rel eased to your Master QGunnie on
verification of his thunmbprint only. Then, your people can join us at the
site. It's hard enough to keep all these jackleg prospectors out of the Fuzzy
Reservation, without having to police sightseers who happen to hear this
transm ssion, as well."

"I see your point, Jack," Napier said. "Agreed."
"By the way, Alex," Jack said, dropping his own stiff formality, now that he
felt he had sone control of the conversation, "why in blazes is the Navy so

interested in this?"

"There are-ah-anonalies in the information. My people will talk to you about
it all when they arrive."

Chapter 20

Hugo I ngermann smled and puffed his pink cheeks as he regarded the man across
the desk fromhim Best, really, to keep the desk between hinself and such a



man as Raul Laporte. Aside fromthe obvious fact that a certain ritua
formality was necessary to mitigate against as nuch famliarity as mght blur
the distinction of who was working for whom the truth of the matter was that
I ngermann was afraid of Laporte. Oh, not that he considered Laporte to be any
threat to the carefully constructed hierarchy of crinme that he had constructed
with hinmself at the pinnacle of control. It was nore a matter of recognizing
that Laporte was the kind of man whose self-control night snap at any nonent.
If and when it did, soneone was bound to die. Ingermann preferred that the
warm corpse in such a situation should not be his own.

"Course I'msure of it, M. Ingermann," Laporte was saying. "Y see, there's
these two halfwit Marines what owe ne a |l ot of nmoney. | been encouragi ng t hem
that 1'll wite off part of their debt if they bring me any useful

i nformation."

Ingermann fitted the tips of his fingers together and fl exed his hands. "I
see. Go on."

"Well, yesterday," Laporte said, "they cone to ne with this story. Seens the
ZNPF has shuffled all the duty assignments around, and the platoon of Marines
that's over there helping themout is soon to be joined by the rest of the
conpany it was originally detached from"

I ngermann smiled. "And you see this mnor alteration of work schedul es as
somet hing of great inportance,"” he said, flatly and w thout enption

"Well," Laporte defended, "it ain't like it was all that minor. They've pulled
all the Marines off patrol duty over North Beta. You gotta | ook at the big
picture, M. Inger-mann. Wiy woul d they all-of-a-sudden nove the Marines to
patrolling the sugarplant plantations-all the Marines? An' then, bring in nore
Mari nes?"

"Mmmm " | nger mann rurmured. "And what inportance do you attach to all this,
M. Laporte? A good deal, apparently; otherw se you woul d not take the trouble
to visit ny office. In short, sir, what does it mean?"

"Way, | think it neans they've hit another big sunstone strike up on the Fuzzy
Reservation; that's what | think. They nove out the troops who've been
patrolling that area, and bring in nore troops . . . Sunstones is really al

that's going on on Beta. Wat else could it be?"

What el se, indeed? Sunstones were an obsession w th Hugo | ngermann. He pursed
his lips. "And what, M. Laporte, did you pay these two-persons-for this
i nformati on?"

Laporte knew what | ngermann was paying the spies he sent over to Beta. "Five
hundred sol s, each, M. Ingermann," he said. "That's a thousand, all told. |
cancel l ed a thousand on their debt."

The slight hesitation before specifying the anmount told Ingermann that Laporte
was lying. "I can only see five hundred sols' worth of information there, M.
Laporte," he said.

Laporte | ooked unconfortable. He couldn't decide how far to go in haggling
over Ingermann's offered price of five hundred-which was really two hundred
nore than he had credited to D ehl and Spel vin.

I ngermann snmil ed. "However, | have sonme brokerage work for you, M. Laporte,
and I'lIl make you a flat offer of three thousand for the lot." He reached in a
desk drawer and drew out a folio wallet, fromwhich he extracted three



pre-counted sheaves of currency. "I want you to hire four nore operatives and
send themover to Beta to prow around and see what this is all about-this
what ever-it-is that the Navy and the ZNPF are being so coy about keeping

quiet." He tossed two of the sheaves of currency across the desk and, with a
flourish, tucked the third back into the wallet. "I don't care what your
financial arrangenents are with these four people, nor who they may be.
However, you don't get the third thousand until | receive sone definite

i nformati on about what | want to know. Deal ?"

"Deal ," Laporte said, wistfully eyeing the wallet that had swallowed his
profit into escrow

They wat ched Fuzzy Divide slide under the nose of the airboat fromfive
t housand feet, and the suddenly dry | ook of North Beta replace the |ush
forests south of the transverse nmountain range.

"Listen, CGerd," Jack said, "I'"'msorry | grow ed at you yesterday the way |
did. It was just that those Upl and Fuzzies were so dammed pathetic. They're
starving up here, but they're still determined to tough it out-cone hell or
high water. I'myou well know not an enotional man, but the | ook on that
headman's face just got to nme all of a sudden. CGhu!, he's a tough little guy.
What was it that our gang said his name was?"

"Starwatcher," Gerd said. "Another piece of data that doesn't conform The
woods Fuzzies don't have any nanmes beyond 'Hey, you,' but the Upl anders al
have very specific handl es- St arwat cher, Fireburner, Song, Dream nmaker, Mark
Striker ... It nakes no sense to ne, but they'll correct you in a mnute if
you make a m stake with a nane."

The Rev becane aware that eyes were fixed upon him He peered over the edge of
t he desk and encountered a fixed stare froma skinny kid of about eleven or
twel ve. She had stringy brown hair and wi de eyes. Like a lot of the kids in
Junkt own, she wasn't getting enough to eat.

"You got ny Uncle Charley?" she asked.

"Hi, there," the Rev said. "What's your nane?"

"Lurkin," the girl replied in a monotone. "Lolita Lurkin. You got ny Uncle
Charl ey?"

"Well, | don't know," the Rev said. "What's the rest of Uncle Charley's nane?"
"Wal ker," the kid said. "He's ny Uncle Charley Wl ker."

"Where are your parents?" the Rev said, making conversation while he had his
data termnal run a name check for any Charley Wal ker that mght be in the

nmedi cal center or the infirmry.

"Ain't got no parents no nore," the girl said. "My Ma died. My Pa kep' gettin'
drunk and beatin' me up, so the judge sent me to live with Uncle Charley."

"I's he really your uncle?" the Rev asked as he watched the "searching" signa
blink on and off on his screen.

The girl shrugged. "I dunno. He don't beat me up, though.”
"Does he take good care of you?" the Rev asked. The girl shrugged. "He does

the best he can, | reckon. He ain't workin', but | get nore to eat than | did
with Pa." She thought for a nmonent. "But | gotta keep house better for Uncle



Charley. Pa didn't care about that so rmuch, but Uncle Charley likes everything
to be kep' clean."

The elusive Uncle Charley was eventually located in the dispensary where he
was getting medication for a persistent cough. The Rev recogni zed his face
i medi ately as a pari shioner.

"I hope the girl didn't bother you none, Father," he said. "I told her to neet
me here after school. She ain 't been in the way, has she?"

"Not at all," the Rev assured. "W've had a nice chat."

"I got a job now," Uncle Charley said, abruptly changing the subject and
anxious to let the Rev know he was enpl oyed.

"That's wonderful, Charley," the Rev said. "What kind of job is it?"

Uncle Charley frowned slightly. "I don't just exactly know, but M. Laporte
gave me sone nmoney in advance. That shows he trusts me to report for work."
"Raul Laporte?" the Rev asked. "That's right," Uncle Charley said. "You know
hi m hunh?"

"Heard of him" the Rev said.

"He hired a whol e bunch of nmen yesterday-and | was one of "em" Uncle Charley
said. "Things are a-lookin' up down here in Junktown. Lotsa guys got jobs now
that didn't have none before-" He paused. "-before you cane here, Father

You' ve been good |uck for Junktown, an' | want you to know that | appreciate
what you done for us."

"That's what |'mhere for, Charley," the Rev said, "to help people."

Uncle Charley bid his farewell and the Rev watched fromhis office door as
Uncle Charley and the Lurkin girl went out the front door. Uncle Charley
stopped to slip five sols into the poor box before he opened the front door
onto the espl anade.

Poor bugger, the Rev thought. He's so bad off he's got to go to work for
Laporte-and con hinself into believing it's a good deal. The Rev smacked his
right fist into his left palmwth frustration. It's not right, God. Damit,
it's not right!

By late afternoon the newl y-arrived renmai nder of Captain Casagra' s conpany of
Marines had worked out a wide trench around the big titanium"it" on the side
of Mount Fuzzy, using mani pul ators and power shovel s.

The entire scene in Fuzzy Valley | ooked nore like a country market fair than a
serious attenpt to uncover an ancient artifact-or nmeteorite-or netallic
concentration- or whatever

There were so nmany aircars grounded on the valley floor that several Marines
had been detailed as traffic cops to keep the vehicles neatly parked in rows
and nake screen contact with incom ng and outgoing traffic to keep people from
running into each other

Conbat cars drifted overhead at four hundred feet, with orders to fire on any
vehicle that did not acknow edge screen contact and obey orders to sheer away
fromthe area and reanin outside the air space above Fuzzy Reservation

This was all too nuch for the Upland Fuzzies. They had conferred briefly with



Conmi ssi oner Hol | oway, expressed gratitude for the additional supply of
Ext ee- Three he gave them and di sappeared when the traffic began to get thick

Little Fuzzy had flatly stated that the Uplanders woul d be back around sundown
for a ronp with Holl oway's Fuzzies.

"How can you be sure?" Jack asked him

Little Fuzzy tilted his head and bl ew a plune of snmoke fromhis tiny
snoki ng- pi pe. He pointed to his own chest. "Fuzzy," he said. He reversed the
hand so it pointed toward the woods at the south end of the valley. "FUzzies,"
he said. "Be back when sun go down." He pointed to Mount Fuzzy. "Wen shadow
cone dis far-" He drewa line in the dirt with his shoppo-diggo. "-Fuzzies
cone back; see how you make do."

Before lunch-tinme the power shovels had skinned off the surface soil from an
area about the size of two football fields-sone one thousand feet on each
si de- bi gger than a square containing four city bl ocks.

Conmander Bates and Li eutenant Gaperski in their khaki duty-uniforns, Sergeant
Helton in Marine field greens and ankl e boots; they were already on a
first-name basis with Holloway's group by the tinme the Marines grounded their
vehi cl es and began to line up for lunch at the field kitchen scow.

Bates pointed to the excavati on and nmoved his finger around its perineter to
describe the area. "You see what they've opened up there," he said. "There was
a rockfall fromup the nountain slope-oh, several hundred years ago, judging
by the depth of sedimentary material that's washed down over it. Al so, we can
see the same rock speci nens on the upper slopes.”

"I judge," CGaperski interjected, "fromthe appearance of recently broken
faces, there on the scarp, conpared with the rockfall that's been protected
fromweathering by silt deposits, and those conpared with the weathered rock
faces on the east slope, that the rockfall-a big one, too-nust have come down
about seven hundred years ago give or take a century."

"That's reasonabl e," Bates agreed. "W don't know what the weather has been
like, except for the past quarter-century."

Phil Helton grinned at Jack-when Bates and Gaperski weren't | ooking-and
wi nked. Jack caught it and wi nked back. These Navy guys had never cracked rock
with a vi-brohamer, but they sure knew their geol ogy. Jack had been

earning his living with geology for |onger than Gaperski had been alive, and
here they were-with a crease in their pants-"explaining" it all to him

Jack decided that he and Helton were going to get al ong.

The excavation went fast enough until the trench began to grow very close to
the titanium"it." There was a | ot of geotherrmal heat in the ground on Mount
Fuzzy. That was fine as long as the Marines were sitting in the engineer's
air-conditioned cab of a power-shovel, and the rest of the Marines were

wor ki ng on the surface. The slight breeze carried away the heat. But when it
cane tine to get down in the trench with shovels and clear away the dirt and
rock from"it" by hand-tossing it back to where the heavy equi prent coul d pick
it up without risk of danage-then the work becane sl ow and unpleasant. It was
hot and sticky down in the hole where the air didn't circulate well.

Pai nst aki ngly, the diggers uncovered a | ong object, shaped rather like a
capital letter "A" that had laid over on its face. As its shape was slowy



reveal ed, there also enmerged a spherical object that occupied the space
between the legs of the "A"

"That mustard-colored stuff all over it is the same sort of thing as rust,"”
Bat es sai d.

"Except that it's titanium'rust,' " Gaperski explained.
"I think you're right," Holloway said. "From here-and wi thout my glasses-I1'd
say the stuff is nostly composed of the sesqueoxide-Ti 2g -and t he

sul fate-Ti 2(SOX)j."

Gaperski gawked for a noment, then realized he was not talking to a |ayman.

Hol | oway eyed the two Navy officers for a moment. "The sulfate is a by-product
of local volcanic activity," he said wi thout expression

Qut of their range of vision, behind them Helton was consumed wi th paroxysmns
of soundless mrth.

"My soil anal yses show doubly, triply, and quad-ionized titanium together
with titanic acid and titanates, |eaching down into the valley soil as the
runof f water fromthe nmountain percolated through the | oose rock and soi
covering the thing," Gerd said to Rainsford. "That explains the organic

nmol ecul e, very nuch |ike hokfusine, that we found in the plant sanples from
the valley."

"l can see that,"
you know. "

Rai nsford said solemmly. "I have a degree in Xeno”Sci ences,

Gerd wasn't certain what that meant, but knowi ng Ben, it could nean he was
either stating the obvious or making fun of the Navy ordnance officers.

As it sank toward the horizon, the sun turned nore reddi sh, touching off the
spect acul ar Zarat hustran sunset and sendi ng out |ong, pastel shadows across
the valley floor, shadows that slowy crept over the vehicle park and foretold
a confortable evening after the oppressively hot day that was al nbost past.

"I think," Commander Bates said,"that we should knock off for the day. W
ought to scan the thing thoroughly in the norning, before any additiona
excavating is done. There is no abnormal radioactivity, but we should proceed
cautiously fromhere on."

In the slanting, orangish light, Phil Helton suddenly exclai med somnet hi ng that
no one heard clearly. He bounded down the "steps,"” left as the power shovels
had reduced the size of the excavation with each successive |layer of soil and
rock renoved, into the large hole, which was by this time several storeys
deep.

The others followed curiously-and nore slowy.

Hel ton wal ked up to the titaniumthing, alnost as though it might be alive. He
ran his hands over the flaking, oxide-encrusted surface, sort of talking to

hi nsel f. He picked up a square-point shovel that had been |l eft by one of
Casagra's Marines when the work had stopped for the day and scal ed of f a patch
of the titanium"rust" until he had exposed a seamin the netallic |ayer

under neat h. He banged at it a couple of times with the shovel, then cursed
loudly and quite clearly enough for anyone to understand.

He turned to the group standing on the | evel above. "Toss down a geologist's



hanmrer, soneone, wll you?" he said. It was not so nuch a request as a
conmmand.

Soon, the specified tool landed in the fresh dirt a few meters from where he
st ood.

Hel ton waved, then bent and picked up the hamrer. He measured off a distance
fromthe seamwi th his fingers and then gave the surface a couple of smart,
| oud whacks.

No one had the slightest idea what he was doi ng-except Master Gunnery Sergeant
of Fleet Marines Philip Helton, who knew exactly what he was doi ng.

Helton retrieved his shovel and forced it into the seam Then he drove it in

like a wedge, using the hamrer. He pried a little, to open the seam Then he

drove the shovel point a bit farther in and repeated the process. Finally, he
pried a lot. The others could see the shovel handle bend under the strain of

force-applied by Helton

Laboriously, he forced open a small "hatch,” a little over two feet square in
the surface of "it." He threw down his tools and stuck his head inside.

Presently, his head popped out. There was a strange smile on his face. "Throw
me a light!" he shouted. WienJdie had the light, he stuck his head back inside,
wriggled his shoulders into the "hatch,"” and was still for not nore than two
mnutes. It seemed like an eternity to the watchers.

Hel ton pulled back out into the light, brushed sonme dust off his face, and
sneezed twi ce. He stood back, alnost reverently, his eyes fixed on the scaly
titaniumsurface of "it."

Finally, he turned his face up to the group on the step. There was still a
strange snmle on his face. "I know what it is," he said clearly and evenly.

The silence was thick and heavy. A trickle of sweat wandered down Helton's
cheek, ran along the Iine of his jaw, and dripped off his chin onto his shirt.
He took several steps closer to the dirt parapet where Holloway 's group and
the two Navy officers stood. Instinctively, they drew back, as though the
glitter in Helton's eyes and the strange snile on his face were both sone kind
of contam nati on he had acquired when his head and shoul ders had been poked
inside the "it."

"I know what it is," he repeated.
Hol | oway wanted to scream "\Wat ?" but he was as spell bound as the others by
the scene at the bottom of the di g-washed by the eerie sunset shadows of

Zar at hustr a.

Finally, Helton stopped, seemed to regain control of hinmself, and took a deep
breath. He | ooked up at the group again.

"It's a hyperdrive star ship," he said. Then, his voice broke and wavered a
l[ittle. "Somewhere," Helton said, "there is another star-traveling race."

Chapter 21

The Mess Sergeant re-located his cigar at the exact nmathematical center of his
mouth. "1 don't care if they 're all G and Hi gh Poo-Bahs of Shesha," he said.
"They ain't mlitary. | can't feed "em | gotta justify everything on ny

head- count sheet. If they ain't nmlitary, there's no square on the formfor ne



to tally their neals.”

Hel ton grimaced, nore out of enbarrassnent than anything else. He had sort of
attached hinself to this battalion- and "adopted" it while he was kicking
around on Xerxes. O course, he knew all the principal NCOs and the officers
and trusted nost of themto know their jobs.

"Vee-dahl, dammit," Helton said. "If you look very closely at TFMC Reg 30-1
you will notice that it provides for the feeding of officials of the civilian
government at a field mess facility, and that they are to be accorded
treatment at a level equivalent to full col onel or above."

Vidal Beltran glared at Helton. "Well, then, why in hell isn't there a space
on the forn?" he expl oded.

Lesser Sergeants Major quailed before the authority of a Master Gunnie. Fleet
Admiral s and Force General s were uneasy about his opinions of their operation
Field grade officers deferred to his judgenent. If there was anyone in the
arnmed forces who woul d never be cowed by a Master Gunnie, it was certain to be
a Mess Sergeant. Like the captain of a man-o'-war, his kitchen was his
quarterdeck. He held the only authorized command power within the walls of his
chow hall-it was witten that way in the regul ati ons.

Helton smled at him There was nothing so el egantly el enental as a Mess
Sergeant in the full flower of a tenper tantrum

"Because," Helton said, "there are perhaps two times per decade when such a
not ati on woul d be necessary on your Form 3033. There's a suppl emental and you
foot it out on the 3033. Reg says you can attach a D.F. signed by the
conmander of the mess-that's you."

Beltran jerked the cigar out of his mouth. "Well, how the hell do you know so
much about it, Phil?"

Helton held up the first two fingers of his right hand and ticked off each one
of themwith his left hand. "Because," he said, "I've audited enough ness
halls to cover this planet." H's face softened abruptly. "And | ran one for
two years; that's how | got ny seven,” he finished.

"You-?" Beltran said.
"That's right," Helton interrupted.' "There's hope for you yet."

"Well, hell,"” Beltran said deferentially, "them guys got their own canp set up
over there. Wiy they need to eat with us, anyway?"

Helton held up the sane two fingers. "Conmmon courtesy, for one thing. There's
something in the hym about Marines being kind to civilians. For another, if
we' ve found what | think we've found, we're going to have to violate some of
their territorial rights; and a man who's sat at your table is easier to talk
to about that kind of thing."

Bel tran nodded affirmatively. "Yeah, | get you, Phil. You think I should Iay
on sonet hi ng speci al ?"

"Not a chance," Helton said. "You just run the nenu and make sure it's cooked
right. Those are a bunch of smart old ducks. If they think we're trying to
butter themup we could get a lot of political blowback. Just be nice and
don't 'sir' themto death."”



Beltran cl enched his cigar back in his teeth. "CGot it," he said. "No D.R O s.
Let 'emgo through the line."

"Now you 're cooking, Sarge," Helton said. "I have to go collect ny two tane
officers and join the governor and his friends at their airboat for cocktails.
W' || be wandering back over here around 1800, so start one of your vel dbeest

roasts a little late."

As the senior officer, Commander Bates preferred the casual invitation after
they were all confortably situated and starting to chat. "By the way,

gentl emen; since you will likely be staying over tonight, we would be honored
if you could join us in the nmess for dinner."

"Way that's very kind of you, Commander," Ben Rainsford said. "I was just
t hi nki ng about that. |'ve got to get back to Mallorysport, but there's no
point in nmy starting out this late in the day. Better to arrive early

t onmor r ow. "

"W won't know a great deal about this until we get reports from Helton
Bat es, and Gaperski," Pancho Ybarra said.

There was a pause of silence, during which the soft clicking sounds of the
sunscreens which kept direct radiation out of Space Conmmpbdore Al ex Napier's
doned of fice could be heard.

"Qur own satellite readouts show that they've dug up sonething pretty big.
It's made of titanium nostly. But we have no idea yet as to what it is. W'l
probably get reports tonight that contain estimtes of the situation.”

Li eut enant Commander Ybarra was keen on his job--Liaison Oficer
Extraterrestrial Life-Forms. He had originally been stuck with deciding for
the Navy if Fuzzies were sapient; now he had a chance to get sonme of the
"glory" back fromthat ghastly job-ghastly because it could have been a
career-buster for himif he had nmade the wong decision

Captain Conrad Greibenfeld, the Exec, sighed. "Well, | hope we get sonething
out of it. W have a conpany of Marines and a heavy equi prment section tied up
init."”

"Bosh, Connie," Napier said. "There's nothing on the property book about it.
As for Casagra's conpany, that conmes under "Friendly Natives, Policing Safety
o'

"What about this Marine enlisted man?" G eibenfeld said. "Bit unusual to put
himin charge of auditing the dig, isn't it?"

"Master @unnies are a bit unusual,"” Napier remarked drily. "Their job requires
abilities of inductive reasoning and intuition that would crack the skull of
the best Intelligence officer in The Fleet."

"Steve Ael borg wouldn't be glad to hear that," Geiben-feld remarked.

Ybarra cleared his throat. He sensed one of those |ittle senior officer tiffs
coming and felt obliged to try and head it off lest he get hit with a wild

shot. "I think what the Captain means, sir, has to do with credibility, or
credentials, or experience, or something like that." He | ooked expectantly at
G ei benf el d.

"Yes, Alex," Geibenfeld said. "Is this guy really as good as they say he is?"

Napi er carefully knocked the heel out of his pipe and stared into the air for



a noment. "He is,"” he said. "I knew himon Baldur when | was a boot |ieutenant
and he was a master sergeant. He pulled my butt out of the fire; probably
saved ny career in the bargain."

Greibenfeld raised his eyebrows. He had the notion that enlisted men had to be
watched all the time and that the officer corps was sonething |ike a nother
hen who had to keep the ratings frominjuring thenselves. "How in N fflheim
could a Master Sergeant-" he began

Napier cut himoff. "It had to do with sonme foolishness over a wonan, as such
matters often do," he said. "Let's leave it at that."

Phil Helton sloshed the inch or so of tepid highball in his glass and stared
at it for a noment. "Sonething |ike us they are, but not quite the same," he
said. "People, though, that we have not met-or at |east they were when this
t hi ng went down, here. They may have died out while we were trying to | and
some plunber's nightmare we called a space vehicle on Mars. This thing has
been here as long as Hono s. terra has been in space-probably | onger."

"On the other hand," Holl oway added, "they may not have died out. W may have
just been m ssing connections with them Space-there's an awful lot of it."

"Ch, poppycock," Ben Rainsford snorted. "W've had the Dillingham Drive and
been in hyperspace for nearly five centuries. If there was anot her
star-traveling race, we would have met them by now. "

"Not necessarily,"
t hat whi ch the textbooks call 'Fogleberg' s Folly.'

Commander Bates remarked. "There was an early theory about

"Wasn't he the guy who said 'You can't nake an onel ette w thout breaking
eggs' ?" Gerd van R ebeek said.

"I thought that was Lenin," Ahmed Khadra said.

"I thought it was Abraham Lincoln," CGeorge Lunt said.

"I don't know if he said it or not," Bates said exasperatedly.

Hol | oway junped in and broke up the digression. "Wat was his theory?" he
asked. "lI"'mnot famliar with it."

"Most people aren't,"” Bates said, "-outside the mlitary, that is. Brigadier
Ceneral Jerone H. Fogl eberg, TFMC, had a theory about the distribution of
intelligent races throughout the gal axy, which is known as 'Fogl eberg's
Folly," a name which, by marking his peculiar position in history, m ght

i ndi cate that Fogl eberg was somewhat off the mark in his concept.

"Fogl eberg was known affectionately to his troops as 'A' Fogey,' and his
unusual theory is thought to have arisen fromhis preoccupation with the
readi ng of romantic literature having to do with the nobl esse oblige of the
nercenary soldier's trade. Hi s contenporaries often said of himthat he

t hought noral e was sonet hing that cane out of a bass drum™

"Sounds rarified, all right," Rainsford said. "I've never heard of it.

"You're not an astrogator," Bates said. "It falls in the category of
don't-1let-this-happen-to-you information

"Fogl eberg," he continued, "assumed that the distribution of stars by spectra
class was uniformin space-not a bad idea when you're dealing with small



vol umes of gal actic space. But, he al so assunmed they were evenly distributed
in tenporal terms-that is, in terms of when the novae popped which created
t hem

"He set out with a two-ship expedition to chart a new vol une of space for star
distribution. If his distribution theory was correct, then subsequent
expl oration should turn up a given nunber of intelligent races.”

"Did it work?" Gerd asked.

Bat es shook his head. "Fogey was so busy | ooking for active stars that he
m ssed a bl ack hole."

"What happened?" Jack asked.

"No one knows for sure," Bates replied. "Hi s conpanion ship saw his ship wi nk
of f the screen and they never found a trace. Since the event horizon of a
black hole is quite different at hyperspeed, Fogey may now be a coat of paint
on the body, or his ship may have dispersed into free atons floating around
space, or hinself, ship, and crew may be wandering around in an alternate

uni verse trying to figure out what happened."

"I get it," George Lunt said. "
victimof his own thinking."

'Fogl eberg's Folly' was that he becane the

"You got it," Bates said.

Ben Rainsford jerked his pipe out of his pocket and started to fill it. "What
does that have to do with ny assertion about random encounter w th other
star-travel ers?" he asked, with faint irritation. "You" comparing nme to this
Fogl eberg fell a?"

"Heavens, no!" Commander Bates said.
"Great CGhu's ghost, Ben," Jack said. "Sinmrer down."

Li eut enant Gaperski slipped smoothly into the fray. "I think what Nels was

| eading up to was the current Navy Doctrine on such a random encounter
Governor. It's no secret or anything. It's just not widely publicized in the
civilian sector."

"W have to have sone very specific and uniformidea about it, though," Bates
said, "in order to nmeet our own responsibilities to the Federation."

A look of realization flashed on Jack Holloway's face. "Ch, | know what you
mean. It's fairly new, isn't it?"

"Yes," Bates replied, "and it proceeds from Fogl eberg's theories, but along
| ess-ah-presunptive lines."

"Sonmebody's Estimate," Jack said.

"McKettrig's Estimate. You brief themon it, Frank. | don't have ny data
termnal with ne and | can't renenber all the numbers.”

Gaperski pulled his hand held data terminal fromhis hip pocket and punched up
a code. He read the data as it scrolled.

"W 're pretty sure there are eleven or twelve billion stars in this gal axy
that are very nuch like our own," he said. "I won't bore you with the



probability reductions, but they are very conprehensive.
"G ven: a galactic volune of 5.3x10" cubic light years.

"G ven: probabilities indication of 1,580 star-traveling races or races with
enough technology to have a star-drive if they want it.

"G ven: normalized distribution of stars and star-travel ers across severa
drifts and age patterns that draw to a nedi an expression

"Then: each star-traveling race with have to itself a volune of space which is
3.34x10* cubic light years. Expressed as a sphere, its dianeter would be 858
[ight years.

"I'f: during the course of normal voyages of discovery, charting, and col oni al
busi ness such as trade and nilitary traffic, a brand new star and
i ts-perhaps-solar systemof planets is exam ned cl osely each year

"Then: in order for us or any other star-traveling race to exam ne the 'hone
sphere' and an equal -si zed vol une of space adjacent to the home sphere-at the
rate of one star per year-the tine to so exanmine our own territory and the
territory next door will be close on to 33,000 years.

"Expressed as a probability, the odds of a purely random encounter w th other

star-travelers is thus about 1 chance in 1.7 mllion." There was a | ong
si | ence.
Gaper ski paused, still holding his data termnal, in case there were

guestions. "So, while you're waiting to accidentally nmeet the star-traveling
aliens," he said, trying to break the tension of the nonent,"don't give up sex
or breathing." "Are you sure that's right?" Rainsford asked. "If the galaxy is
put together nore or less the way we think it is, and if the best mnds in the
busi ness haven't nmade any m stakes in theory-although | '11 admit there was
certainly a lot of argunent over the past couple centuries as they
crosschecked their own and earlier work-then it's right. It wouldn't be in the
manual ot herw se."

"It's an interesting perspective," Holloway said reflectively. "W've been

i ndustriously working away, col onizing hyperspace, and we've nanaged to push
out a whol e one hundred |ight years per century. Yet here we are, still in our
own back yard."

"W may not even be in the yard yet,"
t he screen door."

Bates said. "W nmay just be pushing open

Gerd frowned. "I don't follow you."
"Well," CGaperski said, "scientists are given to differences of opinion when
matters are still in the half-theory, half-observation stages."

"Li ke cops," nuttered George Lunt.

"An early theorist-Smth, Smitt, Schm dt; sonething |like that-came up with one
notion radically different from MKettrig's Estinmate. Wthout pulling out al
the data for you; he calculated a 'honme sphere' dianmeter of 2,400 |ight years
and a one-star-per-year tine to exanine it of 720 mllion years.

Ben Rai nsford chuffed on his pipe. "Then why do you use this MKettrig fella's
arithmetic in your technical nmanual ?"



"Good point," Gaperski replied. "W use it because it is the nost anbitious
and optimstic set of probabilities."

"That's |ike what we used to call 'Cheerful Charley Chemistry' when | was in
school ," Gerd said. "Comng up with experiment results that offered the |east
amount of thorny problens and alternates that had to be solved out."

"Ch, there are still plenty of variables," Bates said. "For exanple, the
probability of encounter is higher in a long search than in a short one.

Anot her factor is the nunber growth of colony planets. As they get into the
expl oration act, the nunber of stars explored during a standard gal actic year
will grow steadily-even exponentially anmong col onies that are nore curious
about nei ghboring stars, or which are prone to just plain wanderlust."

"That's not what | asked you," Rainsford said. "Wy do you use MKettrig as
the official Navy doctrine?"

"McKettrig offers us the soonest possibility of random contact wi th other
star-travellers," Gaperski said, "and, therefore, should such a random
encounter occur, the | east possible chance for the Navy to get caught with its
pants down."

"Ummph, " Rainsford grunted. "Now it makes sense.”

Hel ton pondered. "He's right, of course, but that's not the main
consi deration."”

"I agree," Rainsford said expansively. "The inportant thing is to direct

oursel ves toward shortening the odds and try to make such a contact as quickly
as we can manage it." Helton smled and shook his head. "Wong. They may not
be friendly."

The sun was down. The daylight was slowy failing. At the edge of the
excavation two small figures stood together and regarded the huge object at
the bottom while the others were finishing a get-acquainted ronp back and
forth across the valley near the weirthorn thicket.

"What is?" Starwatcher asked.

Little Fuzzy stood with his hands cl asped behind his back. "G eensuit Hagga
say i s ship-sane as Hagga cone this place in."

"How can be?" Starwatcher asked.

"No know. " Little Fuzzy shrugged and dug his snoki ng pi pe out of his
shodda-bag. He began to tamp tobacco into it thoughtfully. "Wen sone
gashta-we all Fuzzies, nowon that place,"-He pointed to Xerxes, about 30
degrees above the horizon-"see round thing many, many tinmes bigger than things
Hagga fly here in." He pointed to the ground at his feet.

"Can be this one?" Starwatcher asked.

Little Fuzzy shrugged, again. "Hagga know many thi ngs-nmuch as want. | ask
Pappy Jack when he no busy."

The crew of Marines working nearby were preoccupied with their onerous

t ask-onerous as all after-duty-hours tasks are-of setting up floodlights on
skids so the dig could be tidied up after chow. They paid no attention to the
Fuzzi es tal king. They were | aMhg Li ngua Fuzzy, anyway, so only an occasiona
yeek was audible to Terran ears.



"I would think it'll be days before we can safely get inside," Bates said.
"What do you think, Phil?"

The group was wal ki ng across the dry creek to where the field nmess was set up

"Sounds right to ne," Helton said. "W night have to stabilize after we date
it and take sanmples. The whole thing m ght be ready to crunble. W have no
i dea how rmuch of a beating it took in the |anding."

"We'|l transmt prelimnary reports to Xerxes at 1930, and go on fromthere,"
Gaper ski added.

"You 're still convinced that this is a hyperdrive vessel of sone kind?"
Rai nsford asked.

"Yes, sir," Helton said. He slowed his pace a nonment and | ooked up at the sky,
hal f whi spering to hinself, " ' there is a country/far beyond the
stars/where stands a winged sentry/all skilful in the wars.' " Then he junped
briskly across a little erosion gully and caught up with the others.

Chapter 22
"Let's see," Holloway was saying as the five of them wal ked back toward their
own vehicles. "Gerd 's airboat will sleep four, and with the ZNPF car and
Ben's luxurious transportation of office-"

Rai nsford snort ed.

"-all of us and the two drivers can sleep inside. W won't have to pitch
tents."”

"I"ve got to call nmy office," CGeorge Lunt said as they clinbed into the boat.

"I"'ve got to call ny wife," Ahmed said. "Tell her | won't be hone tonight."

Rai nsford yawned. "I don't have to call anybody. | just have to get up at
0400. Why call your office, CGeorge? You afraid the duty captain has gone to
sl eep? You worry too nuch."

Ceorge frowned. "I need to get nore nmen up here." He | ooked at the readout.
"Pendleton is on at this hour. Ch, boy. He'll fly into a fury about the
paper wor k. "

"Why do you want nore men, Ceorge?" Jack asked. "Things seemwell in hand to
ne."
"Security," George replied. "This is my jurisdiction. | don't care how snappy

a job the Marines are doing. It's up to me to watch the watchers, so to speak
| don't want any nore of this |eaking out than can be hel ped until we know
where we stand with the Navy."

"That's sound," Jack said. "You re the ZNPF comrander, not ne."
Phil Helton flipped the key on the famliar, sturdy, green enanel ed piece of
equi prent. The hi gh pitched waveri ng whine and the readouts showed his report

now being transmtted at sixty speed on scranble-8 to Xerxes.

Presently the operator canme back on screen. "The Commpbdore has asked that you
screen himback in one standard hour, Gunnie, and he suggests that it would be



desirabl e for CGovernor Rainsford and Conmi ssioner Holloway to be present, as
well."

Hel t on acknow edged and qui ckly ended the transm ssion. He nuttered under his
breath, "-if they haven't gone to sleep, yet-" and grabbed a passing corpora
to carry the message

At 2030 the three of themwere in the conmmuni cations center, with Rainsford
bristling because he had been deprived of yet another hour's sleep

Gaperski and Bates were hovering, a little to one side, should the Comodore
have instructions for them

Al ex Napier's image on the comuni cation screen, dressed in gol d-brai ded Navy
bl ack, was concluding his remarks. "So | expect to have the rest of Lieutenant

Col onel O Bannon's battalion down there sonetinme tomorrow. | want to set up
surveill ance over a couple hundred square nmles and have it carefully scanned
for any nore objects of this nature. The battalion will be prepared to remain

for sone tinme-until we have this thing totally evaluated."

"Now, just a mnute, Conmodore!" Ben Rainsford said vehemently, alnost before
Napi er got the "evaluated" out. "As Governor Ceneral of Zarathustra, | npst
strenuously recommend that you get ny personal approval before you start
drawi ng boundary lines and occupying territory on the planetary surface."
Hol | oway dove in, as well. "Approval or no approval; this is Fuzzy |and.
Anyt hi ng on the Fuzzy Reservation belongs to the Fuzzies. The Comi ssioner of

Native Affairs-namely ne-will not tol erate any hi gh-handed viol ati ons of Fuzzy
territory."
Rai nsford barked: "I appointed you Conmm ssi oner!"

Jack's mustache was twitching. "And you can un-appoint me any time you don't
like the way |'mdoing the job. 1've told you that before, Ben."

"Centl enen, gentlenmen," Napier said. "I appointed Governor CGeneral Rainsford,
so let's not anyone get too big for his pants.

"I"'mtrying to hel p your governnent hang onto control of things, not set you
to quarreling with each other-or with ne," Napier added with just the correct
note of om nous-ness. "The Navy is not interested in running anyone's

pl anetary governnent-but we are quite conpetent and capable, if the need
arises. My point is that one wild runor about all this business could cause
the very kind of crisis as the question of Fuzzy sapience did. Now, then, can
we have some consensus and cooperation, please?"

Hol | oway and Rai nsford | ooked at each other for a nonment, both thinking, if we
don't hang together, he can hang each of us separately any time he wants to.

Hol | oway turned back to the screen. "If you allow nmy ZNPF nmen free access to
all parts of the site, I'll go along with you for a few days. |If the whole
busi ness di sturbs the Fuzzies or anyone bothers them the deal is off."

"That sounds fair, but | want to be copied with all reports,” Rainsford said.

"I think the Navy will nanage, gentlemen,"” Napier said. "Now, | desire that
Mast er Gunnery Sergeant Helton be in charge of the dig proper. He has nore
know edge of vessels and equi pment than all of us put together. Lieutenant
Col onel O Bannon will be in charge of the security and scanni ng operations.
Li eut enant Gaperski and Commander Bates will act as |liaison between the two



and report directly to me, as well."
Everyone | ooked at each ot her and nodded agreenent.

"And, one other thing," Napier said. "Sooner or later, you re going to have
people fromthe press all over you, so | 'msending dowmn Major Max Tel emann to
act as Information O ficer on the project and keep the nedia out from under
your feet."

From five thousand feet the canp in Fuzzy Valley was a tiny blur of |ight,
with a bright, starlike point to one side of it.

Wth powerful onboard stereo-optics the site of the dig could be nade out
clearly enough in the glaring floodlights to see its najor features. Dust
drifted upward t hrough the beans of the lights and a slight shinmer fromthe
geot hermal | y heated ground of the nountainside shined nacreously.

"Damm t, Charley," Raul Laporte said. "Keep this thing in a steady circle or
you'll make me nmuddy the readings on the infraslides."

"I"'mdoin'" the best I can, M. Laporte,"” Charley Wl ker said uneasily. Like
nost people, he was instinctively afraid of Laporte.'

"See that you do," Laporte grow ed. "We've only got two passes-at the nost-to
get this before the conbat cars get us on their screens and chall enge."

This is nuts, Laporte thought-hanging nyself out in the open this way. Cheaper
than hiring it, though, and | can beat Ingermann at his own gane. Three
t housand-t he cheapskat e!

"Ckay. | got it. Make tracks, Charley," he said.

Charl ey started breathing again, straightened out the air-boat and eased the
vel ocity up.

Laporte brooded.

Hugo I ngermann often worked late at night. It was a matter of conveni ence nore
than habit. The kind of people he frequently dealt with were creatures of the
night. It was their natural environnent, since that side of human nature is a
bei ng of the darkness.

Spread out on the desk before himwere scanner readi ngs and infraslides
delivered to himearlier by one of Laporte's nen. It was disgusting. Al that
i nformati on and not one scrap of it corroborated his theory. Therefore, the

i nformati on must be sonmehow in error. And now, Laporte was com ng to collect,
if he could believe the screen call he had just had froniThe Bitter End-and
there was no reason not to.

There was a rap on the office door. . Laporte entered, smiling and am abl e;
yet menace oozed from every pore of his body. "Good evening, M. Ingernann,"”
he said, and sat down on the opposite side of the desk

"Good evening, Raul," Ingermann replied. Just the right anmpbunt of deference,
to show who worked for whom |ngermann puffed out his round, pink cheeks and
spread his hands in nock hel pl essness. "Raul, these data just don't show a
dammed t hi ng about the sunstone strike."

"That's because there is no sunstone strike, M. Ingermann. |'ve had nmen over
there on the ground and |I've had overflights nmade at night-like this one.



There is only a big hole in the ground where they're di ggi ng sonething up."

"I can see that!" Ingermann snapped. "What do you think the thing in the hole
is?" he asked in a nore even tone.

Laporte's voi ce dropped about three tones. "I don't know what it is. It |ooks
to be just what ny people say has | eaked out about it-the buried weck of sone
ki nd of spaceship. It's been there a long tinme. So far, no word about any
sunst ones. "

I nger mann | aughed, shrilly and high-pitched. There was a rather odd | ook on
his face that Laporte did not like at all. He decided it was time to start
cl eaning his fingernails.

"Al'l that digging?" Ingermann said. "Al those people? Coded nmessages flying
back and forth, like featherleaf pods in a high wind? And all you can tell ne
is that crackbrained runor about a buried spaceshi p?" He | aughed again. "I

t hought you had better sense, Raul."

Laporte shurugged and went on cleaning his fingernails with a huge cl asp
kni f e.

"These idiots in the Colonial CGovernnent," |ngermann chuckled. ' "The richest
deposit of sunstones yet is practically within spitting distance of this
spot." He pounded a pudgy finger on one of the infraslides. "And all they can
come up with is a cover story about a-a spaceship weck!" He spat out the

wor ds.

"I came for the other thousand sols you owe ne,"
Voi ce.

Laporte said in a very quiet

I ngermann wi ped tears of mrth fromhis eyes. "Oh, Raul, you're going to have
to do better than this before that thousand ever sees daylight."

"The deal was 'definite information,' "
i nformation. Now, |'Il have my noney."

Laporte said. You have your definite

"Not until you find the sunstone strike, you won't!" Ingermann | eaned forward
suddenl y, slapping the palnms of both hands flat on the desk.

In the absolute silence that followed, Laporte raised his head fromthe
preoccupation with fingernails and | ooked Ingermann in the face.

When he sprang fromthe chair, he | anded on his knees, on top of the desk,
with a knee on each of Ingermann's hands. Printout stacks and infraslides
cascaded off onto the floor. Wth a snatching notion of his |left hand, he
grabbed I ngermann by the neckcloth, pulling hima little closer

Slowy, Laporte placed the point of the knife against Ingermann's left carotid
artery, just below the jawbone. Ingermann's round, pink cheeks turned chal ky
white. "The nmoney," Laporte said.

I ngermann inclined his eyes to indicate the appropriate desk drawer.
Laporte lifted his left knee. "You get it," he said. Ingermann opened the
drawer with the rel eased hand, opened the wallet, and shook out the sheaf of

currency.

When Laporte was again standing on the floor and some of the color was
returning to Ingermann's face, Laporte said, "I don't think you have the



nerve, sir, to try anything what wouldn't be smart. Y see, there's one of ny
men out in the hall with a submachine gun. If | don't cone out of here with a
smle on ny face, his orders is to come in here and turn you into dog neat."

I ngermann cl eared his throat and adjusted his neckcloth. "I understand,"” he
sai d.
Laporte nodded. "Good. | hope this don't have any bad effect on our business

dealings in the future, M. Ingermann, but we are gonna have to be nore
speci fic about what the deal is."

Qut side I ngermann's office, Laporte closed the door quietly, put away his
kni fe, and wal ked off down the enpty corridor

Chapter 23

An austere but rather shaggy gentleman of middle years peered out of the
screen. "Surely you jest, CGovernor," he said. "Wy, we've been a fixture in
Mal [ ory sport-to say nothing of bringing a tiny scrap of culture to the rest
of the planet-for alnobst ten years, now. You are going to dissolve it; just
like that? Preposterous!”

Ben Rainsford glowered into the pickup at his end of the conversation. "I
didn't say | was going to dissolve it, M. Wichinski. | said there's no noney
for it."

Hol ger Wachi nski was the director of the Mallorysport Civic Opera Association
an annoyi ng-to Ben Rainsford- leftover fromN ck Enmert's adm ni stration as
Resi dent General, before the CZC charter had been revoked. He was quite
naturally in high dudgeon to di scover that his budget had been chopped off.

"I must say, that's pretty nmundane of you, Governor. As bread feeds the body,
art feeds the soul, even if you-" Wachi nski stopped, realizing he was not
hel pi ng hi s case.

Rai nsford chuffed on his pipe. "It don't make a damm whether | 1ike opera or
not, M. Wachinski. I'min a position of having to make bricks wi thout straw,
here. If it comes down to a choi ce between opera and having citizens robbed on
t he espl anade, | have to can the opera and hire nore cops-except |'ve not got
enough noney for that, either."

"You realize," Wachi nski said, with what he hoped was an oracul ar tone, "that
you're just contributing to the unenpl oynment problenf"

Better yours than mne, Rainsford thought, but he decided not to say it. He
rubbed his eyes. "Look, Wachinski; how rmuch of your budget do you raise by
private subscription?"

Wachi nski | ooked at the ceiling for a nonment. "About hal f-enough to cover the
opera company. But that's usel ess wi thout the synphony."

"Il tell you what I'Il do, Wachinski," Rainsford said. "You get off your
butt and rai se enough nore to pay for half the synphony, and the Col oni al
Government will match-fund you on that part for the rest of the season. If the
opera company caves in, you'll still have the orchestra. Deal ?"

Deal , Wachi nski thought, a decree. "Under the circunstances," he said, "we'll

try to nake do."

The Navy cruiser, at that altitude, |ooked about the size of a pool-ball fruit



fromthe ground when it began to turn out its cargo of nmen and vehi cl es.

There is a certain precision and grace in the sight of a |line battalion
turning out of a ship. It is as much of an aerial ballet as a convoy novenent
fromship to ground. An enornous quantity of vehicles are involved for severa
hundred nen-or so it seens. Al of these particular vehicles were of a
squatty, ungainly appearance, built to w thstand incredible puni shnment and
still operate. The center was an al nost solid skirt of service equipnent for
ordnance, mai ntenance, vehicle recovery, field kitchens, supply boats,

conmuni cati on centers, and operations centers. Ranged around these were squad
buses in neat platoon lines, with the four conpani es positioned port,
starboard, aloft, and below. Casagra's nen were already on the ground,
sweating and cursing with the dig. Spiraling gracefully away fromthe main
body, the scout cars skinmed and darted |ike airborne sheepdogs.

Hol  oway and his group were still at the site; in fact had been waiting for
the battalion to arrive. There were a few things Holl oway wanted to get
clearly understood with the battalion commander before he went back to
Hol | oway Station, and George Lunt had a few points he wanted to pick over, as
wel | . Rainsford had departed well before dawn, ranting and raving about the
exi genci es of being Governor GCeneral.

As the battalion vehicles encanped, the commuander's car grounded about a
hundred neters fromthe waiting group of officials.

Li eut enant Col onel Janes O 'Bannon and his exec., Major Richard Stag well,
di smount ed and crunched across the dry soil of Fuzzy Valley toward them
Odinarily, it would have been the other way around, but officials of the
civil governnent were in the waiting party, so deference was being observed.

I ntroducti ons were exchanged all around, which took an inordinate anount of
time, since ten people were involved.

Hol | oway | ooked over O Bannon and Stagwel |, figuring out the best way to
handl e t hem

O "Bannon was a little shorter than average, and was one of those nen who
could spend three weeks in the field and never put a winkle in his inpeccable
field greens. He had a handsone, al nost boyish face, contradicted by the tinge
of gray in the reginmental beard and nustache which framed his jaw. H s eyes
were slightly hooded, like a cobra's, of an indeterm nate col or, and never
betrayed expression, even though he smled obligingly fromtine to tine.

Stagwel |l was tall, raw boned, and agil e-1ooking. He grinned a |lot, and had the
| ook about him of a man who could run five nmles with a nachi ne gun under each
arm and not even be breathing hard.
"One thing | want to get straight,"” O Bannon. said, "while there's just us
here-including the civilians. Helton, you're in charge of the dig. |I'm giving
you Casagra's conpany to handl e that, but you work through him Don't go off
on any vast projects without clearing with him Sonebody gets injured down
there; he's the commander and he'll have to answer for it-not you."

"Yes, sir," Helton said.

"Anot her thing, Gunnie," O Bannon continued, "if you nmess into ny security and
scanni ng operations w thout ny say-so, I'll fry you. Do we see eye-to-eye?"
"Yes, sir," Helton repeated.



O Bannon turned to the civilians. "I want Comni ssioner Holloway to brief ny
staff and commanders on matters regarding the Fuzzies. | want Mjor Lunt to do
the sane with respect to ZNPF operations. As to what we may have found here,

t he fewer peopl e having specific know edge of that, the happier I'll be about
it. That nmeans | want Casagra's nen to continue to canp and nmess away fromthe
rest of the battalion and have m ni nrum contact." He sighed and paused for a
monent. "... Not that it will do rmuch good, the way Marines gossip, but we can

try.

"Questions? Ckay. There will be Oficers Call in twenty mnutes." He pointed
back over his shoul der, without |ooking, to where tents were already
bl ossomi ng fromthe ground. "I'lIl see you all then." He turned and | eft.

"Guff little fella, isn't he?" Gerd asked.

"Businesslike' is the word |I'd use," George Lunt remarked.

"I"ve noticed," Holloway said to Helton, "that you don't 'sir

people, Phil."

very many

"Only the ones | respect a lot-sir,"” Helton said.

After the briefing, Helton took Mjor Tel emann over to Casagra's conpany area,
where it had been deci ded he shoul d be assigned, since they were handling the
nost sensitive part of the operation. They went in Telemann's aircar, fitted
out for Public Information Cperation, which is to say crammed with el ectronic
gear to nmonitor news agencies' activities.

Tel emann was the only Marine on site in khakis instead of field greens. Best
foot forward with the public, and all

Vidal Beltran watched fromthe back hatch of his kitchen scow as they set up
He knew instinctively what it all neant.

"Anot her dammed mouth to feed," he said disgustedly.

An entire corner of Victor Grego's private office was occupied by one of his
nost cheri shed possessions-a | arge gl obe of Zarathustra, suspended on its own
contragravity unit, with the noons Xerxes and Darius, to scale, circling it as
it rotated; the entire affair illumnated by a fixed orange spotli ght
representing the KO star that gave life to the planet. At mid-norning in

Mal | orysport, the terminator line had crossed the coast of Beta.

"Victor?" the voice fromthe conmunications screen said. "Are you |istening?"
It was a bold thing for a |l esser big wheel to say, even if he was the |esser
bi g wheel that was in charge of Conpany Science Center

"Uh? " Grego said, |ooking back at the screen. "I was just checking sonething
on the map, Juan. It's early norning on Beta, now. Were is your
ar cheol ogi st ?"

"He says he just spent the night in the best hotel in Red Hll, but that it
was still ghastly. Wants to know if he should cone home, or what. | thought we
m ght have hi m hang around over there a day or so and see what the gossip is.”

Grego frowned. "I'm not gai nsaying your staff, Juan, but | don't recall that
we have an archeol ogi st on the payroll. Wat would the Conpany have wanted
wi th an archeol ogi st on an uni nhabited pl anet ?"

"He's not really an archeologist,” Juan said. "He's an anal ytical geol ogi st



with a master's in archeology. It's the closest we could cone to the real
t hi ng. "

Grego lit a cigarette and absently scratched his Adanmis apple as he took the
first puff. "So, we have a 'routine archeol ogical dig" on a_planet where there
is no archeol ogy, and they won't let the CZC archeol ogi st on the site. What do
you make of it, Juan?"

"Just that," Juan said, "plus the fact that the place is swarnmng wth
Marines, Apparently Napier has sent down a |arge patrol force and they' ve
cordoned off a large area of the Fuzzy Reservation."

Grego frowned. "Well, then, it nust be sonething pretty big. Od Man Hol | oway
wouldn't sit still for that otherw se. Yes, Juan, | |ike your suggestion. Tel
our man to hang around town a couple days. Tell himtoo bad about the crumy
hotel, but that it's above and beyond the call of duty, or sonething. In the
meantime, | '11 get hold of Harry Steefer and see what he can cone up wth.
When your man gets back fromBeta, | want to see himinstantly." "I'll keep
you posted, Victor." They broke connection

Grego | eaned back in his chair and | ooked at the ceiling. He wasn't thinking
about archeol ogy, though. In factit was difficult for himto concentrate, so
he decided to clear the block fromhis nnd

What a renarkabl e young woman, he thought, as he punched out a screen
conbi nati on.

A mass of bright colors swirled across the comuni cati on screen and expl oded
into the image of Christiana Stone.

"Yes?" she said. "Ch. M. Gego."

"Good nmorning, Christiana," he said. "I have a suggestion. Tell me what you
think of it." Wthout waiting for an answer, he continued. "Wen you bring

D anond back from Governnent House, you could stop off at your place and
change into a dinner dress. Then we'll take Di anond out to dinner at-oh-say,
Al fredo's. He can show off his table manners in public. Be good for him don't
you t hi nk?"

"Ch, he'd love it, M. Gego," she said.
' "That wouldn 't interfere with your plans, any, would it?" G ego asked.

"Not a bit," Christiana replied. "I think it would be delightful."

"Good," Grego said. "We'll want to get there early, though, so we don't keep
himup later than he's accustonmed. 1'll neet you at the penthouse about six."

About 0600 at Hol |l oway Station the group that had gone to North Beta were
sitting around the Khadra 's living roomw th Sandra, Ruth, and Lynne Andrews.

"I think," Ruth van Ri ebeek said to her husband, "that to say this thing
they' ve found up there has 'vast inplications' ought to insure your place in
history, Gerd-not as a scientist, but as maki ng the understatenent of the
century."

"Hnph!" Gerd said.

"But they're not certain that it's the remains of a hyper-drive ship, are
t hey?" Lynne Andrews asked.



"No," Jack said, "but given the judgenment of a nman like Phil Helton, 1'd say
it's about a ninety percent shot."

Ruth | ooked at the other two wonmen. "Well, | suppose it's our turn to raise
your eyebrows, now. Gerd was right about the titanium content of the plants
fromFuzzy Valley. They differ in content and amount from one kind of plant to
anot her, of course.”

"That's not so eyebrowraising,".CGerd said. "Wat did you find out?"

"The titani um conmpounds are all sinmiliar to hokfusine," Ruth said. "G ven
somet hing to conpare hokfusine with, it won't be so nuch of a job; to finger
its functions in Fuzzy metabolismw Il be nuch easier."

"Al'l these compounds," Lynne said, ticking off imaginary nunbers on her
fingers, "for exanple, have degradation fractions that are piperidine."

"Hmm " Gerd said. "That's an organi ¢ conpound al ready known on Terra. So,

wi th enough vitam ns |ike hokfusine, that can inhibit NFMp production, the
Fuzzy birthrate can work itself back to normal-if the work we 've done so far
is right."

"You mean it might not be right?" Jack said.

"I mean," Gerd said, "that there are many and varied tinmes when | wish it
wasn't right."

"I don't follow you," Jack said. "If you can solve the NFM/ anti-NFM probl em
in Fuzzy metabolism what's wong with that?"

"Well," Gerd said, exhaling noisily, "the irritating aspect of what we m ght
rather grandi osely call 'The van R ebeek Theory,' is that the observations and
deductions involved in its formul ati on keep coming back to Garrett's
Theoremthat the need for an el ement does not arise in evolution unless the
element is readily available. If you adnit the applicability of Garrett's
Theoremto Fuzzy bi ochem stry-which, by the way, | never tunbled to unti
Sandra rai sed the question-you keep | andi ng back on square one, where resides
that alarm ng idea that FMzzies did not evolve on Zarathustra. It just doesn't
make sense, but it keeps haunting the data we've devel oped.”

"Maybe they came on that hypership you guys claimis being dug up on North
Beta," Ruth said.

"Ch, for Ghu 's sake, Ruth!" Gerd expl oded. "That's the confoundedest nonsense
|'ve heard all week-and |'ve been hearing some pretty weird ideas."

Well Ruth sniffed. "I was Just trying to make you feel better."
Ahmed waved his hand. "You can fight later. Dinner's al nost ready.
Chapter 24

"You're falling for him aren't you?" The Rev | eaned back in his chair and ran
the heel of his hand over the graying hair at his tenple.

Christiana' s eyes blinked once, then grew large. "Ch, Father Gordon!" she
said, flustered. "It's just that he's- well-he's a very nice man, and I-1-"

The Rev | eaned forward again. And you' ve never had a man be nice to you



before, w thout he was expecting to get something for it." He finished the
sentence for her.

She frowned and thought hard for a nmoment. "I guess you're right about that
part. "A short, choking | augh escaped fromher. "All ny life. Wth Daddy it
was good treatnent for good behavior; bad treatnment for bad behavi or-except
that it was a shell gane. | never knew which nunber was conming up. Then there
were all the boys in school when | was grow ng up. "

Still a lot of that to be done, The Rev thought to hinself.

The Rev pushed the box of tissues across the desk. She jerked out two of them
and bl ew her nose.

"So, now you've got a pretty nifty job uptown, working for the CZC " The Rev
said, "and you think you need ny advice about whether you should nove to a
better address?"

She squinted at him "Well, I'mnot sure about that."

"You know you 're going to have to do it," he said. "You just told ne that
you' re changi ng for this-ahh-dinner date before you pick up D anond because
you don't want Di amond to know you live in a cheap hotel in Junktown. Wat you
're saying, of course, is you 're afraid Dianond will tell Gego and G ego
will start wondering why."

"You see what | nmean?" she said, with a note of anguish in her voice. "I 'm
not sure | can cut it. | "ve tried running with those fine-haired dogs at the
top of the pile and they' ve wal ked all over ne. | don't knowif | can take
anot her round of that."

The Rev fitted the ends of his fingers together and studied the pattern they
made. "Have you had a payday, yet?" he asked.

"Tonorrow," she sniffed.

"You take your pile of nbney and put down the rent on a nice little
apartment-preferably within spitting distance of Company House," he said,
"even if you have to sleep on the floor until next payday. | told you before,
you don't bel ong down here-you |ike people too much."

"Well, what are yew doi ng down here?" she asked. "You like people.”

The Rev grinned at her. "My job is to help people. That's why |I ''m down here.

It don't nake a damm whether | |ike themor not."
"I'f you think that's the thing to do, "she said, "I'll try it. | just had to
have soneone else's opinion. I-1'"mkind of confused right now. "

"Course you are, mdear," The Rev said. "That's because you're falling for
him Didn't | just tell you that?"

"What make do?"
Sergeant Beltran | ooked up suddenly from his cubbyhol e desk in a back corner
of the kitchen scow. Four Fuzzies were peeping bashfully, around the edge of

t he open back hatch

"What make do?" Little Fuzzy repeated.



Bel tran had never seen a Fuzzy up close. He was fascinated. Like many nen who
were extremely tough, he turned to goo at the sight of those w de, appealing
eyes. "Wiy- ah-1'm planning tonmorrow s nenu for a bunch of unappreciative

sl obs, " he said.

Little Fuzzy and the three Upl and Fuzzies stepped through the hatch into the
back of the kitchen, sensing that Beltran was an all-right Hagga.

"S ob?" Little Fuzzy said. "What's a s' ob?"

"Marines," Beltran said.

"Greensuit Hagga?" Little Fuzzy asked
Bel tran nodded affirmatively.

"Greensuit Hagga- Mahreen-s' ob? Al same thing?" Little Fuzzy asked with his
usual intent stare of inquisitiveness.

Beltran thought for a nonent. "Pretty nuch-yes," he said, "but sone of them
m ght not understand if you called them'slob' ."

Little Fuzzy turned to his conpani ons and yeeked to themin Lingua Fuzzy for a
few nonents, then turned back to Beltran. "They no speak Hagga, yet, but | say
t hem what you say."

The Mess Sergeant |eaned down fromhis stool to get a closer |ook at these
little people. The Upland Fuzzies drew back a bit, nervously fingering their
br and- new st eel chopper-di ggers.

Little Fuzzy threw out his chest and pulled his chin back. He reached out a
tiny hand and fingered the texture of Beltran's uniform sl eeve. "Cook food
this place?" he asked, sniffing curiously. "Gve to greensuit Hagga?"

"Every damed day," Beltran sighed. Then he added, "Wuld you guys like
something to eat?" Little Fuzzy nodded. "Wat do you want?" Beltran asked. A
light canme into Little Fuzzy's eyes. "Esteefee?" he asked. "You give
est eef ee?"

Beltran scratched his head. "S.T. Fee,"he said. "Wat's that?"

"Al'l Hagga have esteefee," Little Fuzzy said. "I show " He shoul dered Beltran
asi de-at about kneecap | evel -and began | ooki ng up and down the stowage

shel ves. Finally, he spotted a group of the famliar, blue-labeled tins. He
pointed with his chopper-digger. "Esteefee," he said triunphantly. Beltran

| ooked, then | ooked again. "You nean you want to eat that?" he exclai med.

Little Fuzzy nodded. "Esteefee-big t'heet," he said. "You nmake do?"

Sergeant Beltran shook his head, w ped his hands on the seat of his pants,
rel ocated the cigar in his mouth, and dug a can of the energency rations off
the shelf. He blew the dust off it and ran it through the opener. He got a
nmetal plate fromthe drying rack and divided the slightly oily, slightly
ranci d-snel | i ng, gingerbread-col ored cake into eight portions-two (ugh!)
hel pi ngs each for the Fuzzies.

As the Fuzzies were digging into the Extee-Three, yeek-ing with delight,
Beltran continued to shake his head in disbelief. Then he rummged around in a
drawer and dug out four of his one hundred mlliliter measuring cups-about
right for a Fuzzy-and set themdown, filled with water fromthe ionization



tanks that serviced the kitchen

At the time Alfredo's opened its doors in Mallorysport- sonme twelve years
earlier-it had been the nost rigidly el egant spot to dine on the planet. At
the tine it opened it had been the only renpotely el egant place to dine on the
planet. Alfredo's had maintained its standards, growing in status and
reputation as Zarathustra itself grew The staff was inpeccable. The cuisine
was excel |l ent. The nanagenent showed an uncanny ability to obtain rare

del i cacies near and dear to the Terran pal ate-delicacies that could not be had
anywhere el se on the planet. Wen, for exanple, a shipnment of frozen oysters
woul d arrive fromTerra, the gournmets of Mallorysport would cheerfully stand
inline during a driving rainstormfor the privilege of paying an astronomni ca
price for a taste of hone.

The interior was a synphony of red syl kon drapery, crinson carpeting, and

rai sed paneling of native woods. El egance-ah-the el egance of a fine, quiet old
restaurant back on Terra. Col onists becane uncontrollably hungry for such an
environnent fromtinme to time, so why not assuage two hungers at the sane
tine?

The maitre-d' did not turn a hair at the sight of a Fuzzy in the conpany of a
heavy-set gentleman and a good | ooki ng strawberry bl onde. Hi s establishment
had been graced by the presence of non-Terran diners before, and its resources
were avail able to the task of dealing with any requirenents any of them m ght
have. So was the nmaitre-d'. He was a huge African who had nore the | ook about
hi m of a bouncer in a Junktown dive, but was so at ease in his tuxedo and so
in place with his environment that he seemed not at all out of place in this

[ uxurious dining room

He picked up three scarlet nenus and stepped from behind his station. "Your
reservation, please, sir," he said. "M. Gego, |I believe."

"Good evening, Walter," Grego said. He extinguished his cigarette in the stand
next to the velvet roped archway. "We will be three for dinner."

Walter cleared his throat deferentially. "There is one problem M. Gego," he
sai d.

Grego's eyebrows shot up. "If you nean the Fuzzy-" he began.

Walter held up a placating hand. "That, sir, is not a problemat all.
Al fredo's is accustomed to an occasi onal non-Terran-and we have no prejudice
inthe matter at all."

"Then what's the difficulty?" Gego asked.

"Well, M. Gego," Walter said, "the rules of the house are totally inflexible
in one respect.”

"And that is-?" Gego began to bristle.

D anond sidled up to Christiana and she placed a protecting hand down over his
back.

Wal ter | ooked unconfortable. "During the entire history of this room M.
Grego, no mal e creature has ever been seated unless he was wearing a
neckcl ot h. Your guest does not have one."

"Well, for Ghu 's sake!" Grego exploded. "I 'msure you keep a couple around
in the checkroomto avoid this kind of enbarrassnent to people who are not



aware of the rule. "

D anond tugged at Grego's trouser leg, a sad | ook upon his face. "Pappy Vic,"
he said. "W go honme?"

"Indeed we do, sir," Walter said, "but | cannot see how a neckcl oth desi gned
for a Terran will be of any service to a being who is only sixty or so
centinmeters tall."

Grego tapped his foot inpatiently. He was not a man who was accustoned to
probl ems he could not dissolve with his own nmental assets.

D anond again tugged at Grego's trouser |leg, his face sadder than before.

"Just a minute," Christiana said quietly.

She picked up Di anond and seated himon the counter at the maitre-d' s station
She pl aced her index finger under his chin and lifted it up. "Now, hold still,
D anond, " she said. She reached behind her head and pulled | oose the black

vel vet ribbon that was hol ding her hair. As her strawberry bl onde hair fel

| oose about her shoul ders, she shook it free and unfurled the ribbon. Then
stooping slightly, she pulled the ribbon around D anond's neck, snugged it
down, and tied it into a bow knot. "There;" she said, "not only a neckcl ot h,
but a very formal one, at that."

She picked Di amond up and set himon his feet on top of the counter. "Take a
| ook, Di anmond," she said, as she turned himaround to face the mrror behind
the counter.

Victor Grego and Wal ter exchanged gl ances.

D anond | ooked at hinmself in the mrror, registered broad approval, and then
took each end of the little bowtie between a tiny thunb and index finger
snuggi ng down the knot. "Hoksu," he said sinply. Then he turned and hugged
Christiana, although his little arns only went about half way around her

Wal ter raised his hand, displaying the appropriate nunber of fingers to
indicate the waiter's station. A young man in gray sem -formal s began bustling
toward them

What a renarkabl e young woman, Grego was t hi nking.

The two Marines were dirty and dusty. Sweat streaks stained the front of their
shirts and spread down along their backs, as well as under their arnmns.

"Are you absolutely sure?" Phil Helton said intently.

One of them puffed noisily on the cigarette he had just lighted. "W're sure,
"he said. "And, we've got chips in the pola-pack to prove it."

The other Marine spread out the photo images on the table in front of Helton
A mld breeze flapped the tent they were sitting under.

Hel ton | ooked, then stroked his chin. He thought for a nmonment, then | ooked
back at the two technicians. "Ckay," he said, "you guys go get sonething to
eat, right now Tell nme. W'Ill |eave for Holloway Station at 0100.

Chapter 25

Jack Hol loway rolled over in bed and cuddled the nine-mllimeter automatic



into his fist.
"Now what the hell-" he grunbled.

There was a furious thruming of fists on the front door of his bungal ow. Jack
| ooked out the window at the brightening sky. It was just about dawn. ' "They
better have a warrant," he muttered to hinself as he rubbed the sleep out of
his eyes.

He crept through the darkened house to where he could see the front door
There were three Marines there. That nmade no sense to him until he recognized
Phil Hel ton.

Hol | oway opened the door, the pistol still hanging in one hand. He yawned.
"Morning, Phil," he said

Hel ton was excited. He notioned for the two Marines to wait outside, then
stepped into Holloway's living roomas Jack waved himinside with the pistol

"Now, what's this all about?" Holl oway asked as he shanbled into the kitchen
and noved the coffee pot control to IM "Coffee'11 be out in a mnute, "he
said. "Want sone?"

That all happened so fast that Helton had no chance to reply. "Put your pants
on, Jack, "he said, "while | wake up whoever you want to take with you. W
need some Fuzzyol ogi sts-and fast."

Hol | oway was berused. "Wy, you could have given ne a call on the screen
Phil. 1'd be glad to send a couple of people up there. What's all this
bugl e- bl owi ng about ?"

"I couldn't put it on screen," Helton said. "W've been going through the
interior of the ship, and we've found- remains. They're about a neter tall. To
nmy uneducated eyes they look |ike nmumm fied Fuzzi es-except for the fact nat
they're a little bit too big."

Hol | oway was suddenly w de awake. "Di d you say inside the ship?" he snapped.
"I did," Helton replied.

"How in hell did they get in there?" Jack asked as he poured two cups of
coffee. " Wander in and get trapped when the aval anche buried the ship?"

Hel ton accepted one of the coffee nmugs. He shrugged. "I don't know, Jack
Hardware i s my business. That's why we need sone Fuzzyol ogi sts."

Hol | oway picked up his nmug and went toward the conmunication screen. "I'l
wake up Gerd and Ruth. They'll be the ones to figure it out."

"No." Helton held up a hand. "No transm ssions- especially not on civilian
screens. O Bannon will have ny ass if word of this gets out before we know
what it's all about. We're on total scranble for conmunications. You tell nme
where their bungalowis; I'll go get themup."

Hol | oway | ooked at Helton curiously. "It doesn't seemto ne that all this
security is necessary, Phil," he said.

Phil Helton gave Holloway a flat stare. "Better to use it and not need it than
to need it and not have used it," he said. "Now, where's the van Ri ebeek
bungal ow?"



Hol loway was a little startled to see that the two Marines with Helton were
parked outside the front door of his bungal ow, at parade rest, and at sling
ar ns.

He poi nted across Holloway's Run toward Fuzzy Institute. "You go across the
foot bridge, there, and-you see the bungalow just to the left of the big

bui | di ng- behi nd the featherleaf tree?"

Hel t on nodded. "Ckay. Renenber, Jack-no screen calls,”
cone with ne. Strauss, you stay here."

he said. "Heusted, you

Heusted fell into step behind Helton. "Say, Phil," Holloway called after him
"Isit okay if |I give this guy a cup of coffee?"

Hel ton grinned back over his shoulder. "Sure," he said. "He won't bite."

The face of a serious young nman | ooked intently fromthe comunications
screen. "Serious charges were |leveled at the Col onial Governnent today in a
statement fromthe Federated Sunstone Co-operative-"

'"That's one of |Ingermann's gangs," Leslie Coonbes said to G ego.
Grego nodded.

"-that the cloak of secrecy dropped over the Beta excavations formpart of a
conspi racy between the Col onial CGovernor's office and the Navy to strip

Zar at hustra of much of its native wealth, in the formof a huge sunstone
deposit which has been uncovered on Northern Beta Continent. Spokesnen for the
Co-operative stated that a decision is yet to be made as to filing | ega
actions on behalf of the citizens of Zarathustra, but insisted that the Co-op
will '"look after its own interests' and not stand for any nore-to use the
words of its president-'neo-fascist invasions of Zarathustran surface
territory by Terran Federati on Marines.'

"Governor Rainsford' s office could not be reached for comrentary, but a news
conference is schedul ed for tonorrow afternoon, and insiders suspect that this
topic will be the dom nant one.

"This has been Dawson Fol ey, with today's update on that story, returning you
now to All-Planet News Central ."

Grego chuckled. "I bet Ben Rainsford is cleaning his pistol right now "
"If he heard this 'cast, he is," Coonbes acknow edged.

"Turn over to the ZNS," Grego said. "Planetw de Publications is going to
interview this public relations guy the Marines sent down to Beta to keep the
press shooed away fromthe entire operation."

and now here to introduce today's guest is analyst Franklin Young. Frank

"Thank you, Ed," said a young man-extraordinarily young to be a news anal yst,
Vi ctor Grego thought.

Franklin Young rearranged his gangly frane in the chair as he checked which
pi ckup was on. "Qur guest today is Major Max Tel emann, TFMC, who is the Public
Information Officer for the North Beta excavations."



Tel emann had a yout hful exuberance about him with an open and affable face
that smled easily. He was perfectly at ease, relaxed and jovial, and, one
suspected, extrenmely conpetent in his job-which was to act in the best
interests of the Terran Federation Marine Corps.

"Now, then, Mjor," Young said, "what exactly is it that has been found on
Nort hern Bet a?"

Tel emann | aughed ami ably. "W don't know yet." He paused for the remark to
soak in. "We think it's an old wecked space shi p-one which has been there a
long, long time."

Young snorted. "How can that be, Major? W' ve only been on Zarathustra for a
bit over a quarter-century. If there's a hypership buried on Beta for-as you
put it-'along, long time," then it would have been the first to |l and on

Zar at hustra, and Zarathustra woul d not have been di scovered so recently as 629
A.E. Could you el aborate on that?"

"dadly, M. Young, gladly," Tel emann said. "You rmust understand that there is
still an enornmous anount of analytical data to be accunul ated and i nterpreted,
but the main points of the matter are these: it night be an early hypership of
some ol d nerchant design-one of which we are at the nonent not famliar-or it
m ght be some anci ent sub-hyperspeed probe that coasted this far and then
crashed here."

Young | eaned forward eagerly, sensing an advantage. "Crashed? Crashed, did you
say?"

"I't could have happened,"” Tel emann said with a nonplussed | ook. "Those old
ion-drive vessels, for exanple, were known to travel enormous di stances on
very little thrust-and with no crew, only automatic progranmm ng." The
interviewer pressed a stud in the console next to his chair and a tape repl ay
flashed into life on the huge screen behind the center of the set. It showed
an aerial view of the Beta site. It was a bit fuzzy, indicating that it had
been taken froma very high altitude and then enhanced.

"Qur own overflights of the area,” Young said, "show this object to be in one
pi ece and in reasonably good condition. If this 'vessel,' as you call it, had
crashed, there would be a huge pile of scrap there, instead of what we see in
this tape. How do you explain that, Mjor?"

Tel emann shrugged. "It coul d have been programmed to nmake an automatic | andi ng
on the first planet encountered that was of a specific type."

This kid has done his homework, Tel emann thought. He's getting ready to go in
for the kill.

"Your replies seemquite vague, Major," Young said. "Does this represent the
best information you have on this-ah-situation?"

Tel emann | eaned back in his chair, using body |anguage to delude M. Young
into believing that he held the advantage. "It's not so nuch a matter of

i nformati on, M. Young," the Mjor said. "The question is nore one of
accurately interpreting the informati on we have. For example, one idea that
has been advanced is that this vessel mght be the [ ost portion of the

Fogl eberg Expedition.™”

"The Fogl eberg Expedition?" Young said hesitantly.

"Heavens, yes," Telemann said. "I thought everyone knew about the Fogl eberg



Expedition! One of the vessels was |lost. No trace has ever been found. Let ne
t hi nk, now what year was that?"

"Why-uh-yes. OF course | 'mfamliar with it," Young said.

"It's one of the possibilities we're | ooking into," Tel emann said. Now that
|'ve dragged you onto unfamliar ground, maybe you'll shut up on that |ine of
guesti oni ng, Tel emann thought.

"But why, Mijor," Young asked, "why the heavy security procedures and the
exclusion of the press fromthe site?"

"Excl usi on?" Tel emann said, slightly aghast. "Goodness, no. W' re not

excl udi ng anyone. For the nonent, though,'precautions nust be taken. W're
conducting a scientific excavation. W can't have a | ot of non-essenti al
peopl e tranpling around the place, muddying up the ar-cheol ogi cal evidence.
Haven't you been getting our information sheets? W put out a fact sheet and
an updat e broadcast every day."

Young was growing inpatient-a certain way to | ose control of the interview.
"Ml arkey," he said. "It's censorship. That's what it is."

Tel emann | ooked hurt. "But, M. Young," he said, "we 're freely sharing
information with the news nedia. Less than that would be a form of censorship;
and we don't practice censorship. | can't tell you anything we don't know,
however, much as you nmight wish ne to be able to-or nmuch as | mght wish to be
able to."

"You 're still not allowi ng the press free access," grunped Young.

Tel emann spread his hands i nnocently. "Now, surely you must know there's anple
precedent in cases like this. You re aware, |'msure, M. Young, that there
was a recent archeological dig on Thor. It was of a very delicate and

i mportant nature, and required a good deal of interpretation before
non-scientists could be allowed in-leaving footprints all about. That took
five years to open up to the press.” He paused a noment, waiting for Young to
start a reply, so he could step onit. "But, in the neantine, all the news
peopl e were kept informed with information and screen 'casts of the progress.”

"I's that the reason for all the Marines?" Young asked. "Marines who have
orders to shoot?"

Tel emann chuckl ed good-naturedly. "How do you know t hey have orders to shoot ?"
he asked. "W know," Young said.

"Have your reporters been crowding too close to the patrol limts?" Tel emann
asked ami ably.

Young made a sour face. "Let's get serious, Major," he said. "If this is as
sinmple as you say, why all the Marines, with or without orders to shoot?"

Tel emann conposed hinself into a grave and wi se figure, dropped his voice
about two tones and | ooked soul fully past Franklin Young, directly into the
lighted pickup. "Under the Federation Constitution, the Navy and the Marine
Corps are charged with the protection of the public and Federation citizens.

Li kewise, it is our responsibility to police the safety of friendly sapient
races. \Whatever is on North Beta, we have the legal obligation to make certain
there is no danger about it-" He shrugged. "-such as contam nation, radiation
| eakage; that is, nothing that might threaten the safety of any person

Fuzzi es are persons, too, you know. "



Young broke in. "This all seems a bit nel odramatic, Major. Do you nean to tel
me that the public welfare cones before the Navy's interests in this matter?"

Tel emann spread his hands, as though to show there was nothing concealed in
them "The briefest reading of the Federation Constitution will show that, M.
Young." Abruptly, he Il eaned forward. "Besides that, this object is on the
Fuzzy Reservation. The Marines are there at the express request of
Conmi ssi oner of Native Affairs Holl oway, and on the concurrance of Governor
CGeneral Rainsford. It's quite normal procedure-policing the safety of friendly
natives. | can't quote the regulation to you, but I'lIl be glad to furnish a
cCopy SO you may pass it on to your viewers."

Young settled in for the "heavy shot" that would round out the interview
Cinmb back in the ring and hope for a technical knockout, he thought.

"As you may be aware, Major Tel emann," he said, "there have been many
specul ations about this affair, some of theminvolving stories fromfairly
reliable sources, to the effect that this entire-ahh-scenario which you have
recited is only an el aborate coverup for sonething else.”

"Do you mean that bal derdash about a sunstone strike?" Tel emann said, as he
| eaned back relaxedly in his chair.

"For one," Young said. "Are you prepared to comment on that?"

"I don't have to be prepared to conment on it," Tel emann said, "because it's
nonsense. It's true there are sone renarkabl e sunstone deposits on the Fuzzy
Reservation, and | can see quite easily that some people night connect mnining
runors with our archeol ogical dig. If you stop to think, though, the Navy has
no interest-and no authority-to engage in mning operations."

Young broke in quickly. "How about 'policing the safety of friendly natives,’
upon whose reservation territory such a sunstone strike night have been nade?"
Tel emann | aughed wi th genui ne anmuserent. "I don't know, M. Young, whether or
not you are acquainted with M. Conmi ssioner Holloway. |If not, then |I'm
certain you' ve heard of the bulldog tenacity with which he guards the rights
and interest of the Fuzzies." He paused for a reply.

Young nodded agreenent.
"Well then, there you are," Tel emann said, again spreading his hands. "That's
the purpose of this interview, to informthe public of the facts as we know
them There is a need to restrain public reaction to these unfounded runors
about the activity on North Beta. Wiy, | heard a story just the other day that
this is all tied in with an inmpending invasion by aliens in battle cruisers.
Have you heard that one yet?"

"Yes," Young said, "yes, |I'mafraid | have."

"Well, then, "Telemann said, "it's plain that we both have the sane kind of
ridiculous runors to deal with-and they spread faster than we can get the
truth to the people.”

"I certainly agree with that," Young said gloomly. "Well, our time is just
about up. Thank you for being with us, Mjor. Qur guest today on Your News has
been Maj or Max Tel emann, TFMC, Public Information O ficer for the North Beta
Excavations, as they are comng to be called. This is Franklin Young for

Zar athustra News Servi ce. "



Victor Grego stubbed out his cigarette as he shut off the screen. "If they
want to 'informthe public,' as they so grandiosely refer to what they're

doi ng, why in blazes do they run this program at the m d-norning coffee-klatch
hour, when no one is watching but insomiac night-shift workers and indol ent
househol d hel p?"

Lesl i e Coonmbes assuned a | ook of nock astoni shnent. "Wy, Victor," he said.
"The news services are fulfilling their responsibilities to present all sides
of any given story- but, of course, in such a way that they can keep it best
stirred up in the public m nd. Now, they have run this very fair
representation of the Navy's side of things. It's "unfortunate' that the only
time available for the 'cast happened to be at this rather inopportune hour-in

ternms of wi de audience. But, be of good cheer; they' Il run sonme roaring
nonsense-designed to foment riots, if possible-around 1900 toni ght when
everyone on the planet will be watching."

"I"'msad to say you 're probably in close proximty to the truth, Leslie,"

Grego said. He yawned. "Well, | have a conpany to run, and you have a | egal
department to run. W' ve | oafed away the biggest end of an hour, here, and
must say | '"mnot any closer to sniffing out the trail than | was to begin
with."

Coonbes rose to | eave Grego's office.

Grego held up one hand, with the index finger pointing toward the ceiling.
"There's sonething, though- dammt-sonmething | can't put ny finger on." He

| ooked up at Coonbes. "Tell you what, Leslie," he said. "Drop 'round ny place
about 1730 for cocktails. 1'll either have it figured by then-or-mybe you can
jog this old brain a bit."

"I"ll see you then," Coonbes said.
Chapter 26

"Results! You dolts! | want results!" Hugo | ngermann angrily sl apped the off
switch on his comunications screen just as Franklin Young was signing off on
the Tel emann interview

He hurled hinmself back in his office chair and propped his chin on one fist.
"Bi ggest sunstone strike since the planet was opened, and you bungling |outs
can't find out anything about it beyond this-this-" He waved his other hand
petulantly. «"-this cover story about them digging up sone dammed ol d
spaceship. "

He | ooked around the room eyes glittering. "Mre nmen!" He | eaped to his feet.
"That's the ticket! W nust send nore nmen to Beta and spy this thing out!"

Hugo I ngermann was alone in his office.

The hard- backed ridge between the upland plateau of North Beta and the
Pi edmont and woods of South Beta was al ready begi nning to show up on new maps
as "Fuzzy Divide."

The sun that warmed Zarathustra was creeping up over the Cordilleras, filling
the Marine command car with shafts of orange light and shifting shadows as
Fuzzy Divide slid under its nose five thousand feet bel ow.

Gerd van Ri ebeek yawned. "It's barbaric, is what it is. It's kidnapping-drag a
man out of his bed at dawn."



"What it is, is fame," Holloway remarked, his smle making the points of his
nmust ache turn upwards. "Wether you know it or not, you and Ruth are likely
t he forenost Fuzzyol ogi sts on the planet."

"Hmmph, " Gerd said. "Wat about Juan Ji menez?"

Hol | oway wagged his hand, with the fingers spread.

"Good point, but I wouldn't give you six to five one way or the other."
"Imuaterial,"” Helton said.

"Why so?" Ruth asked.

"Jimenez is a CZC Conpany nan. That's the last thing | want around this

pl ace-for a while, anyway." Helton smled. "You people are involved with the
Native Affairs Conmm ssion. That neans you're under a certain anount of
government control in your research-and in the way you rel ease information

about it."

"Intimdating, isn't he?" Gerd sniffed as he sipped at his coffee.

"Businesslike, is the word I 'd use,"” Jack said. "W don't know what kind of
interest the CZC might have in this-or, for that matter, just what it's about.
When we know that, there'll be plenty of time to share data with them" "On
our terns," Ruth remarked. CGerd sipped at his coffee, again. "Minmmfied
Fuzzies," he said to no one in particular. "Are you sure?"

Hel ton shrugged. "Wapons systens are what | *msure of. | can't say."

"How | ong can they have been there?" Gerd asked, again of no one in
particul ar.

"M ght have been a very long time," Helton said.
Gerd chuckl ed. "Thought you couldn't say."

Hel ton gave hima level |look. "That's what | said," he remarked. "I didn't say
| had no opinion."

Jack | aughed out |oud. "There for you, Dr. Fuzzyol ogist."

Gerd waved a hand to indicate that he yielded the point and was ready to
listen.

"How do you think they got in there?" Holl oway asked.

Hel ton shrugged. "Like | said before-weapons systens and hardware are ny
specialty. What | can tell you is that we have mapped the entire ship. A lot
of it was caved in by the [ anding, but we have precise |locations for you of
the remains. You won't have to spend nmuch tine inside, and it's safe-as |ong
as you don't start tearing out bul kheads."

CGerd was tapping his nose with his index finger. "How closely can we date the
ship with the remai ns? W mi ght have sonmething very interesting, there.”

"We've done that," Helton said. "The renmains are younger than the ship is.”

"Whi ch doesn't prove a damed thing," Holloway said.



"That's my thought," Helton said.

CGerd took on an irritable look. ' "That's not what | nean," he said. "How ol d
are they?"

Helton's face brightened. He saw what Gerd neant imediately. "The remains are
ten to twelve centuries old-" Then he held up a cautioning finger. "-unless
there are hydrocarbon accel erati ons we know not hi ng about. That's why I
dragged you good people out of bed at such an ungen-teel hour."

"\What about the ship?" Ruth asked. "How old is it?"

Hel ton | ooked down at the deck under his feet for a monent. "W can't say
anything definite about that. Maybe | ess than two thousand years ol d- maybe
nore. We have to do a | ong rundown on the oxides to get anything close to a
guess. "

"You realize, of course," Gerd said, "that trying to accurately date the
remains while they're still inside the ship is pretty unreliable."

Hel ton nodded. "Yes, and | also realize that we have no one at the site with
anything resenbling the skill to do a proper job of renoving them and maki ng a
t hor ough anal ysi s-whi ch, | suppose, explains O Bannon *s instant approval of
my idea to inmport some Fuzzyol ogists and do the job correctly.™

"Col onel O Bannon is an intelligent man," Gerd said, nodding affirmatively.
"For a Marine," Helton said.

After the general |aughter had subsided, Jack Hol Il oway chuffed thoughtfully on
his pipe for a nmonment, then |ooked seriously at Helton. "Phil;" he said,
"remenber what | said about you not 'sirring' very many peopl e?"

"Yes, sir," Helton replied with a broad grin.
"Aside fromthe fact that he's obviously a conpetent man," Holloway said, "why
do you show himthat kind of respect?"

Helton's face took an i medi ate change of expression. "Because he's not in awe
of me," Helton said. "Captains junp when | growl . Senior officers solicit ny
opi nion before they proceed. O Bannon al ways knows exactly what he's doing.
He's not about to be dazzled by the mystique of the omipotent Master Gunnie.
So, | defer to himunless |I think he's wong."

Victor Grego had slogged his way through a | uncheon neeting in the Board Room
wi th several of his division managers, solving problens and maki ng deci si ons
in areas they should have been able to manage w t hout his advice. That was, he
t hought, why they were called "managers." Now he sat behind the large desk in
his own office, |eaned back in his chair, and lit a cigarette. It mght just
be tine to shake up the | eadership in a few departnments-a wonderful way to
convey the idea to everyone that the Manager-in-Chief was not just sitting on
his duff, reading reports.

O course, this thing on North Beta had everyone up in the air-runors and
runors of runmors. Harry Steefer's overflight readouts on the excavation and
the "object” indicated that it was likely made of titanium but none of the
spies fromthe CZC Police who had been shunted over to Beta had conme up with
anyt hing positive on just what the thing was.

Grego bl ew snoke at the ceiling and watched his lazily turning gl obe of



Zarat hustra. It would be just about norning coffee-break time at the North
Bet a Excavations. He forned a nental picture of dusty Marines lining up to get
their coffee and pastry. A whole battalion of Marines.

Suddenly, he sprang forward in his chair and tapped the switch on his private
conmuni cati on screen. After the swirling burst of color dissolved, Mra
Fallada 's face appeared in it. He could tell he had interrupted her at sone
task. "Myral" he said. "Get ne Juan Jinenez at Science Center- instantly."

Myra frowned. "Yes, M. Gego," she said.

Grego stubbed out the cigarette. In less than a m nute, Juan Ji nenez appeared
as Myra switched in the channel. "Wat is it, Victor?" Jinmenez asked.

"Juan," Grego said, "isn't there a scientific principle which states an
organi sm does not evolve a need for any elenent that isn't fairly plentiful in
t he environnent ?"

Ji menez stroked his chin. "Yes-yes, Victor, there is. | can't recall it at the
nmonent though-1 nmean to nane or state it. | can find out for you. How soon do
you need the data?" -

"Yesterday," Grego said vigorously. "Can you have it by five-1 nean everything
about it." It was not a question

Ji menez | ooked benused. "Why-uh-1 expect so. It's likely stored in with the
xenobi ol ogy bank. 1'll put someone right onit."

Grego frowned. "No, no, no, Juan. Do it yourself. Don't |et anyone know what
you're pulling out of the computer. And don't discuss it with anyone."

"This rmust be pretty dammed big," Jinmenez said. His face took on an
aggravated |l ook. "I nean, for common scientific data that's available to
anyone who wants to look it up."

"That's not the point," Gego said briskly. "Dig up everything you can and
bring hard copies to ny apartnent at 1730. Then, if we have what | think we
have, 1'll explainit all to you."

Ji menez frowned and pursed his lips.
"-Honest," Grego said.

"You mean you want a barracks cover in a child' s size,
sai d.

the supply sergeant

"No, no, Sam" Vidal Beltran said exasperatedly. "Wien | say this big-" He
hel d out both hands with thunmbs and forefingers circled. "-1 nean Fuzzy size."

The supply sergeant reared back in nmock surprise. "Ch, well-why didn 't you
say so? W don't have those in regular issue. To get one that small you'l
have to go to officer's supply.”

Beltran gnawed his cigar. "Wat | want you to do, Sam is take one and cut it
down to fit a Fuzzy."

"Whi ch Fuzzy?" Sam asked.

"The one that's the drillmster for the Fuzzies that live up here in this
val ley," Beltran said.



"Kind of like a badge of office, you nean," Sam said.
Bel tran gnawed his cigar-nore happily this tine. "Yeah," he said. "He oughta
have a hat."

Sam | eaned on the edge of his console. "Hmmmm" he said. "I can cut down the
frame and the sweat band-and the cover. The visor, though; that'll have to be
conpl etely redesi gned. Hnmmmm "

"Come on, Sam" Beltran said. "You can do it froma conmponent pattern."
"Hhmmm " TSam said, shifting his weight to the other el bow

"Look, Sam" Beltran said, "I'lIl get your section sone goodies fromthe ness."
Sam strai ghtened, suddenly nore interested. "Wat kind of goodi es?" he asked.

As Juan Jinmenez stepped out of the lift at the penthouse | evel, he was not
t hi nki ng of the packet of data printout which was under his arm He was not
t hi nki ng of why Victor G ego was in such a hell of a rush to get the

i nformati on.

He was thi nki ng about the inconvenience of shuffling around his cocktail date
with Liana Bell. Probably better to push it up to dinner, anyway. There woul d
be much nore time to talk with her that way. He coul d denonstrate his
savoir-faire with the wine list. Perhaps it would be appropriate to dine at
Alfredo's. It couldn't hurt to start things off with a bit of a splash.

Now, if | can just break | oose fromthis neeting by-oh- 1930 or so.

Jimenez was startled out of his rum nations by the sudden opening of the
portal and the appearance of Leslie Coonbes' slender and suavely el egant self
on the other side of the doorway.

"Come in, Juan," Coonbes said. "Victor's in the kitchen, just fixing
cocktails. Wuld you care for one?"

"Yes, Leslie; yes | would,"” Jinmenez said. "I had to juggle around a cockt ai
date to get this stuff over here.” He wanted to get that one in. He hadn't
been Director of Science Center all that long and it showed a certain devotion
to the Conpany. Wien they were confortably situated in the living room

Ji menez opened the packet and read over the main points which he had al ready
hi ghli ghted on the printout that afternoon in his office. He laid down the
sheaf of paper on the coffee table. "That's all the data we have on it at

Sci ence Center," he said. "I think | see what you're driving at, Victor. The
postul ates of Garrett's Theoremindicate the disturbing notion mat Fuzzies may
not be native to Zarathustra. There's utterly no evidence to support such an

i dea, though. "

"I knew it!" Gego interrupted. He smacked the table with his fist, hard
enough to make the nibblenents bow junp about a centimeter off the surface.

Lesli e Coonmbes pursed his lips. "Knew what?" he asked in an irritated tone.

Grego beaned. "Don't you get the drift? Al this crap - about the North Beta
Excavations . . . If the wecked spaceship story is true, and // Garrett's
Theoremis true, and if Fuzzies aren't native to Zarathustra, then that

wr ecked ship m ght be how they got here."



Ji menez sipped at his drink. "That's all a little preposterous, Victor," he
sai d.

Grego pierced himwith a gaze. "So was hyperdrive-five hundred years ago," he
sai d evenly.

"Now, now, chaps," Coonbes remarked. "W're not arguing a court case or
anyt hi ng. "

"I"mglad you brought that up, Leslie," Gego said, "because | was just about
to. Leslie; do you know if Garrett's Theorem has ever been used as evidence in
a court case?" Coonbes chuckled. "I doubt it, Victor. It's only a theory."

Grego was deadly serious. "Just the sanme," he said, "I want you to check it
out thoroughly in case law. Find out if it's ever been rajged as any kind of
evidence in a court case."

Lesli e Coonbes averted his eyes. "I'Il look into it first thing tonorrow, " he
sai d.

Ji menez took another sip of his drink and fetched sone ni bbl ements for

hi nsel f. He had never seen Victor Gego in such a state. "Victor," he said
hesitantly, "this is only a matter of speculation on the part of an obscure
scientist. Wiy all the excitenent?"

Grego sloshed the brandy in his snifter irritably. "If we can nount a | egal
action which cites case law involving Garrett's Theorem" he said, "we may
stand a chance of getting the Conpany's charter back. Don't you see?" He

| ooked around the table, seeking a glimer that the other two men seened to
follow his line of reasoning.

Lesli e Coombes was nervous. "Victor, "he said, "even if there is case |aw
precedent on-ah-Garrett's Theorem we haven't got anything resenbling a chance
of wi nning such a suit. There just isn't enough evidence that we can prove."

Grego frowned deeply. "W don't have to prove a con-founded thing, Leslie," he
said. "All we have to do is-1 believe the phrase in your business is-'raise a

reasonabl e doubt' in the mnds of a jury. The case will stay in the courts for
years, anyway. |In the neantime, naybe we can get sone of the Conpany's assets

unfrozen and start showing a profit again."

"I can see that," Jinenez said thoughtfully. "Wy, the expert testinony al one

wi Il eat up hundreds of hours."

"You see?" (ego asked triunphantly. "It will buy us sone tine. Wiile it's al
churning around in the | egal system new information may come to |ight which
will help us. On the other hand, it may hurt us. But, at least we'll be doing
somet hing. W& can say that we've done sonethi ng-and sooner or |later we'll have

to be able to say that, because sooner or |ater sonmebody fromthe Board of
Directors is going to cone out here with a tar-bucket and a feather pill ow and
want to know why we've been carrying the Col onial CGovernnent with Conpany
funds. "

"And sitting on our hands while we do it," Jinenez added.

"Precisely,"” Grego said.

Coonbes stroked his long, aristocratic jaw. "Hmmmm" he said. "There're good
points to what you say. But after |'ve done the check on case law in ny
conputer, 1'd like to talk to Fred Pendarvis and see how he woul d feel about



such a case."

"No!" Grego said enphatically. "Judge Pendarvis is exactly the man | want to
try the case. The lawis his religion. If anyone talks to himabout it before
we file, he'll disqualify hinmself fromsitting. After it's on the docket-and
it will be onhis docket-we can confer in chanbers. That's the tinme to find out
how he feels."

Ji menez was | ooking at his watch. A smile flickered over G ego's face. "Cot a
date, Juan?" he asked.

Ji menez | ooked up quickly.

Coonbes turned his thin features in Gego's direction, with the half-anmused
expression he always wore. "He said sonething about that when he got here," he
sai d.

Ji menez | ooked pai ned. He was being teased about Liana and he knew it, but he
knew it was only teasing.

"Well, no matter," Grego said. "I think we've done about all there is to be
done for the monent. We'll get back on this as soon as Harry Steefer's people
conme up with sonething we can put sone wei ght behind about this hyper-ship

t hi ng. "

Grego glanced up at the readout on the wall. "Besides," he said, "Christiana
wi Il be bringing D anmond hone from Governnnment House any time now." He got to
his .feet. "Anyone for a refill before we break up?" "l've got to be going,"
Jimenez said. "I'll have just a splash with you," Coonbes said, "until Mss

Stone arrives."

No sooner were they confortably situated in the living roomthan Christiana
did arrive with Dianond. Grego | eaped to his feet and took her wap.

Lesl i e Coonmbes was bermused. This was the only occasion he could recall when he
had ever seen Victor G ego rise to greet one of his own enpl oyees.

As the screen cleared, a young man in gray sem -formals | ooked out of it at
I van Bow by. For a nonment, Bow by did not recognize him Then he said, "Good
eveni ng, Ant hony."

"Hell o, M. Bow by," Anthony said. "I thought I'd give you a call before the
di nner - hour rush started."

Bow by concealed his irritation. "Wat is it, Anthony?"

"Well," Anthony said, "when you hel ped ne out of that bind over the
chuckl eweed | ast year, | told you |I'd keep ny eyes open for you. | think | may
have sonmething that would interest you. | don't know "

"Yes?" Bow by said.

"You renenber that prostie you put out of business in Junktown?" Then he added
qui ckly, "The one | hel ped you out on?"

"Yes. "Bow by said.

"She was in here a couple nights ago for dinner-with Victor Grego." Anthony
paused to let the remark soak in.



Bow by sat straight up in his chair. "Are you sure?" he asked sharply.

"Sure |'msure,"” Anthony said. "They sat on ny station-and there was a Fuzzy
with them They was all very friendly."

"How do you think she's connected with G ego?" Bow by asked.

"I don't know," he said. "I gotta go now Walter's |looking at me with the bad
eye." Anthony broke the connection

I van Bow by sat back in his chair and peered at the ceiling. Whatever it is,
he thought, she's connected with Grego. Ingernmann has been foanming at the
mouth to get an information source inside the CZC, and | think-if she's trying
to turn straight-that it shouldn't be too big a job to persuade her to help
out. Hmmmm | think | can turn this one into ready cash.

Phil Helton junped down fromthe edge of the ranp about two feet fromthe
bottom He had two pair of coveralls slung over his arm "Here," he said to
the van Riebeeks. "Slip these on. It's pretty dirty and dusty in there."

"What if we get lost?" Ruth asked as they both started shucking on the
coveralls.

Helton smled. "Can't happen," he said. "W' ve strung engineer's tape to the
| ocations of the remains. Just followit in and followit out."

"Ruth and Gerd clinbed the steps up the portable scaffol ding and picked up two
power-lights fromthe pile of equi pnment there. They took a | ook around the rim
of the excavation, where Marine guards were posted to restrict access to the
wr eck, |ooked down at Helton and Hol | oway, then bent down and crawl ed into the
aft hatch of the whatever-it-was. "Wat kind of drive systemdid this thing
have, Phil?" Hol |l oway asked. "Any idea yet?"

"I can' t say for sure," Helton replied. "What we do knowis that it was
housed in the sphere part, there, that's aft and between the | egs of the
rear-extending nacelles. It's going to be a puzzle, because it's just about
all nelted together into one big lunp."

"And that's what forced the ship to land here." Holloway said. "Am | right?"

"Likely," Helton said. "It used to be larger than what we see now. The ship
may have been intending to | and and what nelted down the drive was the cause
of it crashing on the nountainside. From exam ning the | ower decks, |'d say

she was in trouble and maki ng an emergency set-down-this isn't the ideal spot
to land sonmething that big."

"So you think the Iift drive-or whatever their equivalent was-finally quit,
maybe a hundred neters up," Holl oway suggested.

Hel ton nodded. "Yep," he said. "The hel msman was a good one, though. He
brought her in on forward nomentumtoward the valley floor and used the
mountain slope as a ranp to brake mass-vel ocity against gravity. Kept her
pretty much in one piece."

"Do you think you can ever figure out what kind of drive it was?" Hol | oway
asked. "If it didn't operate on the sanme principle as the Dillingham we could
learn a lot fromit."

Hel ton shrugged. "W can but try, "he said. "W'Ill dope out as much as we can
by taking the drive apart as far as possible-until we get to the fused parts.



Then we'll do test borings of the nmelted areas and map the core sanples. Maybe
we can work out a crude plan of what the guts of the thing used to | ook like."

Li ght was reflecting off the inside surface of the open hatch. The van
Ri ebeeks emerged and stood up on the scaffold platform Even fromthe distance
Hol | oway could tell they were shaken

Once back on the ground, Gerd turned to Helton. "W're going to have to get
some equi prent and technicians up here," he said.

Hel ton nodded. "I can authorize that. Wat do you think?"

"W can't be positive," Ruth said, "until we nove the skel etons and renains
back to Holl oway Station, take measurements, and make conparisons with our own
Fuzzy data under |aboratory conditions . "

She paused and Gerd finished the sentence for her. "It |ooks |Iike we have
found some Fuzzy bones."

Chapter 27

Li eut enant Col onel Janmes O Bannon stroked his beard and | ooked at Maj or Max
Tel emann in a way that not even that expert reader of human character could
fathom "I watched your 'screen interview in Mallorysport with that young news
anal yst," he said.

Tel emann's face brightened into a warmsmle. "And how did you like it,
Col onel ?"

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Max-lying to that kid on the air-even if
it is in our best interests at the nonent." Tel enann put on his astoni shed
look. "Lie? Me lie? O course | didn't liel™

O Bannon | eaned forward slightly. "It sounded that way fromny end," he said.
"Ch, heavens, no," Telemann said. "OfF course not. Every word | said was a
perfectly truthful exanple of sone |ine of speculation that we're working on
The interviewer nmerely assumed that | was tal ki ng about exclusively Terran
vessel s." Tel emann shrugged. "It's not nmy fault if his attention is so
preoccupied with the Federation that he never thought of the notion there

m ght be another race with hyperdrive." He shrugged again.

A faint smle played over O Bannon's face. He was silent for a nonent as he
flicked an i magi nary speck of dust fromthe toe of his boot.' Telemann," he
said finally, "If I "mever stupid enough to stand for public office, will you
be ny press agent?"
"Why, certainly, sir," Telemann said, "but | can't imagi ne why a man of your
intelligence would want to run for elected office."

Ben Rai nsford stormed back and forth in his office, chuffing madly on his

pi pe. "Why can't they run this like a proper dig?" he denmanded. "Regardl ess of
what they've got-or think they've got. Archeology is an exact science. You
don't go in and conduct a dig with mani pul ators and power shovels, for CGhu's
sake! "

@Qus Brannhard was excited about exactly nothing. He rested his huge frane in
an easy chair. Only his eyes foll owed Rainsford as he paced. "Be realistic,
Ben," he said. "You know as well as | do that there isn't a really trained
archeol ogi st on the whol e planet."



Rai nsford jabbed his index finger toward the ceiling. "lIt's an affront to
science and the scientific method! That's what it is!"

"And there isn't time," Brannhard added quietly.

"I'f you don't have time to do it right the first time," Rainsford said as he
noi sily knocked out his pipe in the ashtray, "when will you have tine to do it
correctly?"

Brannhard chuckl ed, which made Rai nsford even nadder. "Be practical, Ben," he
said. "The TFMC hel ped out the ZNPF when they were short-handed. Then they
found this whatsis up in Fuzzy Valley. The Navy becane very interested and
wanted to know all about it and dammed quick, so they butted into the
situation. Now, you know as well as | do that when the Navy thinks it's

i mportant to find out sonething, archeol ogy, or any other science, is going to
be sucking hind tit."

"Ch, Nifflheimwith it!" Rainsford said as he hurled hinmself into the chair
behi nd the desk. "Now then, what the bl azes are we going to do about this
range war on Delta Continent? Wio do we indict and how do we catch then®"

"Sir," Helton said, "the scanner crew s report fromyesterday has a very
interesting itemin it."

Scanner crews had been conbing Fuzzy Valley, |ooking for nore buried titanium
They had found sone, and dug it up, but it was nostly scraps-presumably debris
fromthe weck. Not very interesting.

O Bannon rubbed the first two fingers of his right hand back and forth across
hi s expressionl ess forehead. "Go on," he said.

"It seens there is a large cavern behind the rockfall on the nountainside,"”
Hel ton said. "There are several good-sized titaniumobjects inside."

"Mhrnmmm " O Bannon said. "Wat's your recomrendation?"
"I think we should tunnel in and find out about it," Helton said flatly.

"How does Casagra feel about this idea?" O Bannon asked.

"He concurs,"” Helton replied.

"Then why isn't he here to say so?" O Bannon asked.

Hel ton grimaced. "He's re-depl oying sone of the guard detachnment. Asks that
you excuse him and says he'll talk to you about it after Officers Call."

"I see," O Bannon said. "How would you go about boring this tunnel ?"

Hel ton shrugged. "The best way available. | mean, when | have a readout on
what equi prrent of that nature is avail able on Xerxes, then | can pick the best
met hod from what we have at hand."

O Bannon got to his feet. "Okay, Gunnie. Get your shopping list and pick out
what you think is the best shovel. I'lIl talk to Casagra and get back to you."

The airboat bobbed slightly as it eased slowy down the canyon, close to the
ground, taking advantage of whatever cover there was.



"Take it easy, Alex," Jinmmy said.

Al ex | ooked pained. "This is very delicate," he said. "It makes ne nervous."

"Not as nervous as you'll be if you scratch up Ingernmann 's airboat," chined
inathird man.

Al ex half-turned fromthe controls. "Ch, be quiet, Mrrie," he said to the
third man. "It just nakes ne nore nervous."

A large beefy man in the rear of the boat suddenly junmped to his feet. "Look
out!" he shout ed.

Alex jerked around in tine to see that he was headi ng straight for a rock
out croppi ng. He swerved to miss it and barely regained control after the

evasi on.

The beefy man came forward toward the pilot's station. "Listen, A ex," he

said, "if you can't handle this thing maybe | ought to take over."
"You can have it, Squint," Alex said. "I don't know what |'m doing driving
this thing, anyway. | don't have any experience working this close. |I'm scared

to death."
"Al'l right, then," Squint said. "Why didn't you say so to begin wth?"

The fifth man was topside, sitting in a stowage sling, with about half his
body sticking out of the open top hatch. His job was to watch the sky for
Marine patrols. Hi s nane was Dave. "Listen, you guys," he said. "Not so fast.
Look up there to the left, just above that bench.”

Ji my stooped down and | ooked out the front of the boat, while everyone el se
scranbl ed for a | ook. "Wat do you make of it?" Dave asked. "Looks like fresh
blasting in the rock to ne," Mrrie said. "Either that," Dave said, "or a big
crack opened up by an earthquake." He junped down to the deck, sw nging his
wei ght on the cargo straps. "Take it on up to the | edge, Alex. Let's see
what's what."

Above the sandstone | edge, layers of flint and congl omerate were | aying
vertically at an angle. Apparently an earthquake had cracked these apart,
maki ng a fissured passage-way w t hout disturbing the sandstone bench

Dave stroked his chin. "Ledge ain't w de enough to set down the boat. | sure
would Iike to see what's in there." "You think sonmebody's been diggin' for
sunstones in there?" Squint asked.

"That's what we're supposed to be lookin'" for," Jimry said.

"But we can't set the boat down," Alex whined. "Let's just forget it.

"No," Dave said. "No, | want to see what's in there." Mrrie had been peering
at the | edge, which couldn't be nmore than several neters w de. "Look," he
said, "Alex can ease the boat over so the side hatch is above the | edge and

| et down the hatch while he keeps it | ocked on hover. The four of us will junp
out and go in for a |ook."

Al ex | ooked angui shed. "I can't hold it on hover that close all the tine
you're in there."

Squint glared at him "You don't have to, stupid,” he said. "After we're out,



shut the hatch and hide this thing someplace on the canyon fl oor-but somepl ace
where you can see the | edge. When we cone out, we '11 give you the high sign
and you can bring her back up and get us."

Dave and Jinmy were al ready gathering up sone |ight-packs and a coupl e of
vi br ohanmmer s.

Once inside, the four found thenselves in a long, fissured chanber that cane
together at the top in an acute angle.

As he shined his light around, Jimry whistled in amazenent. "Ww, " he said.
"You don't think this thing could fall in on us, do you?"

"OfF course not," Squint snapped. "Can't you see the rocks is |eanin' together
at the top? They're hol ding each other up."

"Come on," Dave said. "Let's see what's up ahead."

About a hundred neters into the nountain, the slowy narrow ng fissure had
pi nched down to the point that a man could go no farther. Frustrated, they
began to shine their |ights around.

"Boy it sure is hot in here," Mrrie said. "It's hard to breathe."
"Great Ghu!" Jinmy said, suddenly alarmed. "You don't think we're inside a
vol cano, do you?"

Everyone | ooked unconfortable for a nonent.

"Naw, " Squint said. Proud of his deductive powers, he added,"We didn 't see no
vol canoes from up above did we?"

"It could be dormant," Jimy said. "What if-"

Before the argunment could start, Mrrie let out a shout of surprise. "Hey!
Hey, you guys-lookit this."

Squint turned his light to the sane spot on the sandy floor as Mrrie's was.
"So what," he said. "You found some shiny pebbles.”

Morrie bent down and snatched up two of the shiny beanshaped pebbles. He
rubbed t hem between his palns, then slowy opened his hands. There was a
slight glow coming fromw thin his cupped pal ns.

"Jeez," Dave said. "They are sunstones!"™ "Aw, come on," Jinmmy said. "You don't
find sunstones just laying around. They have to be cracked out of solid flint.
Everybody knows that."

Dave frowned. "Well, then, sonmebody has been diggi ng sunstones in here."

"No, no." Morrie shook his head. "It's too hard to get themout of the flint.
When a guy finally gets one, he puts it in a little bag. Nobody woul d be
carel ess enough to drop a hal f-dozen of themon the floor, unless-" He shined
his light down the fissure. "-Unless sonebody was stashing a whol e bunch of

t hem away, down there. Then sone could get dropped without anybody noticing."

"A man can't get through there," Dave announced with authority. "It isn't w de
enough. "

"A Fuzzy coul d have though-stupid," Squint said. "A Fuzzy could be trained to



do that."

"Jeez," Dave said. "There could be enough sunstones back there to nake us al
rich for life. Wat are we waiting for? Let's take the vibrohamrers and open
up this narrow spot-see what we find."

"\What about I ngermann?" Jinmy asked. ' "The hell with him" Squint said.
"We'l | take a handful back to himand keep the rest."

"Just enough to get himexcited," Mrrie said. "Right," Squint said, "and
whil e he's schemng how to get over here and steal, we all get the hell off
t he planet as fast as we can."

Morri e picked up one vibrohamrer. "That's assunming we find anything."
"Only one way to find out," Squint said, picking up the other one. "W '11
spel |l each other on these. You two guys go back to the opening and get sone
fresh air. W'll call you when it's your turn."

The conmuni cati ons sergeant cane hurrying toward Phil Helton and Captain
Casagra, peering at a sheet of printout in his hand as he wal ked briskly
al ong.

"What have they got on Xerxes that we can use?" Helton asked rhetorically as
t he sergeant gave himthe sheet. Helton held it over to one side so Casagra
could see the list.

The sergeant sidled around so he could | ook over Helton's shoul der

"Hmmmm " Helton said. "Collapsiumcutter. That's no good. Heading drill, 1.5
meter. Do the job, but we have to shore up behind it, and it could still get
t he whol e slide noving-cover up the weck all over again." He snorted
derisively. "Power shovel, Mark X. Terrific. We have those, but | don't think
we want to nake a life's work out of taking the slide apart. Ahhhh. M 79
terrene. That gives us a two-neter headwall and it glasses up the tunne
behind itself. What do you think, Captain?"

Casagra cleared his throat. "Sounds good to me. They use it to bore
passageways on Xerxes. It wouldn't set up any stresses in the rockpile."

"Good," Helton said. "Check it off. Wait. | have to sign for it, too."

After Helton had signed the inventory sheet for the piece of equipnent,
Captain Casagra did the sane. "Ckay," Helton said as he handed the printout
back to the comunicati ons sergeant. "Hop this over to Col onel O Bannon, get
his approval, and transmt it back to Xerxes. Don't forget to tell themwe
want their own operations and nmai ntenance people to cone down with it. | sure
don't know how to run the thing; only seen one once before."

The sergeant gul ped. "Col onel O Bannon? Hi nsel f?" Helton smled." Sure. He
won't bite your head off. He just |ooks like he might."

As Helton and Casagra wal ked away, their boots crunching in the dry soil of
Fuzzy Val |l ey, Casagra spoke. "Did the Fuzzy Institute people get everything
t hey want ed?"

"Indeed,"” Helton replied. ' "They 're all back at Holl oway Station, now, with
their Fuzzy bones-furiously analyzing everything, | imagine."

"How soon do they think they'll have sonething for us," Casagra asked.



"They think a couple of days; either confirmation or denial of authenticity.
CGerd van Riebeek is coming up sonmetine tonorrow. He's going to interviewthe
two Marine technicians who made the find, take sone tapes of the weck-that
sort of thing."

Casagra | ooked al arnmed. "Tapes? Visual records? Does O Bannon know about
this?"

Hel ton nodded. "He wasn't too thrilled about it at first, but when Gerd
offered to let himreview the tapes before they left the site and censor out
anyt hi ng he wanted, there wasn't rmuch he could object to."

The stalwart five on the other side of the nmountain were having their
difficulties. They would chip away enough rock fromthe sides of the fissure
to allow a man through, only to find the passage narrowed again |less than a
dozen meters further. They labored in shifts; one could only stand about a
hal f-hour's work in the close, oppressive heat of the passage. But they kept
at it, because every tine they broke through a narrow place they would find a
few nore sunstones. All of them had the fever by now. Sunstone fever.

"Listen," Dave said. "W better quit till nmorning. It's al nbst dark outside.”

Squi nt | eaned back, gasping for breath. "So what? It's dark in here all the
time. We can keep working with the lights."

"That's not what he neans,"” Mrrie said. "The lights in here will show out
t hrough the nouth of the fissure."

Dave nodded. "Marine patrol be on us within an hour unless we shut down."

"Aw, " Squint said. "W 're a good hundred-fifty nmeters inside the nountain by
now. "

Dave frowned. "Yeah," he said, "and you can see a lighted match or a cigarette
coal for two kiloneters- especially out here where it's really dark, with no
city lights or anything."

They made a dark canp in the airboat, squabbled endl essly over how to divide
up the sunstones already found, and had an uninspiring dinner of Ex tee-Three.

As each nman fell asleep, exhausted, he curled his hand around the pistol he
had sneaked under his pillow

Chapter 28

It was that indeterminate time when it is neither night nor dawn. There was
only enough light to discern that |ight was coming. The dark, gray, hunpbacked
shapes of Marine vehicles and inflatable tentage were just visible in the
pal er gray light that was slowy brightening in the east. Lights were on in
the kitchen scow, where the ness sergeant and his crew had al ready been
wor ki ng for about an hour. Lights were on in the conmuni cati ons center, where
the duty NCO stood in the aft hatchway, watching the Iight grow, and
scratching hinsel f. Then he yawned and stretched, turned, and went back to his
noni t or screens.

O Bannon was pulling on his left sock when his comunication screen chined
softly, indicating a routine transm ssion

It's starting already, O Bannon thought. He reached over and tapped the key.



When the image cl eared, he said, very sinmply, "O Bannon."

The face in the screen was that of an anxi ous young nman. He was wearing field
greens, a single bar, and a worried look. "Sir, "he said nervously.

"Li eut enant Crocker reporting."

There was a pause.

O Bannon rubbed his hand across his forehead. "Well, then, Crocker," he said.
"Report."
"Yes, sir," Crocker said. "The intruder we |ogged yesterday norning stil

hasn't turned up. | think they've gone to ground sonepl ace inside the
reservation."”

O Bannon grinmaced. "Well, then, they'd be sitting still, wouldn't they? If you
‘re on the nove and they 're sitting still, it shouldn't be too hard to spot
them should it, Lieutenant?"

Li eut enant Crocker | ooked unconfortable. "No, sir-no, sir; it shouldn't. I'm
certain we'll turn themup. In any case, |'ve taken steps to nake sure they
don't get out of the area."

"I think that's an excellent approach, Crocker," O Bannon said, with just the
right tone of cynicismin his voice, "because if they do, |I think we can find
you a sonewhat |ess sensitive job-on Nifflheim or, perhaps, Yggsdrasil."

The nuscl es around Crocker's eyes were beginning to tighten. "I understand,
Col onel ," he said.

"Have you run an inbound spiral search?" O Bannon asked.
"Uh-no, sir," Crocker said. "W've been doing standard grid."

O ' Bannon softened his expression. Al ready scared the kid to death, he
thought. Time nowto prop himup a bit. "Try running an inbound spiral. Five
cars. Slideback formation. That should flush "emif they're down in the brush
somepl ace. "

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir," Crocker said.

"Ckay, son," O Bannon replied. "Report back before evening chow. "

Jack Hol l oway and Gerd van Ri ebeek m ssed breakfast by a mile, but they
arrived at Fuzzy Valley in time for the m d-norning coffee-break

Sergeant Beltran notioned them aside. "You guys don't |ook like you ate yet
today," he said. "Huh?"

They bot h shook their heads.

Bel tran nodded in approval of his own sagacity. "Cone on over to the kitchen

scow. I'Il fix you sonmething up. You can't get by till lunch on coffee and
pastry."
When they energed fromthe kitchen scow, well-fed and still narveling at the

meal which Beltran had whi pped up on the spur of the nonment-using odds and
ends-an enornous closed cargo scow was just settling out of the sky. Its

| andi ng point was m dway between the excavated weck and the rockslide over
t he cave-nout h.



Phil Helton was on the ground, tal king the | ander chief down to the right
spot. O Bannon, Stag well, and Casagra were off to one side, observing the
oper ati on.

"Cone on, GCerd," Jack said. "Let's see what this is all about."

By the time they had wal ked to the site the scow had settled to the ground and
lurched off contragravity.

After greetings had been exchanged, the flight crew had al ready secured the
scow, the equi prent crew had grounded the hatch-ranp, and a nan wearing field
greens and an orange cap was crunching across the ground toward t hem

As the man drew cl oser, Holloway could see a black stencil on his left shirt
pocket; an engineer's hammer, framed by the inverted " V " of a nason's square
at the bottom and a spread divider conpass at the top. "TFN' was stencil ed

bel ow t he design

The man stopped, saluted the officers, and said, "Master Chief Construction
Mate Lyman Byers reporting, sir. The difficult we do inmrediately; the
i mpossi ble may take a whole shift."

O Bannon returned the salute and | ooked slightly bilious. These guys fromthe
construction battalion even have their own conplinments on the |load-list, he
t hought. He inclined his head toward Hel ton

Chi ef Byers' face brightened as he anbled his |anky frane over to where Helton
was standing with Jack and Gerd. "Whatcha" need, GQunnie? Gotta bore a big hole
i n sonet hi ng, huh?"

Cear was al ready coming out of the scow, to where the equi pnment crew was
laying it out in precise rows on the ground.

Helton outlined his requirenents as Byers listened attentively-with a
concentration that was far different fromhis previous country-boy attitude.

"Take your own soundings," Helton said. "I want the shortest, straightest
tunnel you can manage, but | want you to pull out when the headwall is about
six inches short of breaking into the cavern. Can you cut it that fine?"

"No problem @unnie," Byers said seriously. "If the inside face of the
rockfall was perfectly vertical, my operator could cut it fine enough to |eave
you a wi ndowpane, if'n you wanted one."
Helton smled. "Ckay, get to it, then." By nowthe terrene itself had cone out
of the scow, on its own contragravity skid. It had the | ook of a short, fat
torpedo with a snubbed-off nose. Directly behind it cane the control cabin, a
collapsiumhull ed affair of smaller dianeter than the terrene head. It housed
all the sensors, controls, and pickups, as well as the operator. To the rear
of it, it carried a collapsium counterwei ght, so that when the entire affair
was on contragravity and working, the weight of the terrene to the front was
bal anced to |l evel by the counterweight at the rear. As Byers |oped off across
the dry soil, his crew was al ready swarni ng over the equi pnent at the
conplicated task of mating the terrene with its control cabin.

"Your men are pretty flanmboyant-with those blinding orange caps, aren't they?"
Gerd asked of no one in particular.

"Ch, there's a reason for it," Helton said. "That's a damed dangerous pi ece



of gear, especially when it's hot. They wear those gaudy caps so they can tel
the players fromthe spectators. Anyone not wearing a |oud orange cap gets
within a hundred nmeters of that thing, the crew chief goes out and runs him
of f, be he captain, corporal, or general."

Hol loway's itch of curiosity was getting the best of him "Y know, Phil, 1've
heard about those things, but |'ve never really seen one."

"That's not surprising," Helton said. "There are only six of themin the
entire Federation Navy."

"Well, how does the damed thing work, is what | want to know, " Holl oway said.
"All 1've ever heard is that it bores holes in solid rock-which nmakes no sense
to me of itself.” "In a nutshell,” Helton continued, "there's a nucl ear
reactor inside the terrene itself. There are little bitty ones in the twenty
centimeter nodels they use to bore drainage lines and air vents. There's a
one-neter nodel. It nakes a tube big enough for a man to crawl around in and
string conmo lines and fiber optic bundles along the walls. Then, there's this
nmonster; two-neter tube. Makes nifty lift shafts and lateral drive tunnels to
connect up underground conpl exes on places |ike Xerxes, where no-one can live
on the surface.”

"But how does it work?" Holl oway insisted.

"I"'mgetting to that part," Helton said. "As the reactor heats up, a series of
heat baffles raises the tenperature of the outer skin until it's hot enough to
vapori ze rock-hotter for granite than for sandstone, for exanple. As the
terrene proceeds through the rock, controlled by the operator in the

col | apsi um cabi n-who has to be a pretty brave guy, by the way-it also nelts
the rock around the periphery of the tunnel to a depth of several centineters.
So, you see, it cases the tube as it goes, in a kind of crackle-finish

gl ass-sonmetines in very pretty colors, too."

"Hmmm " Hol |l oway said. "I see. What's the skin made of ? Can't be col | apsi um
Col l apsium s a | ousy heat conductor. Whatever it is, it nmust be wild stuff to
t ake those tenperatures.”

"The answer to that is such a complicated secret that even | don't knowit,
"Helton said. He |aughed. "And even if | did, | probably couldn't explain it.
In any case, it nust cost like crazy to build the things. Oherwi se we'd have
nore of them"

"How do they operate the little ones?" Gerd asked. "They'd be too small to
have a control cabin with a man init."

"Renotely," Helton said. "The control signals are input through a cable bundle
that the terrene drags down the hole behind it. The operator works froma
stationary console. But, the M79 is so big and has so much mass that it has
to be run with a tighter set of reins."

M. Throcknorton inhal ed deeply before delivering the |ast point of Col onial
case law noted in his brief. "The point, your Honor, is even nore clearly
stated in the case of The Peopl e of Yggsdrasil Col ony versus The Federation
Resi dent - General , The Chartered Yggsdrasil Company, et al

As Throckmorton droned on, Attorney General Gus Brannhard was the picture of
serenity on the outside, eyes half closed, not a nuscle of his huge frane
nmovi ng. I nside, though, he was dancing with glee as he awaited the concl usi on
of M. Throcknmorton's precedents in this absurd matter of The Federated

Sunst one Co-operative versus The Col oni al Government of Zarathustra-so he



could rip the fool's shoddy case to pieces. Hugo Ingermann hadn't chosen very
wel . Now that he was barred frompracticing | aw before Zarathustran courts,
he had chosen The Honorable Eustis Throcknorton as his own personal shyster
Per haps M. Throcknorton had come cheaply. Ingermann's penchant as a
centi sol - pi ncher was wel |l known.

Throcknorton finally wound down and fini shed his argumnent.

Justice Pendarvis nodded toward him then turned his gaze toward Brannhard.
"How say you, M. Attorney General ?" he asked.

Brannhard cleared his throat with a runble."l say that M. Throcknorton's case
is no case at all, and, in any event, cannot at present be heard by this
court."

"And why is that, M. Brannhard?" Justice Pendarvis asked, although he knew
the answer as well as Cus did.

' "The el enent of conspiracy has been cited in the plantiff's causes of
action. It is a widely known point in Colonial Law that a col onial
government-or any of its agenci es-cannot be nade the defendant in any
conpl ai nt which cites conspiracy anong the causes of action-uh-w thout the
speci fic pernission of that government for the plaintiff to pursue his case.”

"Are you suggesting, then, M. Brannhard," Justice Pendarvis said, "that M.
Thr ocknorton's case cannot be tried in this court?"

"Not at all, your Honor," Qus replied. "Merely that it cannot be tried as the
i ssues are presently franmed unl ess M. Throcknorton petition the Col oni al
Government and obtain its permssion for trial. |1, for one, would not be
friendly to such a petition, having the acquaintance that | do with M.

Thr ocknorton's enpl oyer. "

Throcknorton's eyes were getting wi der and w der

"Cbject!" Throcknmorton said hastily. "The present Col onial Governnent of
Zarathustra is not one duly elected under the Federation Constitution. It is
nmerely a fiat governnment, set up by Commodore Napier to govern pro tenpore
during the period between those decisions which bear your Honor's name and
such time as proper elections can be held."

Justice Pendarvis | eaned forward on his el bows. "Overruled, M. Throcknorton,"
he said quietly. "An appointed col onial government has all the force of
authority as an el ected one, save on one point. It cannot |evy taxes."

"I-1 forgot," Throcknorton said.

Brannhard fluffed his gray-brown beard. "I suggest," he said to no one in
particular, "that M. Throcknmorton was hoping that the Court had forgotten."

"There is an alternative, M. Throcknorton," Justice Pendarvis said.
Throcknorton's face took on a glow of anticipation. Perhaps there was a way to
sal vage this mess, after all

"You may take your case to a Terran Federation Suprenme Court on the homne

pl anet. They, having superior jurisdiction over this Colonial Suprenme Court,
wi Il be pleased to hear your case, although |I night suggest that the calling
of wi tnesses mght occupy a few years-considering travel times involved-and
anmount to no small expense to your client.”



Throcknorton's face fell.

Justice Pendarvis rapped his gavel lightly. "This case to be continued for a
period of thirty days, in order to allow M. Throcknorton to prepare the
petition in question. If such petition has not been secured by then, the case
will be renoved fromthe docket.

"Next case, please," Pendarvis said to the crier, as Throcknorton gathered up
his brief and slunk out of the courtroom

Great, noxious clouds of vapor and steam poured out of the tunnel as the
terrene bored steadily into the rockfall. The remai nder of the crew had
cordoned off an area several hundred neters on a side with orange engineer's
tape. Part of the men patrolled the perinmeter, nore for sonmething to do than
anything el se. The rest, wearing breathing gear, were jockeying huge
air-changers, each on its own contragravity sled, and bl owi ng the funes away
with the prevailing breeze. Periodically, Byers, who was standing with his
hands on his hips, talking to the operator over a commp attached to his

ear phones, would notion for the two work parties to switch off on their
respective chores.

"That's very eerie," Hollo way said, as he stood and watched with Gerd and
Phil. "I thought it woul d nmake nore noise."

Hel t on shrugged. "M ghty engi nes must not always make a m ghty noise. In this
case, just the hiss of vaporizing stone and the noise of sonme of the

gl assed-up wall fracturing." He smiled. "You know what we call the three sizes
of these things?"

Jack and Gerd both shook their heads.

"The little one," Helton said, "we call 'snap.' It doesn't make any nore noise
than a teakettle. The nmid-size one we call 'crackle,' because it seens to
cause nore fracturing of the tunnel |ining. Now, what do you suppose we cal

this one, the grandpappy of themall?"
Jack hesitated for a nmonent. "Pop?" he said tentatively.

Hel ton wi nked and rmade a single, decisive gesture with his index finger. "You
got it," he said.

The vapor cl ouds began to die away into w sps.

"Looks like they're in at the six-inch wall," Helton said. "Time for ne to go
to work."

He wal ked briskly off toward Chief Byers.
"What did he nean by that?" Gerd asked.
"I don't know," Jack said,"but if we watch, we'll probably find out."

Hel ton notioned for Chief Byers to nove one side of his headphones so he could
hear. "Are you down to the nmark?" he asked.

"On the button," Byers said. "W're backin' her out now. "

"How long will it take you to bl ow down the tenperature enough for nme to go in
there in a heat suit?" Helton asked.



"Bout twenty minutes, if | use the air changers,’
hesi tati on.

Byers answered wi thout

"Good," Helton said. "I'Il go draw the gear."

Sweati ng and gasping for breath, Squint and Dave finally knocked off the |ast
confining outcropping and were able to squeeze into the cavern. They were
ast oni shed at what they saw. Morrie and Ji mmy heard the vi brohanmers stop and
cane down the fissure on the run

"Gau! It's hot in here," Mrrie said, then stopped short. "Wat shall we do?"
Jimy said. Squint grow ed and wi ped the sweat fromhis face. "Wy, get as
many sunstones as we can carry, before we all die of suffocation-stupid.”

"Yeah, yeah!" Jimmy said excitedly. "And we'll keep this a secret and cone
back later, with breathing gear."

"Wait a minute," Dave said loudly. "Shut up, you guys. Wat's that noise?"
"What noi se?" Squint asked. "Listen!" Dave said. They all fell silent.

"That noise," Dave said. "That popping and snappi ng noise. Sounds like it's
coming fromthat rockfall over there." "Geat Ghu!" Mrrie wailed. "The
nmount ai n' s gonna cave in on us."

"Maybe, " Squint said, "but |I'mgonna get some sunstones first. Let's get
busy. "

Tendrils of vapor trailed fromthe top of the tunnel opening and the walls
still popped and crackled fromthe rapid cool -down as Phil Helton di sappeared
into the tunnel nouth, wearing a hot suit and carrying a snooper-phone in a
heat - shi el di ng cont ai ner.

"Now what's he doing that for?" Gerd said. The little hillock where they stood
was a grandstand seat fromwhich to watch the entire affair.

The terrene crew had noved that massive piece of equiprment to one side, where
it bobbed on contragravity, a few feet off the ground, and were re-stringing
their orange engineer's tape to make a cordon about sixty meters away fromthe
machi ne.

O Bannon, Stag well, and Casagra were still to one side, in a close little
group, talking quietly anong thensel ves.

"Well, Gerd," Holloway drawl ed, "if you were planning to bust into a strange
place like that, wouldn't you want to listen to the inside of it alittle bit
bef ore you charged ahead?"

"Yeah," Gerd said. "Yeah, | guess | would."

It was still a little unconfortable, even in the hot suit, as Helton placed
t he snooper phone on a special collar so the pickup wouldn't nelt against the
gl assed-up surface of the headwal .

He cranked the gain and |istened.

Now, that's dammed strange, he thought. A cavern, closed by a rockfal

hundreds of years ago . . . And there's sonebody-or some thing-in there, using
vi brohammers. He pulled the audi o pickup out of his ear, turned, and trotted



back toward the Iight at the end of the tunnel

I ngermann's face was a pale maroon, and his neck bul ged out over his shirt
collar. "Throcknortoni" he shouted. "You bl ockhead! Wy did you have to stick
in that dammed conspiracy in the causes of action? Wy didn't you draw the
conplaint just as | told you? Can't you follow sinple instructions, you
nitwt?"

Throcknorton was quivering in his chair. "lI-1 thought it would nake a solider
case, sir," he said in a small voice

"Sol i der case?" | ngermann screaned. "Solider case? Howin Nifflheimdid you
ever pass the bar to practice law on this planet-" He paused to suck in

anot her gasping breath before continuing. "-or any other col ony world, without
knowi ng you have to have the governnent's perm ssion to sue them for
conspiracy."

"Well, sir,," Throcknorton began.

"You nunbskul I''" I ngermann raged. "Qut! Get out of my sight!"

Throcknorton gratefully rose to take his departure.

"Just a minute!" Ingermann said. "Who was the presiding judge?"

"Why, uh, Justice Pendarvis," Throcknorton replied. "I thought so!" Ingermann

shrieked triunphantly. "He's been trying to get nme ever since | set foot on
Zarat hustra. Oh, don't kid yourself. He and Brannhard have been worki ng behi nd

nmy back for years. Well, 1'Il get him I'Il get himif it's the last thing
ever do. H mand his sanctinmonious mouth; I'll send himto Nifflheim so help
ne."

I ngermann had been talking to the top of his desk, his eyes glazed, his breath
com ng in short rasps. Suddenly, he | ooked up and saw Throcknmorton. "I told
you to get out, didn't I7?"

Thr ocknor t on nodded.

"Well, then, get out!" He strode around the desk as Throcknorton nmade a
terrified retreat into the corridor. Ingermann slamred the door as hard as he
could, then staggered back to the desk and | eaned upon it, breathing heavily,
for several m nutes.

Chi ef Byers helped with the fastenings as Helton shucked off the hot suit. As
soon as his head was free, Helton asked, "Chief-how soon can you have t hat
col d enough for men in body arnor and breathing gear to go in? Huh, Chief; how
| ong?"

"Take at least forty-five mnutes to an hour, Gunnie," Byers replied. "Still
be pretty warm at that, an' it'll crackle up the walls somhin' fierce."

"It won't make themunstable, will it?" Helton asked as he peeled off the |ast
vel s fromthe over-boots

"Ch, nothin' like that," Byers said. "Some little-bitty pieces mght fall out,
but you'll be as safe in there as a pit in a prune.”

O Bannon frowned deeply. "Vibrohamers? Vi brohamers, did you say?"

"Yes, sir, "Helton replied. He had joined the little knot of officers on the



knol | .

O Bannon pursed his lips. "I imagine, Helton, that you have al ready fornul ated
sone i deas about how to handle this."

Helton smled. "As a matter of fact, Colonel ..."

"Get on with it," O 'Bannon said as he rubbed the first two fingers of his
ri ght hand across his forehead. "Wat's your idea?"

"Fan out a cordon of scouts and conbat cars all around the nountain in a
pattern, say, six kilometers in diameter, together with an aloft surveillance
in case they try to make a break for it. Slowy pull the purse string tight,

| ooking for civilians or aircars in the area, concealed or trying to keep
conceal ed. Arrest anyone who's not one of us-no matter how good their story.
It'Il be an hour before the tunnel is cool enough. Then, 1'll take six men,

bl ow the head wall, and go in."

O ' Bannon t hought for a few seconds. "Couple things you overl ooked, but
basically I like it. I'll lead, with the scout platoon and el ements of 'A
Conpany. Dick," he said to Stagwell, "you lead the aloft cover. Use a
waffle-iron pattern.” He turned to Casagra. "G en, you dig in some crew served
aut omati ¢ weapons about two hundred neters fromthe tunnel opening so they
have good crossfire-and another one up here where we're standing, with sone
rockets, too. If Helton and his guys don't cone out of there first, Ghu knows
what we'll be up against. W should be able to make lift in fifteen m nutes.
Now, let's see if we all have the sane tine." Four hands extended as each man
checked his watch. As Casagra and Helton trotted away to their respective
tasks, O Bannon was on his belt commp. "Bushneyer," he barked at his
driver,"put down whatever kind of trash you 're reading and get ny car over
here on the double." Pause. "That's right. I'"'mon the little knoll, in plain
sight."”

"Cet me Sergeant Chin," Helton said into his conmp. "Have himnmeet ne at the
tunnel. R ght now "

Sergeant John Chirgantha Chin was a cocky little three-striper with a body
like a coiled spring. He al ways | ooked as though he were about to burst out
| aughi ng about sonet hi ng.

"I's there anyone in your company who's tougher and nore reliable than you
are?" Helton asked him

"OfF course not," he replied. "Nobody in the whol e Corps-except maybe you,
Qunni e." He grinned.

"Ckay," Helton said. "I'mflattered already. | need you and five nmen for a
little chore, here. Wio do you reconmend?"

Chin ticked off on his fingers as he naned them "Hen-shaw, Cooper, Bradl ey,
McDernott, and Hol den."

Helton squinted at him "Aren't all those nmen in your squad?"

"OfF course," Chin said, ' "That's why they 're so tough "Are they al
avai |l abl e?" Helton asked. "Sure, Gunnie. W're off duty today." "Ckay," Helton
said. "Have them draw body arnor and assault rifles. Three sl eep-gas grenades
per man. Breathing gear. Draw a set for ne, and draw six Pattycake n nes.
We're going in through the headwal | of that tunnel, but | don't know what's on
the other side. There's something there, but | don't know what it is."



"Sounds like fun,” Chin said. "Wen do we junp off?" "Sixty mnutes after the
ad Man lifts off with the patrols,” Helton said.

"Ckay," Chin said with a jaunty wave of his hand. "I'Il be back with the
bodies and the stuff inalittle while."

By the time Sergeant Chin had left to gather his nen, Gerd and Jack had wal ked
over to the tunnel site. Helton sat down on a rock and lighted a cigarette.
"What in blazes is going on?" Gerd asked. Helton told them about the patro
cordon while he was naking up his nmind whether to tell themthe rest.

"Aren't you afraid whoever they 're after will get away?" Gerd asked.

Hol | oway nudged himin the ribs. "They won't get away fromthese guys," he
sai d.

"For that vote of confidence," Helton said, "we will not charge you the
customary adm ssion fee to watch Marines doi ng what they're supposed to do
when it cones to the bottomline."”

After a few nore expressions of astoni shnent and a fl ock of questions from
Gerd, Sergeant Chin arrived, with Helton's gear slung over one armand his nen
in a neat file close behind him

"Now, what's this bunch outfitted for?" Gerd asked.
Hol | oway | aughed. "You tell him Phil. |1've already figured it out."

Hel t on spoke as Chin helped himinto the body arnor. "There's sonething or
other inside the cavern, using vibrohamers. After O Bannon gets the perineter
pulled in nice and tight, we're going in."

"Then what's with the crew served weapons out here?"

CGerd asked. Helton smiled. "Ch, those. Well, those are in case we don't come
back out first."

"Great Ghu 's calluses!" Gerd said. "Just like that! Aren't you scared?"

"Are you scared when you exam ne an alien organismfor the first time and
don't know whether it may give you sone unknown, some fatal disease?"

"Well, of course | am" Gerd said. "But we take precautions. Sterile
procedures; that sort of thing."

Helton pulled the magazine fromthe assault rifle, inspected it, inspected the
weapon, then slamred the magazi ne home and chanbered a round. "W take
precautions, too, but they don't have to be sterile. W wear 'em carry 'em
and fly in "em" He | eaned close to Gerd and Jack. "Confidentially, I 'm
scared to death. In ny trade-as, | inmagine, in yours-it has a good effect on
my ability to survive."

Chin and the other Marines had already |ain down on the ground to rest,
arranged in a circle, so that each man's stonmach made a pillow for the next
man' s head.

"Look at that," Gerd said." "They 're getting ready to bl ow the headwal | and
go up agai nst an unknown quantity and they're taking a nap."



Hel ton sat back down on his rock and |ighted another cigarette.

Forty minutes later, he got up and went over to the other Marines. He lightly
ki cked the sole of Sergeant Chin's boot. "Tinme to go," he said sinply,

Hel t on wal ked back to Gerd and Jack and shook hands with themin turn. He
stared off into the mddle distance for a few seconds. "Reminds ne of a
verse," he said.

"The Ml ky Way is tracks in tinme where we have danced,

Unwitting that the deadly tide of life on us advanced,

To dissolve us into fornmal counterparts

And make us slaves and patrons of the arts."

"Wio wote that?" Jack asked.

"Can't renenber the name," Helton said. "Have other things on nmy mnd at the

nmonent - such as nmy own nortality. But, he was a First Century novelist who was
also given to witing sentinental poetry."

Hel ton turned back to the other Mrines. "Okay, you guys; mask up. Let's go."
Wth that he pulled on his own breathing gear, cleared it, and | ed the other

men toward the nouth of the tunnel

Chapter 29

Christiana squinted at the man across the table fromher. "Just who is your
enpl oyer?" she asked.

The man, who had never introduced hinself, had a pale conplexion. H's eyes
were col orless, hypnotic; he wore an ol d-fashi oned hat.

"That, dear lady," he said, "I amnot at liberty to reveal. As stated, though
he is willing to be quite generous with you i n exchange for anything of

i nterest regarding the plans of the CZC. Inside information, one mght cal

it, if one cared to use a slangy phrase. This-ah-generosity will not take so

much the formof financial reward, although that is a consideration, as the
continued opportunity for you to pursue your quite prom sing
future-unencunbered by a past that might prove less than palatable to M.
Victor Gego."

They were sitting at a back table in La Rondo, a bistro and sandw ch shop that
was neither in Junktown or in the newcity, but in the fringe area between
t hem

Christiana's mnd was raci ng. How could they know of her affection for G ego?
No, no. That didn't have to be it. They just knew she had a good, honest
job-one that was close to the pivots of power in the CZC. That's what they
were bl ackmailing her about. She didn't dare |l et them know how she felt about
Grego; then they'd have a real stranglehold on her.

"I"l1l have to think about this," she said. It was all happening too fast. Only
a few hours fromthe tine she found a note shoved under her door unti
this-this, fromthis ever-so-polite gangster, bag-man-whatever he was.

The man in the hat | eaned back in his chair. "Take all the time you like, dear
lady," he said.' "The entire bal ance of ny day is at your disposal."

"I-1 mean | need a few days to think it over," she said.



"Regrettably, time is a luxury we cannot afford in the matter," he said. "You
nmust nmake up your mnd now. " Christiana chewed at her lower lip. She certainly
didn't want G ego to know about her short, disastrous career on ' Zarathustra
as a prostitute, and she could tell by this man's eyes that he would really
spill it if she didn 't co-operate. The only thing to do was agree to the
proposition and try to find a way out later. Possibly through the man in the
hat she could get at who he was working for and find some way to shut himup
for good. She was astonished to find herself thinking like that, but Victor
Grego had beconme worth that nuch to her. He was begi nning to beconme everything
to her.

She took a deep breath, put her el bow on the table, and hoped she had a
convi ncingly tough | ook on her face. "Ckay," she said, "you got a deal. How do
we pass the information?"

"Right here," the man in the hat said. "Tuesdays and Fridays at 1600.1 will
nmeet you at this table and we will have a pleasant chat about matters of
interest to nmy enployer."™ "What if | get tied up, or sonething," she said,
"and can't make it?"

The man in the hat made a non-comm tal notion of his hand. "You have only to
screen this establishment and explain matters to the proprietor, who is an
aquai ntance of mine. Your story will be checked by one of our-urn-observers.
If you have lied, our relationship will termnate and M. Grego will receive
some di stressing news."

Christiana got to her feet. "See you Friday," she said.

The man rose as she did, and doffed his hat. "It will be a pleasure to see one
so lovely as yourself again at that tinme," he said.

She turned and left, anxious to get out on the esplanade, into the sunlight,
and into the fresh air.

Hel ton and Sergeant Chin had just placed the |ast of the shaped-charge
Pattycake mnes, neatly arranged at sixty-degree intervals around the
peri phery of the head wall.

"Gve 'emthirty seconds," Helton said, as he prepared to set fuse tiners.
"Two- second decension. W'll start on the top two. Go."

They each quickly set the fuses-30-28-26-on three of the six mnes, figuring
two seconds to nove to the next one and set it, so all six would go off at
once. Then they junped up and sprinted back down the tunnel. Al seven of them
fl opped down on the tunnel floor and pressed the heels of their hands over
their ears.

Wth a deafening roar, the entire headwal|l of the tunnel blew inward. The
Marines were already up and running toward it.

Helton, in the lead, was thinking, | sure hope the inside nmouth of the tunne
isn'"t five feet off the deck of the cavern, or sonething. A guy could break
his leg that way.

Thr ough the snoke and dust, Dave could see the ghostly figures charging at
them just before the first one | eaped into the cavern. "Stand and fight!" he
shouted. "It's our only chance."

Squint didn't even listen. H s pockets |aden with sunstones, he was squeezing



t hrough the narrow opening of the fissure. "You stay!" he shouted as he
waddl ed heavily down the passage.

The three crouched and opened up with their pistols. One Marine went down.
They m ght have a chance, after all. They began dodgi ng around, to find a
little cover and not be stationary targets. Jimmy drew down on the last Marine
to junmp into the cavern. The shot caught hi mand spun hi maround. He dropped
his rifle, flopped on his belly, and | obbed a sl eep-gas grenade with his good
arm

Al the other Marines were spread out on the cavern floor, |ying prone,
propped on their el bows, and drenching the far corner of the cavern with
automatic fire.

Dave was the | ast one they got, because he was the smartest and the quickest.
As he broke cover to get to a better position, a burst stitched himup the
right side. The inpact threw him against the cavern wall, with his arns spread
wi de. His pistol flew out of his hand and skittered across the floor as he
sagged down into a sitting position. As he died, he smled at the Marine who
had come up close to |l ook at him

Those outside heard the gunfire and shouts. It seenmed |like a year, but it was
actually less than three minutes fromthe tine the headwal |l blew until Helton
cane wal ki ng back out through the wi sps of sleep-gas that were beginning to
drift fromthe tunnel nmouth. His men were close behind. One had his rifle at
sling arms and with one hand was hol ding pressure on the wound in his other
arm Another had a knotted tourniquet on one | eg and was hoppi ng on the ot her
with his arnms across the shoul ders of the nman on each side of him

Hel ton stripped off his breathing gear. "You guys get over to the battalion
surgeon," he said to the two wounded nmen and the two that were hel ping. "The
other two; take an air-scrubber in there and start it up. Then you get over to
t he doc, too. Have himcheck you over."

"What happened?" Hollo way put the inevitable question. Helton | ooked down at
the front of his body armor. Wth his thunb and index finger, he extracted a
bullet fromthe chest area, held it up to the sunlight, smled, and put it in
his pants pocket. "Three tried to put up a fight, "he said. "The other one
made a run for it."

In the far di stance there was the pop-pop-pop-pop-pop of automatic weapons
fire, followed by a nuffled expl osion

"I see they found the transportation and sonmeone there tried to get away,"
Hol | oway said drily.

Helton sm |l ed and nodded. "M ght be our |ost sheep. Maybe he had soneone
waiting for him We may still have to flush himout."

Hel ton posted two guards at the tunnel mouth. "Nobody, but nobody has access
to this place except nyself and Comm ssioner Holloway. That includes the
Captain and the Col onel and the Corporal of the Guard. I'min charge of the
dig, and this is part of the dig."

"\What about Col onel O Bannon?" one of the guards asked timdly.

"It includes Col onel O Bannon, too. Nobody. Understand?"

They bot h | ooked unhappy and nodded.



Hel ton notioned to Holloway to follow him "Cone on, Jack. | want your opinion
about sonething."

CGerd began to follow. Helton turned. "Nobody but Jack or nyself, | said.
Sorry, Gerd." Gerd protested.

"Put it inwiting," Helton said. "What | said stands until | say different."

I nside, the cavern was warmand |large, with a high roof structure. It was al so
light inside-all the tine. The roof and walls were studded w th sunstones,
excited to thernofl uoresence by the geothermal heat of the nountain.

Jack's mouth fell open. "There must be mllions of them" he said as he slowy
| ooked at the glowing lights. "I see it, but |I can't believe it. You did the
right thing to clap the Iid on this, Phil. If word of this gets put, it won't
just start a Sunstone Rush-it'll start a Sunstone War."

"Well, Ingermann's boys won't be telling anyone. That's probably who they were
working for," Helton said. "How would you go about explaining this place
geol ogi cal | y?"

"For one thing," Hollo way said, "it's the answer to my specul ati ons about
"the dying-place of the jellyfish,' and why the sunstone deposits get richer
close to Fuzzy Divide." Jack kicked his toe in the rock powder on the cavern
floor. "This was the original dying-place of the jellyfish. If | were going to
specul ate, I'd say a bunch of the jellyfish died here, for whatever reason

and sank into what used to be a mud layer." He pointed to the roof of the
cavern. "Apparently North Beta and South Beta were once separate continents
and this place was a shallow sea between them As the tectonic plates drifted
toget her, they pushed up this formation while the nud | ayer was stil

hardening into flint. Gound water “slowy dissolved the |inestone |ayer
beneath the flint and nmade this cavern." He reached down and picked up a
handful of the rock dust. "That's what this stuff |ooks |ike to ne- deconposed
['i mestone.

"You did the right thing to put the lid on this, Phil," he repeated.
"That's not the real reason, though," Helton said. "Come over here."

Agai nst one wall of the cavern was a row of instrument racks, |ike computer
consol es, perhaps, but totally alien-Iooking. There were pieces of furniture,
desks and chairs- all about Fuzzy size. There were some Fuzzies there, as
well, munmfied by the warm dry air of the cave and much better preserved
than the remains that had been found in the wecked starship. A recent

eart hquake had apparently opened the fissure through which I ngermann's stooges
had entered the cavern, and the outside air was nmaking the munm es start to
deteriorate.

"Great Chu," Jack said softly as he | ooked over the scene. "Mre Fuzzy bones."
Chapter 30

"This is incredible!" Holloway said. "They nust have been here at a tinme close
to the crashing of the ship-at |east before the rockslide that buried it. Wy
woul d they drag all this stuff up here fromthe weck? Just to have sonething
to play wth?"

"Perhaps,"” Helton said. "The ones in here were trapped by the rockslide that
closed the cavern. W'll have to date it out and see if both events were
caused by the same rockslide."



"That m ght explain the Fuzzy bones in the ship. Gerd and Ruth will be able to
date the remains. That will help tell you if there were two separate
rockslides. "

"Or," Helton said, "the survivors of the weck nay have been | ong-since picked
up when the Fuzzies found it, and all this gear was |left behind. The Fuzzies
who di ed inside the weck could have wandered in there and been killed by

radi ati on | eakage. "

"Too easy," Jack said. "If there was all that rmuch radiation | eakage, it would
have contani nated the whol e area, and Fuzzies woul d have abandoned t he
pl ace-not dragged all this electronic gear into the cave."

"Maybe they did," Helton said, "then cane back later-much later. It 's all too
much for me. | 'mgoing to have this stuff inpounded and taken to Xerxes where
it can be gone over properly."

Jack's mustache twitched. "Just a mnute!" he said gruffly. "This stuff is on
a legally established Fuzzy Reservation! It's their property, and, as
Conmi ssi oner of Native Affairs, | intend to see they have sone say-so about
what's done with it."

Helton smled. "Eventually, | suppose you will. In the meantinme, 1I'm
i mpounding it under Priority One. Al perfectly legal. You'll get a copy of
the inventory, and Governor Rainsford will co-sign the order for its renpval

fromthe planetary surface. There are records and scientific apparatus here,
not built by Terrans, and obviously never intended for use by Terrans. Under
Federation Law, the Navy has the first priority for the exam nation of-let's
see, the code states it . . .Ch, yes. '"Artifacts of unknown or unestablished
origin.' "

Hol | oway was silent for a moment, trying to think of a |oophole in Priority
One. He couldn 't think of any. If anyone could, he should be the nan. He'd
been skating on the edge of the I aw on nore planets than he could renmenber.
"Damm t," he said, "you are within the |aw"

"l guess Napier had a hunch about that when he put me in charge of the dig,"
Helton said. "I will guarantee you one thing, though."

"Whi ch is?" Holloway said

"Tight security,” Helton said. "I'Il have the battalion surgeon put those six
guys in quarantine. They, and only they will pack this stuff up for transfer
to Xerxes, and I'l1 have the chief psychol ogist there put themon ice. 1'11

al so have Byers' boys drive a hatchway in the tunnel, keyed to yours and ny
thumbprints only."

"And bl ast shut the tunnel that |Ingermann's stooges came through,"” Holl oway
sai d.

Hel t on nodded.

"And what about the bodi es?" Holl oway asked.

"I'l'l have the same six that blasted in here with me pack those up according to
Dr. van Ri ebeek's specifications and cart them outside, where they will be

turned over to himfor further research and conparison.” Helton waited for
Jack's reply.



"Sounds airtight to nme," Jack said.

Hel ton grinned. "No such thing as totally airtight security, -Jack, because
it's handl ed by people. Al the works of man are flawed by human nature in
somre way."

"Well," Holloway said with a chuckle, "I'll settle for what you've outlined.
You're right-as usual. Xerxes is the only place around that has any chance of
deci phering what's here."

"Thank you," Helton said.
"Besi des," Holloway continued, "we're going to have quite enough to do to keep
the news of 'something big" out here frombeing all over the planet by
sundown. | don't relish the size of the task."

"Do you want to be in here when | nake the inventory?"
Hel t on asked.

Hol | oway shrugged. "Not necessarily. | trust you." "Well, you could help out,"
Helton said. "It'Il go a lot faster if you neasure and | wite than if | do it
all nyself."

While Helton was expressing his displeasure to Chief Byers over the fact that
a two-nmeter security hatchway could not be freighted from Xerxes and installed
in the tunnel before norning, Colonial CGovernor Ben Rainsford and Attorney
CGeneral Gus Brannhard were unraveling puzzles in Mllory sport.

"Now, what in Nifflheimdid Ingermann hope to acconplish by sending his tane
lawer into court with a case |like that?" Rainsford demanded."Surely he knew
Pendarvis wouldn't admit it on the issues framed in the conplaint."

@Qus Brannhard sl oshed the whiskey in his glass. "OF course he did. He just
wanted to tie things up for a while. If Pendarvis had schedul ed the case for a
prelimnary hearing, that would have given the plaintiff certain 'Ri ghts of

Di scovery,' the authority to subpoena records, take depositions, that sort of
t hi ng. "

"Feder at ed Sunstone Co-operative, indeed!" Rainsford jerked his pipe out of
hi s pocket and began to tanp tobacco into the bowl. "Isn't a real prospector
in the whol e shebang!"

"The best he could have hoped for night be an injunction against the CZC and
t he col onial governnent entering into or pursuing any kind of joint ventures

or |leasing agreements." Brannhard runbled, |like a volcano preparing to erupt.
He was chuckling. "Then, young Throcknorton had to 'beef up' the case by
trying to sue the government for conspiracy. | bet Ingermann roasted himalive

over that one."

"In the meantime," Rainsford grumped, "the press is roasting ne
alive-especially the news analysts. | could throttle that young squirt at ZNS
Do you know he infiltrated ny owmn staff? My own staff, by Ghu! They didn't
have any useful information for him though. They don't know any nore about
what's really going on over on North Beta than | do, which is precisely zero."

Brannhard chuckl ed, again. "Wy, Ben, all you have to do is take a run over
there and ask Jack. He 'd tell you what's going on. |I'msure he would."

"Well, isn't that just fine!" Rainsford exploded. "Take a run over to North



Beta, the man says!" Rainsford took his pipe out of his mouth and ticked off
his points on the fingers of his other hand. ' "The Constitutional Convention
is comng to a fast boil. There are crazy runors all over town. | 've been
goi ng on screen every night to try and pacify people. "There, there-nothing to
worry about, folks; just digging up a little old spaceship weck over there.
Everything's gonna be just fine.' For every yard of wool | get knit together

I ngermann and his gang cone al ong behind nme and unravel it before | can get
hone to watch myself on the screen. People are going nuts in the streets.
Junktown is like a conbat zone: the only thing that's holding it together is
that priest fella down there with his soup kitchen. That remi nds ne, | want to
talk to him" Rainsford made a quick note into his stenomenophone. "Haven't
had a good night's sleep in Ghu knows how | ong. And you want ne to drop
everything and take a little junket over to North Beta. Don't you go |osing
your marbles on ne, too, @Gs. Do you have any idea how foolish a man feels,
standing up there shooting his mouth off just |ike he knew what he was tal ki ng
about ?"

Brannhard shrugged and refurbished his drink. "It was only a suggestion, Ben."

"Sure," Rainsford said. "Easy for you to say. | "mthe one that has to stand
in front of that pickup and try to sound like |I know what's what, when | have
no idea howit's going to come out. You try that, some time and see how
ridiculous it makes you feel."

"I do," Brannhard said quietly.

"When?" Rai nsford demanded.

"Every time | take a case to trial," Brannhard replied.

"Hhrmph! " Rainsford grunted as he re-lighted his pipe. "And the CZC "

Rai nsford said, jabbing the air with his pipestem "That's another thing.
They' re about as nuch help as a zebralope in heat, lately."

Brannhard | ooked genuinely alarmed for the first tine in the conversation
"They're not hol di ng back on the support Grego prom sed the governnent, are
t hey?"

"No, no; nothing like that," Rainsford said. "Victor just doesn 't seemto
have his mnd on what he's doing some of the time. It's that Fuzzy-sitter of
his; that's what it is."”

"Christiana Stone?" Brannhard asked.

"That's the one," Rainsford said. He | eaned forward in his chair. "Do you
know, " he whi spered, "I was over there the other evening, and | saw them
hol di ng hands in the kitchen."

Brannhard grinned, showing white teeth through his gray-brown beard. "Wy, you
ol d snoop," he said.

"I was not snooping!" Rainsford declared. "I just happened to see it. That's
all.”

The midnight to 0400 shift had just gone on guard at the tunnel nouth as
Helton left the cavern after thoroughly taping its contents. The tape would
stay on his person until he had transmitted it to Conmodore Napier-then it
woul d be erased.

"Remenber, guys,"” Helton said to the two Marines, "nobody goes in there except



Conmi ssi oner Hol |l oway or nyself. CGot that clear?"
They nodded. "Right, Gunnie," one of them said.

As soon as Helton was out of sight, one of the sentries whispered to his
buddy. "Jin®?"

"Whattaya want, Ev?" the other one said.
"Why woul d they | eave the lights on in there?" Everett Diehl asked.

"How do you know the lights are on?" Jim Spelvin said. "There's a tarp over
the far end of the tunnel."

D ehl smirked. "I sneaked a peek when the Gunnie cane out. He had his back to
me while he pulled the tarp-and he left the lights on.™"

"Aw, don't worry about it," Spelvin said

"Well, it seenms dammed funny; that's all," Diehl said.

"Maybe he's drying fruit in there!" Spelvin said exasperatedly. "How should
know why he left the |ights on? Bad enough we should get the md-watch. W 're
the rankers in the guard nount. How cone the privates draw the easy hours?"

"Akor said he wanted NCOs on the md-watch," D ehl said.

"Ml arkey!" Spelvin said. "He put us on the m d-watch because he doesn't |ike
us. He never has liked us. W're the rankers and he gives us the dirty jobs."

Per haps a hal f-hour passed with neither of them saying anything.
"Ji nP"

Spelvin started. "Now whattaya want? Do you know how hard it is to sleep
st andi ng up?"

"I"'mgoing in and take a | ook," Diehl said.
"That's crazy," Spelvin said. "Wy bother? W won't have to turn this dril
again. | heard they're going to set a security hatch in the tunnel tonorrow
nor ni ng. "

' "That's what | nean," Diehl said. "If we don't |ook now, we'll never get
anot her chance. "

Spelvin was silent for a monment. "Wat if we get caught?"

"Aw, there won't be anybody around to check on us for at |east another hour,"
D ehl said. "Besides, if you see anybody com ng, you can throw a pebble down
the tunnel. | can beat it back out here before they' re close enough to see I'm

gone. "

Spelvin was thinking, a feat which required every ounce of his attention
Presently, he said, "Okay. You go first, but then | get to go |ook, too."

"That's fair," Diehl said

Only a few nmeters inside the tunnel, there was no light at all. Diehl turned
around and | ooked back the way he had come, as though reassuring hinself that



the tunnel mouth was still there. Then he proceeded slowy, with his arns
outstretched to the sides to keep hinself in the mddle of the tunnel
Periodically, he would sweep one hand in front of hinself, but soon he began
to see a dimcorona of light seeping around the edges of the tarp

He took a deep breath, then slipped between the tarp and the rocks at the lip
of the tunnel entrance.

Corporal Dieh's nmouth fell open. He tried to voice sonme profane expression of
astoni shment, but discovered that he couldn't make a sound. He blinked in the
conparatively bright light. He staggered forward to the center of the cavern
Hs rifle sling slipped off his shoul der and the weapon fell to the cave
floor, but he didn't notice. He stopped and turned around and around, | ooking
at the pol ychromatic gl ow above him

Finally, he realized that he couldn't renenber how | ong he had been there,
except that he felt slightly dizzy. He took out his pocketknife and went over
to one of the sidewalls, intent on prying | oose a couple of sunstones to take
with him

He didn't notice the bloodstains on the wall, but was happy to put away his
kni fe when he saw a handful of sunstones scattered | oose on the floor. He
scooped up a half dozen or so, retrieved his rifle, and hurried back the way
he had cone.

"Jeez!" hissed Spelvin. "What took you so long? | was beginning to get
worried."

"G g-go see for yourself," Diehl stamrered. He still couldn't talk straight.

If M. Justice Pendarvis was harried by the chaos that reigned in both the
| egal system and the proceedi ngs of the Constitutional Convention, he showed
no outward signs of it.

The Chairman, a chubby Ph.D. with a beard, had called the convention to order
at 1000 hours, and announced that he had requested Judge Pendarvis to nmake a
few remarks of an advisory nature. The del egates i mredi ately began to whi sper
and mutter comments between thensel ves,

A hush fell over the convention as Pendarvis wal ked across the platform He
was tall, slender, and wal ked with a sl ow and neasured step. It was runored
that he could turn an attorney to stone with a single baleful gaze.

"Est eermed del egates,” he began.' "It is with both pleasure and humility that |
have accepted Dr. Pine's invitation to address this convention. | have devoted
nost of nmy life to the law, and so it conmes about that ny sincerest hope in
this situation is to be of help to this body in fram ng and adopting a
constitution for the planet of Zarathustra." He paused, |ooking over the

del egates, and was pleased to notice that he had them hanging on his every
word. It had been a couple of decades since he had pl eaded a case. It was
satisfying to see that he had not |lost his touch. "It is with interest that |
have noted your proceedings, |adies and gentlemen. Wile it is not w thout

wei ght that there are a nultitude of issues to be settled before such a
docunent can be properly drawn, it is, |I'msure you nust agree, also true that
many of these issues are somewhat extraneous to the task at hand. This in no
way di m ni shes their inportance; it just makes for tough going. As sone of you
must know, " he continued, "the court dockets are bul ging. However, | wll
entertain sone suits in equity, affidavits, and veridicated depositions
designed to clarify those issues that do not directly bear on adopting a
constitution and set aside matters that are clouding the points of |aw which



this Constitution nmust soon decide. The law is the rock upon which any
government nust be built. Such has been the case for as long as | have been on
Zarat hustra, and so long as | amalive, it will continue to be the case. "Now,
t hen, who has some questions for ne?"

At mid-norning in Fuzzy Valley, Sergeant Beltran heard a fam liar voice at the
back hatch of his kitchen scow.

"What make do?" Little Fuzzy asked.
"Yeh, Sahdge," Starwatcher echoed. "What rmake do?"

The Upl and Fuzzi es had picked up the ability to speak within Terran hearing
range in record tine. They had caught on to the habit of mi d-norning
cof f ee- break even nore quickly-except that for themit was estee-fee break

"Hi, kids," Beltran said, chewing on his eternal cigar
"You |like estee-fee?"

Loud noi ses of approval fromLittle Fuzzy, Starwatcher, and the four Upland
Fuzzi es who acconpanied them It had beconme a ritual between them nuch |ike
the Terran habit of shaking hands in greeting.

Beltran pull ed one of the blue-labeled tins off the stowage shelf and bl ew the
dust off of it. The supply of Extee-Three was beginning to run a bit |ow Have
to do something about that. He'd never be able to convince ration supply that
someone was actually eating the stuff. Well, a little trading around could get
that straightened out. That's how NCOCs make a living, isn't it-trading stuff
around among t hensel ves?

After the Fuzzies had finished off their treat, they made sol enm introductions
bet ween Beltran and the four new Fuzzies, with Beltran squatting on his
haunches and seriously shaking each one's tiny hand in turn.

The Fuzzi es crowded around him "What make do, Unka Vida' ?"
"Yen, Sahge; what make do?"

Beltran pull ed down a bag from above his desk. "Ahem" he said. "Inasnmuch as
Starwat cher, here, is the |eader of the Upland Fuzzies, and inasnmuch as he has
graciously allowed us to canp within his territory, the nmen of the First
Battalion would like to present this badge of office to him™"

He drew out the tiny barracks cover, expertly cut down to fit a Fuzzy, with a
handrmade twel ve-pointed star for an insignia badge, and cerenoni ously pl aced
it on Starwatcher's head.

The Fuzzies were delighted. They whooped and how ed, and some of them | apsed
into loud yeeks within their own speech range.

"Lemme think," Beltran said absently. "Mrror. Mrror. Were's a mrror?" Ah,
there was a mirror over the lavatory where the cooks washed their hands. But,
it was screwed to the bul khead. Well, no natter

He picked up Starwatcher and held himup in front of the mrror. Let's see,
that was too high, and standing himon the edge of the lavatory was too | ow
He hoi sted the Fuzzy up on his shoul der and steadied himw th one hand.

St arwat cher sat back and regarded his own reflection very seriously. Then he

| ooked side wise at Beltran. Then he reached up with tiny hands and cocked the



barracks cover over to one side and snugged the little visor down above his
right eye. He contenplated this for a nmonent before noddi ng approval. Then he
threw his arns around Beltran's neck and hugged it vigorously.

Beltran's cigar fell into the sink, but he didn't care. He had made a Fuzzy
very happy.

Hugo I ngermann's eyes lighted up with unconceal ed glee. "An inside man at the
CZC you say? One with a direct pipeline to Gego, hinself?"

I van Bow by preened hinself, like the proud little bird he was. "Yes, M.
I ngermann, and | don't think the information we'll be getting will be too
out rageousl y expensive- considering."

"Well, who, man," Ingernmann asked eagerly, "who?" Bow by wagged a fi nger
"Now, now, "he said. "It's my contact. You '1l1l have to be content to work
through me on this matter."

I ngermann' s neck began to swell. The expression of joy on his face was
repl aced with one of rising anger. "Wy, you son of a Khooghra! You 're trying
to put the squeeze on ne, aren't you?"

Bow by took the hankie fromhis jacket pocket and sniffed at it. "Sticks and
stones, M. Ingermann," he said. "Sticks and stones. If | "mforced to put
this information out to the highest bidder, you '11 see how utterly reasonabl e
I "mbeing in ny offer of it to you exclusively."

I ngermann's face began to redden
"And no rough stuff, either,"” Bow by cautioned. "There is another go-between
bel ow my level. If sonething happens to ne, then you '11 be forced to dea
with him and he may not feel the generosity toward you that | have cone to
know during our long and profitable association together."

"Al'l right!" Ingermann said suddenly. "I'Il give your 'inside man' a try for
two weeks. Two weeks-no nmore. If I'mnot satisfied, then you can both go to
Nifflheinm"

"Done," Bow by said quietly and extended his hand.

Chapter 31

"Helton!" O Bannon roared frominside his tent. "Is that yoursel f?" Actually,
it wasn't a roar, but the tone of voice was pretty tense for the unflappable

Li eut enant Col onel | anes O Bannon

Hel ton rai sed his eyebrows. An observance of the niceties of protocol seened
indicated. "Yes, sir!" Helton barked. "Permission to enter-sir.""

"Conme in!" O Bannon barked back at him Helton stepped through the tent porta
and snapped to an attention brace with a deafening clack of boot-heels.

O Bannon was in his sock feet and seated at his field console. "Sit down," he
said simply, with a wave toward the other field chair. Helton sat.

O Bannon fixed himwith a cold | ook. "Exactly why does Commpdore Napi er want
to see us?" he asked. "Have you gone and put mny tail in a crack?"

"H's indication to ne, Colonel," Helton said, "was that he desired to de-brief
us on the contents of the cavern."”



O Bannon waved his hand as if at some triviality. "Well, then," he
said,"there's no need for me to go along. | haven't the | east notion of what's
in the cavern." He glared at Helton. "Because they won't let ne in the damed
pl ace!" He paused. "My own dammed troops, and they won't let ne in the place!
Per haps you might be able to explain that in some way that | can understand."

Hel ton pursed his lips and inhaled. "WlI|?" O Bannon snapped.

"It's part of the dig, sir. You put ne in charge of the dig. That is a part of
the dig, and | have declared it off-limts to everyone. | have this tape-"

"Lest you lose track of things, Gunnie," O Bannon hissed, "I amin conmmand of
this operation. Nothing is off-limts to ne!"

"I felt the Colonel should look at this tape before | take himinto the

cavern," Helton said, deftly switching to the nore formal third-person form of
address. "l have to destroy the tape after the Col onel has | ooked at it."
"Helton," O Bannon said, "I |ooked your record over pretty thoroughly before

put this kind of responsibility on you-Master Gunnie or no Master Gunnie. But,
by Ghu's guts, you have overstepped yoursel f!"

Hel ton | ooked at O Bannon directly. "Wuld the Colonel like to rant and rave
some nore, or would he prefer to see the tape at this time?" he asked evenly.

O Bannon had been | ooking at his own feet. Wthout noving his head, he lifted
hi s gaze and peered at Helton through his eyebrows.

Conmodore Al ex Napier closed the folio in front of himand arranged it in the
exact center of his desk. There was no sound in his domed office, except an
occasi onal double click as photo cells acted to cl ose one segnent of the
sunscreen and open anot her

He tapped the heel fromhis pipe, blew through the stem and carefully
refilled the bowl wi th tobacco. After lighting the pipe, he puffed lightly on
it and stared at the floor for several minutes. Then, he |eaned forward and
punched out a conbination on his comruni cati ons screen. The burst of colors
solidified into the face of a smpot h-cheeked young ensign, the duty officer in
the Operations Center.

"Yes, sir," the ensign responded.

"CGet me your boss, Mster,"” Napier said.
"Commander Johnsen?" the ensign asked.

"He is the Ops Oficer, isn't he?" Napier said.

The ensign swal l owed. "Yes, sir," he said.
"Thank you," Napier said.

Mormentarily, a man with iron-gray hair, wearing the insignia of a full
conmander appeared. "Yes, Comodore," he said.

"Carl," Napier said, "is the Ranger still our fastest corvette?"

"Yes, sir," Johnsen said, "she is. She's fitted and provisioned for emnergency
[ aunch right now "



"How soon can she be provisioned with O ass-A rations and fully manned?"
Napi er asked.

"Six to twelve hours, Commopdore,"” Johnsen said. "She's on half-crew liberty."
"Mmm " Napier said. "Well, Carl, there's no dreadful rush about it, but I '11
have a courier mssion for her in the next few days-week at the nost."

"Il put her on standby alert," Johnsen said.

"Thank you, Carl," Napier said. He bl anked the screen and punched out anot her
conbination-this time to the private office screen of his Executive Oficer
Captai n Conrad G ei benfel d.

Greibenfeld was just sitting down behind his desk when the screen cl eared.
Apparently he had been out of his office. "Yes, Al ex?" he said, using the
first-name address, since there were no junior officers or enlisted men within
ear shot .

"Conni e," Napier said, "I need a good O ass-A agent- one with an inpeccable
security record."

"Sure, Alex," Geibenfeld said. "How long will you need hinP"

"Mght be quite a while," Napier said. "I want himattached to ny persona
staff."”

Grei benfeld | ooked slightly unconfortable. He liked to be in on everything,
and here was "sonet hi ng" he was obviously not in on. "Very good, sir," he
said. "lIll send you a selection to choose from Say, three of thenP"

Napi er smled. "That won't be necessary, Connie," he said. "Just pick the one
with the nmost spotless record and highest fitness rating fromthe qualified
Ol ass- A agents on the station.”

"Yes, sir," Geibenfeld said. "I '11 get right on it, personally."
Napi er chuckl ed. "Don't | ook so pai ned, Connie. You'l

find out all about it at the meeting."

"What neeting?" Geibenfeld asked suddenly.

"The one you'll get about an hour's notice on," Napier said, and bl anked the
screen.

Everett Diehl rolled over in his bunk, rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, and
stretched. That was the only good part about draw ng the m d-watch; you could
sleep until noon that norning, if you wanted to. Then, Diehl remenbered what
had happened in the cavern the night before. It seened |like a dream now.

Qui ckly, he reached down and scranbl ed one hand into his right boot, pulling
out the sock he had wadded up in it. Carefully, he opened the sock and was
relieved to see the half-dozen shiny pebbles inside. He warnmed t hem between
his hands. They started to glow softly. It wasn't a dream Wat he had seen
was true; maybe an acre of cavern roof and walls, thickly enbedded with
sunstones. "JinP" he said. "You awake?"

Spelvin's head enmerged fromunder the pillow in the next bunk. "I amnow " he
said. "Wat tine is it?" "1030,"Di ehl said.



"1030?" Spelvin grunped. "Why the Nifflheimdid you wake me up if it's only
1030?"

"I can't sleep,” Diehl said sinply. "Jin? Did you pick some up, too?"
"Some what ?" Spel vin asked sleepily. "Sunstones," Diehl said.

Spelvin sat bolt upright in his bunk. "Shhhh!" he hissed, |ooking over his
shoul der.

"It's all right," Diehl said. "There's nobody in the barracks but us. Did you
pi ck some up, too?"

"Yeah," Spelvin said, scratching hinself. "A few, " he lied. He had nearly half
a sock full of the precious gens. The time that Diehl had spent gaping in
wonder ment, Spelvin had spent gathering up | oose sunstones-sonme undoubtedly
spilled fromthe pockets of the late M. Squint-right up to the place where a
cataclysmte charge had coll apsed the fissure at the rear of the cavern

"Y' know, Jim" Diehl said, "I been thinkin'. W could sell a couple of these
api ece and pay off Laporte, once and for all."

"Sure," Spelvin said scornfully. "Right away he'll start wondering where we
got that nuch noney all at once. It oughta take about ten minutes for himto
find out that we had sold sone sunstones to get the noney."

"So?" Diehl said.

"So Raul Laporte is the kind of guy that would beat us to a pulp and pull out
our fingernails one at a time till we told himwhat we know, " Spelvin said.
"In the end of it, we'll be out our sunstones, and the information."

"Well, what're we gonna do then?" Diehl whined.

Dense as he was, there was a reason for Spelvin being a junior sergeant while

Di ehl was a corporal. "We'll tell himwhat we know in exchange for himw ping
out our debt. | think the information is worth that nuch. Dunb-bell," Spelvin
sai d.

"So what're gonna do with the sunstones?" Diehl asked.

"Not hing," Spelvin said. "If we try to sell 'emon Zarathustra, sonebody is
going to get nosy about how come two Marines got hold of sone
sunst ones-especially two Marines fromthis particular battalion."

"You mean we could still wind up gettin' our fingernails pulled out,"” Diehl
sai d.

"Now you got it," Spelvin said. "W just put 'emaway until we get transferred
to some other planet. They '11 bring at |least three tines as much anypl ace but
Zar at hustra, anyway. We sell 'emoff one or two at a tine and put the noney
away, see?"

"Yeah," Diehl said dreamily. "It would work out to a whol e bunch of sols, al
right."

"Then, maybe we can get out of these green suits,” Spelvin said, "and start
living like human beings. Maybe buy a little business sonepl ace, maybe a
l[ittle restaurant and tavern."



"Maybe our own little whorehouse, too," Diehl said dreamly.

Gerd van Ri ebeek laid the binocul ar | oupe and went back into his office. His
own observations jibed with the report abstract, but it all seened a bit odd
to him Well, it would all hinge on whether there was one rockslide or two. He
still felt uneasy about the test results. There was sonethi ng- sonething he
couldn't put his finger on

"Yet," he said out loud in his enpty office. "Not yet we got it. Eventually,
t hough, we will." He thunbed the intercomon his comunications screen

A thin, mddle-aged face materialized before him "Haskins, here," said an
efficient-looking man in a white | ab coat.

"Bill, how are you doing on the sides analysis of those rock sanples?" Gerd
asked.

"I"ve cross-typed and done weat hering conparisons with freshly-broken faces,"”
Haskins said. "I've still a little double-checking to do, but it |ooks to ne
as if it was all one rock-slide. The tape records are quite clear. There's
absol utely no overlap of weather aging or solar radiation absorption in sanple

belt 'B. It all came down at the sanme time. | '11 have a final for you this
afternoon or early tonmorrow. " "Thank you, Bill," Gerd said and bl anked t he
screen. He was still drumming his fingers on the console and staring out the

wi ndow at his pet featherleaf tree when Ruth came in the office with a sheaf
of printout in her hand. "Gerd-" she began

"Have you seen the drawi ngs on the two sets of Fuzzy bones?" he asked her
abruptly.

"Way, yes," Ruth said. "I did some of the fractioning anal yses nysel f. Why?"
"Anything strike you as odd about the conparisons?" Gerd asked her.

"Not chemically," she said. "Not until-" "There's something odd there," he
interrupted, "but I can't quite put my finger on it."

She sat down and laid the printout on his desk. It was obvi ous she wasn't
going to get a word in about it until Gerd got around to what he was pondering
over. "Well," she said, "what is it?"

Gerd | eaned back in his chair and | aced his fingers together on top of his
head. ' The Fuzzy bones in the starship are about three hundred years ol der
than the Fuzzy bones fromthe cave," he said sinply. "It doesn't nake sense.”

"You mean it doesn't make sense to you," Ruth said. "Wat's so odd about it?"
"That's just it," Gerd said. "I can't put ny finger on it. Sonething to do

wi th Fuzzies burying their dead. The ones that were trapped in the cave; that
| can understand. They couldn't 't get at themto bury them But what about
the ones in the ship? Wy were they left there?"

"Radi ati on?" Ruth suggested.

"Did you find any radiation abnormalities in the remains?" Gerd asked her
"No," she said, "but it could have been short-life radiation. Fuzzies don't

know anyt hi ng about nucl ear hazards. If some of themgot into the ship and
died, the rest would studiously avoid the place, | would think."



"Mmmm " Gerd said. "I guess that will have to wait for engineering data.
After the Navy is through tearing everything apart, they nay be able to

deci pher what the ship's drive was and tell us sonething about potentials for
radi ati on | eakage. "

"And types," she said.

"And types," Gerd agreed. He leaned forward in his chair and began riffling
t hrough the stack of printout. "Wat's this?" he asked.

"This," Ruth said, "is what | came in here about in the first place."
"Which is?" Gerd asked

"Which is,"” Ruth said, "what |'ve been trying to get a word in edgew se about
since | got here. Nanely, my readouts show that there was a nuch hi gher
concentration of anti-NFM in the Fuzzy bones in the weck than in the Fuzzy
bones in the cave."

Gerd carefully and deliberately shook a cigarette out of the pack on his desk,
lighted it, and | eaned back in his chair once again. "Questions, questions,
guestions," he said, staring at the ceiling. "Wiy do we always have nore
guestions than answers?"

"Send himin, Myra," Victor Gego said to the inage in the intercom screen

The uni formed man who entered G ego's office shut the door behind hinself.
That figured. Anything inportant enough to bring Harry Steefer over in person
must be pretty confidential. The Conpany Police Chief was not a nessenger boy.

"Afternoon, Harry," Gego said, motioning himto a chair. "Wat is it?"

Steefer could not conceal the fact that he was pl eased about sonething. "W've
finally done it, Victor. W have penetrated the ZNPF. Qur man has managed to
wangl e hinmsel f an assignnent to the liaison patrol up there in Fuzzy Valley
where all those Marines are nilling about."

"What has he found out?" G ego asked.
"Precious little, so far," Steefer replied, handing over a slender folder
"but there's nore there than neets the eye."

Grego lighted a cigarette, flipped open the folder, and absently scratched his
Adami s appl e as he | ooked over the report.

"The very fact that he can't find out anything neans there's plenty worth
finding out," Gego said. "Uh-the Colonial Investigations Bureau doesn't know
about him do they?"

Steefer grinned. "Course not. Then it wouldn't be a secret anynore, would it?"

Steefer was no sooner out the door than Gego's private screen chined. He
keyed it on. "Wy, hello, Christiana," he said. "You' re |ooking lovely this
afternoon. "

"Thank you, M. Grego," she said, slightly flustered. It was her normal
reaction to a conplinment-especially one fromVictor Grego. Then she frowned
slightly. "I was wondering, M. Gego, if |I could have the afternoon off. 1|-1
have sonme things to attend to."



"Where's Di anond?" G ego asked.

She brightened. "Ch, he's over at Conpany House, playing with Flora and Fauna.
"Il be back in time to get him™"

Grego held up a hand. "No need, my dear. | 'mgoing over there, mnyself, as
soon as | can break away fromhere. 1'll bring himback home. You take as |ong
as you like."

"Thank you, M. Gego," she said.

"Christiana," Gego said. "Are you all right? | mean, is anything wong?"

"Ch, no," she said. "I-I guess | just have my mind on ny errands."
"Di nner?" he asked.

"I don't know how long I'll be," she said. "I'lIl screen you, either at
Governor Rainsford' s or at hone."

"Ckay," he said and bl anked the screen

It was a dingy, gray afternoon, with a misting rain com ng fromthe overcast
sky and sl anting across Mallorysport. The espl anade was practically deserted.
Christiana held up the collar of her coat against the rain and the chilly w nd
that was driving it.

What was she going to do? Sooner or later the nman in the hat was going to w se
up that she was giving himpretty innocuous information, with just enough

i mportant nuggets in it to keep the charade going. She couldn't-betray G ego,
and yet she couldn't go on like this. It made her feel dirty. She couldn't
risk letting himfind out about her past. She might lose him That made her
feel dirty, too

The rain started com ng down harder as she ducked in through the door of the
La Rondo.

Chapter 32

The entry door chinmed. Ben Rainsford came out of his kitchen, drying his hands
on a towel he had pulled through the belt of his bush-jacket. He had tried
havi ng sonmeone el se cook and wash up for him but they just never got things
quite the way he wanted them and they were never around when he was trying to
find something for hinself. The fits of tenper he got into trying to find
where the cook had hidden his favorite paring knife just weren't worth

what ever the conveni ence was supposed to be.

Rai nsford opened the door, then extended his hand. "Victor," he said. "How
nice to see you."

"Yes," Grego said, shaking hands. "I night say the sane, Bennett. W ought to
get together nore often.”

Rai nsford's face took on a nournful |ook. "If we ever get a mnute to
ourselves," he said. "I imagine you have just as many chucklewits running to
you these days as | do; dithering over sone problemthey could solve
thenselves if they 'd just stop and think it out."

"Amen to that," Grego said, stepping into the foyer. He reached down and



tugged lightly at the towel. "Doing a little surgery, are you?" he asked.

"Just tidying up in the kitchen," Rainsford said as he pulled the towel free
and draped it over one shoul der

Grego's eyebrows went up. "How do you find the time to do your own
housekeepi ng?" he asked.

Rai nsford expl ai ned the entropy factor of it, then added, "I have a wonan cone
into clean and dust once a week. W have an understandi ng. She doesn't touch
nmy desk or anything in the kitchen except the floor, and | give her noney."

Rai nsford was about to say something el se when they were suddenly overrun by
Fuzzi es. Even when there were only three of themit sonetimes seened like a
hundred Fuzzi es.

"Heyo, Pappy Vic," Dianmnond whooped joyously. "Wiat make do?" He braced hinsel f
and slid the | ast several feet on the foyer's highly-polished floor, then
clanped his tiny arnms around Grego's leg to regain his bal ance.

Fl ora and Fauna were in hot pursuit, howing noisily. "Heyo, Unka Vic. Heyol!
Heyo, Pappy Ben. You no say Unka Vic cone."

Rai nsford gathered themboth in his arns and picked them up. "Pappy Ben
forgot," he said. "Pappy Ben, Unka Vic have Big One talk to make. How about
Ext ee- Three? So-si ggo esteefee?"

"Hoksu fusso," they shrieked in delight. "Bizzo-asho. Esteefee! Nozzo so-siggo
esteefee.” Wth that, they both | eaped from Rainsford' s arns, tumnmbled end over
end on the floor a couple of tines until they got their footing, and all three
scanpered into the kitchen

Grego winced. At first it |ooked as though they were going to break their
necks.

"How about you, Victor?" Rainsford said, as he turned toward the kitchen. "You
care for some tosh-ki waji? It's a good half hour before nmy guest arrives.”

"At this point," Gego said, "I think a cocktail is a wonderful idea."

Since they weren't in the habit of running everywhere they went, it took

Rai nsford and Grego a bit longer to reach the kitchen. The Fuzzies were
hoppi ng up and down in eager anticipation. Rainsford had taught them early-on
not to clinb on things in the house w thout perm ssion

"Where's Christiana?" Rainsford asked as he opened a cupboard and rumaged
around for one of the famliar blue-|abeled tins.

"Yes," Dianond demanded. "Wy no Auntie Ki'stanna?"

"She had some errands to run," Grego said, half to Rainsford and half to
D anond, "and, since | was com ng over anyway, there wasn't any reason for
both of us to make the trip." Dianond' s face took on a pouting | ook. "We'l
likely see her later this evening," he said to Di anond. "Now have your
esteefee treat.”

Rai nsford set the tin on the counter with a plate, and a knife for dividing
it.

"Bi zzo so," Flora and Fauna cl anored, waving their arnms for Dianond to hurry.
In what was obviously a well-rehearsed drill, Flora and Fauna | aced their



fingers together into a stirrup, so Dianond could get a leg up and clinmb onto
t he counter top.

He expertly ran the can through the opener and sliced it into nanageabl e
portions al nmost faster than the eye could follow. And why not? A table knife
is not so nuch different froma steel shoppo-diggo. D anond handed the plate
down to Flora and Fauna, picked up the enpty tin and its lid, walked to the
end of the counter, and dropped it in the trash. He glanced at the two Terran
humans and made a slight but decisive movenent of his head-as if to say, "See
what good house nmanners | have?" He picked up three tiny plastic tunblers,

whi ch used to be two-ounce neasuring cups, nested themtogether, and tossed
them down to Fauna. He junped off the counter with a squeal of glee, |anded
lightly on the floor, and all three of themwent pelting back out onto the
south | awn, where they would fill the water cups at the fountain and nmake
Fuzzy-tal k while Ben and Vic made Bi g-One tal k.

"Way in N fflheimdo they want to go out in this drizzle?" Gego asked.

"Mmmmm?" Rai nsford said absently as he finished mxing a four-portion jug
full of cocktails and poked the stopper into it. "Oh, they won't get wet.
They'Il all sit in Flora and Fauna's pup-tent, which the Marines-ah- |iberated
for me, watch it rain, eat their Extee-Three, and have a grand tine."

Rai nsford paused with his hand on the cupboard door. "D d you ever have a
tree-house when you were a kid, Victor?" he asked, his hand still poised on

t he knob of the cupboard door

"No," Grego said. "No, | didn't have a tree-house, but one place we |lived had
alilac thicket next to the house. | was about nine, | guess. | hollowed out
that lilac thicket- carefully, a little bit at a time, so no one would know
If you knew where the entrance was, you could get in; if you didn't, it was
just a big lilac bush." He shrugged. "Mist've been about six feet tall-a |ot
taller than I was, anyway. On hot sunmer days, |1'd crawl in there and read. It

was absolutely perfect. Quite enough light, and it was cool and snelled so
good | can't begin to describe it."

Both nen stared into the distance, not really seeing each other, but | ooking
into the past.

"I had a tree-house,"” Rainsford said. "I worked |like a slave getting the roof
weat her-tight. | liked to go up there when it rained. Wen there was an
electrical storm | 'd go up there and spend the night. Dammed wonder | wasn't
struck by lightning." Suddenly, Rainsford jerked open the cupboard door and
took down two gl asses. "Well, let's go in the living room shall we? There are
a couple of nutual goals | want to chat with you about before ny guest
arrives."

When they were confortably situated, Rainsford filled his pipe and lighted it.
"When are you going to file a suit to regain the CZC charter? " he asked. That
was one thing about Ben; he always got right to the point.

Grego blinked with surprise he couldn't conceal, then recovered. "Wy,
Bennett," he said, "what possible causes of action could we use to frane such
a conpl aint?" Rainsford | eaned back in his chair and | aughed heartily, naking
his bristly red whi skers shake with mirth. "Ch, Victor," he chuckled. "It's no
wonder you're Manager-in-Chief. You're as snooth as a tilbra's belly."

"I think that's a conplinment," Gego said, "but | repeat-how could we hope to
get such a case into court, nuch less think of winning it?"

Rai nsford wi ped his eyes and | eaned forward, suddenly serious. "You know,



Victor, just because | spent a lot of time over on Beta, counting tree-rings
and banding birds, a lot of people think I'man eccentric old fud who has
staffed the government with roughnecks and has about as rmuch busi ness being
Governor Ceneral as a khooghra does being an archbi shop. "

"You're nothing like Nick Ermert. That's for sure,”
have found sone difficulty getting used to that."

Grego said. "A few people

"Well, Victor," Rainsford said, "the point is this-just so we can stop being
coy. You think I don't know about Garrett's Theoren? |I'm a xeno-naturalist,
and not one that just popped out of college with a diplom stuck in ny ear
|'ve been keeping touch with van Ri ebeek's research on this NFMp hornone
thing. It's no secret, either, that the Company Science Center is drilling a
few holes along this line of reasoning. Now, whatever the Navy is onto over on
North Beta, there's nore to it than sone anonynous starship. Yes, yes," he
interjected, ."I was there when they dug it out and sawit with ny own eyes."

"What makes you think there's nore to it than that?" G ego asked.

Rai nsford snmled. "The sinple fact that Alex Napier won't tell the Governor
CGener al - me-anything nore about it. The information | was getting from himjust
| evel | ed out and stopped at that point."

"I'f you can't get anything out of him what can the Conmpany do?" G ego asked.

"Way, file a lawsuit in Central Courts, alleging that there are no sapient

bei ngs on Zarathustra who are native to the planet. Therefore, the Conpany's
charter was unlawfully voi ded-or voided by mistake if you want to put it nore
politely. As a principal party in such an action, that will give the Conpany
certain Rights of Discovery to nake | egal establishment of information that
now has its |legal existence on the basis of 'to the best of know edge and
belief." You'll be able to take veridicated depositions, and they' |l have to
open records for your exam nation which you wouldn't otherwi se be able to get
your hands on."

"Sounds |ike you've been talking to GQus Brannhard," G ego said.

Rai nsford snorted. "You bet your boots | have! Wuat's the good of an Attorney
Ceneral if he isn't the slipperiest |awer on the planet? GQus says there's
precedent in colonial law for this sort of thing. The Chartered Yggsdrasi
Conpany took a whack at it after the Yggsdrasil Khooghra was decl ared sapient.
They | ost, of course, because they didn't have nuch of a case. Maybe they had
the wong | awyer. Qus coul d probably have gotten themat |east a drawand tied
up the courts with the case |ong enough for the Conpany to bail out its

i nvest ment . "

Grego decided then and there not to tell Rainsford anything renotely connected
with his spy in the ZNPF or the fact that he had Leslie Coonbes digging

t hrough col onial case |aw, |ooking for applications of Garrett's Theorem He
si pped his drink and smled. The old boy's been doing his honmework, G ego

t hought. Everyone thinks he just fusses with that ghastly pi pe-when he's not
arguing with soneone or throwing a tenmper tantrum "Wy are you being so good
to me, Bennett?" he asked.

Rai nsford fussed with his pipe for a nonent. "Aw, hell, Victor," he said,
slightly enbarrassed. "l1've been worried about you. You've been nooni ng around
over that girl like a lovesick banjo-bird. And I-well-let's just say | know

how that sort of thing can distort a nman's perspective."



"I didn't know it showed," Gego said, unruffled
"Not to everyone, maybe," Rainsford said, "but to ne, it shows."
"You think ny judgenment is out the airlock?" G ego asked.

Rai nsford squirnmed a bit. "Now, | didn't say that, Victor," he said. "I just
said |'ve been concerned."”

"And you want me to try and get the Conpany's charter back," Gego said, "so
can resume ny role as 'the petty despot of Zarathustra.' You once called ne
t hat several tines, you know "

"Well, dammit," Rainsford said irritably, "you'd better make an effort at it.
You' ve got a Board of Directors to answer to. They'll be standing in your hip
pockets before long. | expect a gaggle of themto show up every tine a ship
docks on Darius."
"That's not their way," Grego said quietly.' "They'll send out sone spies,
first. Just to see if they need to bring a rope with them when they do cone."

"But are you doing anything about it, confound it," Rainsford said

"The Conpany is |looking after its interests,” Grego replied. "You realize, of

course, that if we do get the charter back, you'll be out of a job."
Rai nsford chuffed on his pipe. "No; 1'll be out of this job-" He lifted his
eyes toward the ceiling. "-sonmething | have been devoutly hoping for ever

since Al ex Napier shoe-horned me into it."

Grego stubbed out his cigarette and held out his glass for the refill
Rai nsford preferred fromthe now unstoppered jug. Rainsford set the jug back
on the coffee table. Both nmen | ooked at each other for a nonent.

"The Conpany," Grego said, "in such an eventuality, would petition that you be
retained as Resident-General." "I don't want to be Resident-General,"

Rai nsford insisted, "or Governor General. | want to go back over to Beta and
hel p out at Fuzzy Institute.”

"Well," Grego said, "there's no blinding rush to come to a decision at this
point. | just wanted you to know that | think you' ve been doing pretty good,
and-" The chim ng of the entry door interrupted. Rainsford |leaped to his feet.
"Ah!" he said. "That will be-mmmm" He runmaged around in his pocket, took

out a slip of paper, and read fromit. "The Ri ght Reverend Father Thonas

Aqui nas Gordon. W will now see what's what with this so-called whiskey priest
who' s supposed to be hol di ng Junkt own together with his fingernails. | want
your opinion about his young fella, Victor. That's the main reason | asked you
over here." He straightened his bush jacket and started for the door

Qut side, The Rev put the palmof his hand in front of his face, blewat it and
qui ckly inhal ed through his nose-for perhaps the twentieth time since |eaving
the mssion. It wouldn't nake a good first inpression for his breath to betray
the fact that he'd had a couple of bracers beforehand. Meetings with Col oni al
Governors General were not occurrences that happened to himfrequently. He was
nervous, but his head was quite clear. That was the trouble; his head was

al ways clear. Perhaps the true |oss of innocence occurred when one reached the
poi nt of being able to see through every sham con-gane, deliberate lie, and
frailty to which the human spirit was subject.

"And they wonder why | drink," he nuttered to hinmself, just as the door was



opened by a runpled little man with bristly red whiskers, who | ooked |Iike he
had just cone out of the deep woods.

"Fat her CGordon," Rainsford said cheerfully, shaking hands with his visitor

"do come in. |'ve been looking forward to neeting you." Rainsford ushered him
into the living room "I've been hearing |lots of good things about you, and
wanted to nmeet you. 1'd |like your opinion on sonething."

As the introductions were being made, G ego thought, Says he isn't qualified
to be Governor General. Faugh! | haven't heard such a snmoboth line of patter
since the last tine | talked to someone | wanted to get on ny side.

"W were just about to have another drink, Father," Rainsford said. "WII| you
join us?"

"I'"d be delighted,” The Rev said.
"Anything in particular you'd |like?" Rainsford asked.

The Rev chuckl ed engagi ngly and nodded his head. "If you pour it, Governor
["1l drink it."

"Fine," Rainsford said. "Just fine. Well, 1'll be back in a nonent. You and
M. Grego can be getting acquainted."

This is rich, The Rev thought. Here's a chance to | ook over this guy
Christiana's all out of shape about-and he doesn't even know she's been
pouring her heart out to nme about him

No sooner had Rainsford returned fromthe kitchen than the Fuzzies came
rushing in with an enpty plate and hopeful |ooks on their faces. The Rev was
monentarily startled. He had heard a | ot about Fuzzies, but never really seen
one in person

Grego handl ed the introductions.
"They certainly seemtrusting," The Rev said to G ego and Rai nsford.

He was startled again when D anond spoke. "W know good Hagga from bad Hagga, "
he said. " 'Sides, you cone see Pappy Vic and Unka Ben. That nmake you hokay,
too." He scratched his head. "Unka Wev," he said thoughtfully. "Not know namne
Eke Unka Wev."

"Come on, now, Dianond," Grego said. "lIt's Rev, with an 'R,' Auntie K istanna
has been teaching you about 'R' Nowtry to say Unk Rev."

D anond screwed up his tiny face. "Ehr-hev," he managed. "Eh-rhev." He took a
deep breath. "UnkaRrrrrev," he said. It still gargled a bit, but the
pronunci ati on was coming through. Di anond | ooked pl eased.

The Rev took a long sip at his drink and studi ed D anond. Di anond studi ed him
back, with his little head cocked over to one side.

"Remar kabl e,” The Rev said. "I used to think people were exaggerating the
humanity of Fuzzies." He made a quick, noncommittal gesture. "But, then, |'ve
al ways thought they exaggerated the humanity of Terrans, too." "Everyone
thinks that-until they nmeet a Fuzzy," Gego said. "I used to think it. In
fact, | blush to think what | used to think about Fuzzies."

"They're little people-just like us-" The Rev said, "-except they're covered



with soft, golden fur."

"Not exactly like us," Rainsford said. "Nature never nakes exact
duplications-even in character. However, Fuzzies are a totally sane race. And,
t hey cannot be driven insane. They know the difference between right and
wrong, good and bad-and their ethical systemis highly devel oped, nore highly
devel oped than ours, |I'mbound to think. For example, they have no concept at
all of crime or doing hurt to another in any preneditated way."

D anond nade a sweeping gesture to include everyone in the room Terrans and
Fuzzies. "Make friend, make help, have fun; is only way be good. Hagga-" He
made a pointing gesture, with his fingers spread, toward the Terrans. "-Big
Ones-make good place for Fuzzies, keep Fuzzies fromhurt. Big Ones nmake dead
dem things hurt Fuzzies; make dead thehah' pie, the damting, and make dead Bad
Bi g Ones. Fuzzies |ove Hagga. So much- many-nany-for Hagga to teach Fuzzies."

"You see what | mean about ethical systems, Father Gordon?" Rainsford said.

The Rev abruptly turned his attention from Di anond, at whom he had been
staring in rapt attention. "Ch," he said absently. "Please call me Rev. Every
ti me someone says 'Father CGordon' | get the unconfortable feeling that ny
dowdy ol d bi shop has cone around to check up on nme." Rainsford chuckl ed,
around his pipestem "Very well," he said. "Rev it is."

"I may be junping to conclusions," The Rev said, "but it seenms to ne that
Fuzzies are totally innocent creatures.” "There's rmuch to that idea," G ego
said. "They learn anything that arouses their curiosity faster than

hyper speed. They've been around Terran humans, now, for a bit over a year and
al ready they seemto have devel oped sone instinct-1 call it an instinct
because | don't know what else to call it at this point-that lets them
instantly distinguish between good guys and bad guys. They won't have anyt hi ng
to do with bad guys."

"It's strange," The Rev said reflectively. "Beings that are totally good; the
Vision finally realized. And we had to cone this far through space and tine to
find it."

"I don't know rmuch about theol ogy," Rainsford said, "but | think Fuzzies are
the nobst extraordinary di scovery ever made by hono s. terra.”

The Rev | aughed. "I don't know much about theol ogy, either, Governor. At | east
that's what they kept telling ne at university. | just try to help people who
can't help thensel ves-feed 'em keep themwell, heal them when they're sick

get 'em goi ng again when they want to give up. Theol ogy never cured a kid of
mal nutrition. Theol ogy won't nake a man able to do a day's work when his belly

is enmpty."

"The Fuzzies must sense that in you," Gego said.
The Rev | eaned forward. "I don't like to pry, but why is D anbnd wearing a bow
tie?"

"You're a lot like a Fuzzy, at that," Gego said. He told The Rev about that
evening at Al fredo's when Christiana made a bow tie for D anond from her hair
ri bbon. "He insisted on wearing it all the tine, after that," Gego said, "so
| had sone nade up in Fuzzy-size-pastels for daytime, black for evening, and a
white one for formal affairs.”

"He's a sentinmental old fool,"
fussed with his pipe.

Rai nsford said, half-apologetically, as he



"Me, sentinental ?" Grego snapped. "I happen to know your Fuzzies sleep on the
bed with you."

Rai nsford bl anched. "How did you-" he began

Grego grinned. "Flora and Fauna told D anond, and Di anond told ne,’
with satisfaction.

Grego said

"That's the hell of it," Rainsford said. "Wth Fuzzi es around, nobody has any
secrets."

"Wth Fuzzies around,"” Grego said, "nobody needs to have any secrets."

"I "mnot sure | understand,” The Rev said, taking another sip of his drink

You will," Gego said, "after you 've been around Fuzzies for a while." He
paused a noment, choosing his words. "Fuzzies show us what we are capabl e of
being. W& sonetinmes |ose track of that, as we scranble to earn a sol or two

here and there. That's because Fuzzies freely give us what we all yearn for

nore than anything el se-love. Love with no strings attached."

Mrmmmmm  The Rev thought, Christiana picked a pretty good guy, here. No wonder
she's getting a little frantic to hang on to him

D anond rushed over and hugged Grego's |leg. "Fuzzies makcHagga happy," he
sai d. "That make Fuzzi es happy. Everybody meke friend, have fun, nake hel p, be
good. "

Chapter 33
"You say why to ne, plis."
"Not say why to you!"

Two tiny figures were silhouetted against the star-filled sky, and |ighted
faintly by Xerxes, which was at about the half-full phase. One of them had a
khaki barracks cover cocked on the back of his head. The other was quietly
snoking a little tobacco pipe. They were sitting on a rock outcroppi ng above
Fuzzy Vall ey.

"So noho-aki dovov heeva aid. Aki gashta, shi so," Little Fuzzy said

i ntensely, lapsing into Lingua Fuzzy to make his point. "You tell ne how no
say to nme. Me Fuzzy, |ike you."

"I's secret duty," Starwatcher said, speaking slowy as he worked through the
unfam liar Terran words for an abstract concept. "Come down fromold one to
me-to me when old one say | now Hai gun of these Fuzzies. He told by old one
who make hi m\ ht Hai gun. That how duty pass fromold one to young one-many- many
times. So many-many no one know when start; just that is, so."

"Me see-is, so-but must know why," Little Fuzzy said.

"Me no have say you," Starwatcher replied tersely. "Me Haigun. Not have to
make answer-no to gashta, no to Hagga."

"Hagga only want help Fuzzies," Little Fuzzy said.

Starwat cher fingered the visor of his barracks cover. "M know," he said
quietly.



"You, Haigun," Little Fuzzy said, "but, see." He took the two-inch silver disc
that hung on a chain about his neck and showed it again to Starwatcher. The
dimlight glinted faintly on it, not enough to read the lettering, but enough
to see it was there: the nuneral 1. Below that was LI TTLE FUZZY, and bel ow
that, JackHol |l oway, Cold Creek Valley, Beta Continent.

"You see-" Little Fuzzy paused. "-idee-disko. You, Haigun; me, Nunmba'-One
Fuzzy. Big job, be Nunmba'-One Fuzzy. What if Pappy Jack ask Little Fuzzy why
Starwatcher all the time |ook at stars and noons? If Little Fuzzy have to say,
'Me not know, Pappy Jack; he won't say to ne,' so-then Pappy Jack maybe think
Little Fuzzy not much of a Numba'-One Fuzzy. Not know easy fact, so-such

Maybe Pappy Jack say, 'You Fuzzy; dem Fuzzies. Wiy you not know? You
Numba' - One Fuzzy-and dem Fuzzies no trust you?' Mike Little Fuzzy feel bad-I et
Pappy Jack down. Not hel p Pappy Jack is bad thing to do. Miust be good to Pappy
Jack. Pappy Jack find Fuzzies-help Fuzzies-save Fuzzies."

Little Fuzzy paused again, to let the inmportance of his remarks gain weight,
knowi ng the silence would help to generate a reply from Starwatcher. Little
Fuzzy hadn't failed to |l earn sonme diplomacy from watching the tactics of

per suasi on that Terrans used to convi nce each other

"Me know," Starwatcher repeated slowy. "Fuzzies not have food. Pappy Jack
gi ve hosku-fusso." He nmoved his hand in a sem -circle to include all of Fuzzy
Valley. "A d ones die, but new young ones not comne. Starwatcher not know why.
I s Hai gun-so-such rmust know why, but not. Pappy Jack give hoksu-fusso to eat.
Greensuit Hagga good, too, but Pappy Jack nake them come this place. Pappy
Jack Best Big One."

"If Pappy Jack ask," Little Fuzzy said, "so-then you say to him 'Me Haigun
Me no have say you why | ook at stars and noons.' You so-say Pappy Jack?"

"No," Starwatcher said softly. "No so-say Pappy Jack."
"Then say nme," Little Fuzzy said. "I Pappy Jack's Nunba'-One Fuzzy, but no say
hi mwhy. He ask, then | say, but not say any tinme else."

Starwat cher took a deep breath. "d d Hai gun make me Hai gun, but not say ne
what duty is-nost, but not sumof it." Starwatcher pointed toward the sky.
"Bl ue star go about white star three hands, before old Haigun die. Then, he
so-say me, 'It be said, when lights cone in sky,gashta go to far place. Wen
lights come in sky, gashta be saved and taken up this place. You watch. You
Hai gun.' Then, he die."

Little Fuzzy digested this for a nonent. "Prrrr- prrrophesy,”
hard over the unfanmiliar "R' sound.

he sai d, working

"What that nean?" Starwatcher asked.

"I's when you so-say thing happen before it happen," Little Fuzzy replied."But,
why ol dHai gun so-say you? Wiy watch for |ights?"

"He no say," Starwatcher said. "He not know. Only know to watch. Only know
stay in valley and watch. Rest is forgotten."

Little Fuzzy knocked out his pipe on a stone, blew through the stem and
t hought for a noment. Then, he began to refill the pipe fromhis little
t obacco pouch. This was going to be a two-pipe problem

Xerxes was several degrees higher in the night sky before Little Fuzzy spoke



again. "See lights in sky?" he inquired.

Starwatcher held up two fingers. "Two tinmes," he said. "Od Haigun not dead

then. He see, too."
"What he say?" Little Fuzzy asked.

"He so-say, not lights we watch to see,"” Starwatcher said. "I ask himhow he
know, but he no say me how "

"When last tinme you see?" Little Fuzzy asked.

"Star turn hand-of - hands since,'
fist five tines.

St arwat cher said, opening and closing his

"You see on that place?" Little Fuzzy asked, pointing at Xerxes with his pipe
stem

St ar wat cher nodded.

"That when gasht a- Hagga-Bi g Ones-conme this place," Little Fuzzy said. "Big
Ones save Fuzzies. Prrrrrophesy nowis, so. Fuzzies go to place where you see
lights.” He tapped his chest with his pipestem "M one of dem Fuzzies. Hagga
teach many things to Fuzzies there.”

St arwat cher jabbed his finger toward the ground."But, we not go. W here, yet.
So | watch.”

The intercom chimed. Al ex Napier thunbed the switch. "Yes?" he said.

"Li eutenant Mbshe G lbert is here to report,” the yeoman replied
"Send himin," Napier said. He broke the connection, laid his pipe in the
| arge ashtray, and tugged the bottomof his tunic to smooth the front of it.

Napi er could see nothing amiss in Lieutenant G lbert's grasp of protocol. He
reported properly and with briskness, but he | ooked awfully green to be a

Cl ass-A Agent. His two front teeth were markedly |arger than they should be,
whi ch made hi m | ook younger than he was, and he had that well-scrubbed,

j ust -out - of -t he- Acadeny | ook about him which is to say that innocence oozed
fromevery pore. The only thing mssing that Napier could think of was
freckles. It taxed the mnd to believe that this young nman was a graduate of
the Navy's Advanced Protection and Escort School, yet there it was in his
records, along with a string of comendations for successfully conpl eted
assignments. But, then, Napier reflected, the nost efficient and ruthless
agent he had ever seen was a sweet young thing who | ooked |ike a cheerl eader

Napi er toyed with the records jacket."Wen did you go to APES?" he asked,
al t hough the date was plainly entered on Glbert's personnel form

"Five years ago, sir," Glbert replied. "Spring class of 650."

"I see," Napier said. "At ease, Lieutenant, and have a seat." He notioned him

to a chair.
"Thank you, sir," Glbert said
Napier filled his pipe and | eaned back in his chair while he lighted it.

"Rel ax, son," he said, tal king around the pipe-stem between puffs. "No need
to sit at attention, too."



"Yes, sir," Glbert said.

"Did Captain Geibenfeld tell you anything about the nature of this
assi gnment ?" Napi er asked.

"Only that | would be assigned directly to your staff, sir-for an indefinite
period," Glbert said.

Napier smled. "If you have any hot dates planned for the next year," he said,
"I suggest you cancel them" That would be enough to tell him for the nonent,
Napi er decided. Then, if any scuttlebutt got back to himabout the duration of
the mission, he would know that G| bert wasn't the man he wanted. "I'Il brief
you on the final phase when the time cones," he continued. "In the neantine,
your direct responsibility will be to create first-generation copies of

several tapes and docunents-as | furnish themto you. | consider this to be
very sensitive information, Lieutenant. You are responsible to no one on this
station, now, except nyself. You will wear a sidearmat all tines, whether you
are engaged in building the duplicate file or not. If, any any tinme, based on
your own judgenent, any conpronise of security has occurred, you are to arrest
the parties concerned and bring themto nme under guard." "And if they refuse?"
Glbert said. "You will shoot them dead on the spot," Napier said evenly, "and
informnme at once."

Wthout replying, Glbert took his Cass-A Agent's identity plaque fromhis
pocket and pinned it to the breast pocket of his blouse. "I take it you nean
start imediately, sir," he said.

Napi er was pl eased. "You take it correctly, Mster," he said.

G lbert leaned forward slightly in his chair and reached behind his back. From
under his blouse he withdrew a nine-mllinmeter automatic. Pointing its nmuzzle
toward the ceiling, he stripped a round into battery and thunbed the hanmer
back down to the doubl e-action safety position. "Personal ?" Napier inquired.

G | bert nodded.

"I nventori ed when you came on station?" Napier asked. "No, sir," Glbert said
smling. "You know Regul ations don't require that of a dass-A"

"Then, why are you meking this show?" Napier asked, puffing slowy on his
pi pe.

"So you'll know | have it and where | carry it," Glbert said. "You're ny
direct boss, now |'mon assignnent. | owe you the courtesy."

Napi er nodded thoughtfully.

Ol ass-A Agents were distributed throughout the mlitary services and were
assigned to normal duty-from which they could be detached to perform Cl ass-A
functions. Mst often it was just a matter of being present in the pay room
when personnel were paid in cash, but there was also the matter of
transporting payrolls and acting as couriers for diplomatic |evel and

hi gh-security docunents. In their Cass-A functions they were required by
regul ations to be armed. Mdst of them habitually carried a personal weapon,
since it was often nore expedient and efficient than digging up a
Master-At-Arms to draw an issue sidearm They were not required to surrender
it on boarding any station, vessel, or civilian carrier-or even acknow edge
that they possessed it.

Napier got to his feet. "I think we understand each other, Mster, on the



i nportance | attach to this matter." He lifted the front of his tunic to
reveal a pistol tucked in the front of his waistband.

"Are you expecting trouble, sir?" Glbert asked. "I nean, is there an agency
of active intent to conprom se this set of security?"

"I doubt it, Lieutenant," Napier said, "but I'ma great believer in

prevention. Hell; at the noment, only a few people are even aware of this
situation. There will be nore, of course, as their Need to Know cones into the
picture." "ls that the reason for the beat-to-quarters-and-man-guns treatnent

t he Conmodore is applying, here?" Glbert asked deferentially.

Napi er sat down. "The reason," he said gruffly, "is the potential of
Federation-w de i nportance. You'll see that as we work al ong on building the
duplicate folio. At the nmonent, your capacity is basically that of an arned
copy-boy." "Yes, sir," Glbert said. That seened clear enough. The A d Man was
telling himto keep his nose clean and curb his curiosity.

"Take the rest of the day to clean up any | oose ends on your regular duty job,
Li eutenant,"” Napier said. "You start here at 0800 tomorrow. | '11 have desk
space rigged for you in the outer office. For now, that is all."

Glbert got to his feet, saluted smartly, and said, "Yes, sir. Thank you,
sir."

As soon as G | bert had departed, Napier punched out the conbination for the
Conmuni cations Center. As the screen cleared, he said to the yeoman, "Get ne
First Battalion commp on Zarathustra. | wish to speak wi th Lieutenant Col one
O Bannon, Sergeant Helton, and Conmi ssioner Holloway, either in that order or
as a group.”

"I"ll signal you when | have themon screen, sir," the yeonman said.

"Put it on scranble-8-and thank you," Napier said.

"What do you nmean, he's not here?" Christiana said apprehensively.
"I mean, he's not here," the sexton replied. "He had an appointnent with the
CGovernor Ceneral at Governnent House, but | expect him back-"

Christiana clenched her fist as her hand flew to her nouth, and she bit the
knuckl es to keep fromcrying out. "Governor Rainsford?" she said. "He had an
appoi ntnent wi th Governor Rainsford?"

"Why, yes, Mss," the man said, "but he '11 be back-"

"That's all right," she said, cutting himoff, again. "I'll see him sonme ot her
time." She turned and hurried out of the mission, onto the darkened espl anade.

Christiana was accustomed to being doubl e-crossed, used, and taken advant age
of . It was sonmething she had all owed to happen to her all her life. She had
grown to mstrust people-until she met Victor Grego-so it was natural, in her
mnd, to assune that The Rev's visit to Ben Rainsford mght also involve sone
breach of the confidence into which she had taken him

It had stopped raining as the wind turned warmer. Both Xerxes and Dari us
peered through the remaining ragged clouds, intermttently flooding the
poorly-lighted esplanade with shifting patches of pale illum nation

Christiana al nost didn't hear her name being call ed.



"Chris. Chris!" the voice said. "Over here!"

She turned toward the sound, trying to orient herself with her surroundings.
She hadn't been aware of wal king so far, but here she was, in front of The
Bitter End. Recognition flashed across her face. "Gaennie!" she said, hurrying
toward the short blonde with the unm stakeabl e cascade of curly hair falling

across her forehead and spilling down around her shoul ders. They hugged each
ot her.
"What are you doi ng down here?" "I thought you'd be Uptown by now " "I'm

nmoving up the street, at least." "You' re |ooking great." They both tal ked at
once for a nonent, and then paused for breath.

"Gmen," Christiana said, "what are you doing out here without a wap? Here
take my coat."

Gren's face was flushed, and two rivulets of sweat trickled al ong her

col I arbone before they joined and di sappeared down the front of her dress. She
exhal ed cigarette snoke through her nose. "I'mall right," she said. "It'shot
enough to bake Ghu 's gizzard in there. | had to get sone fresh air." "Busy
weekend comi ng up, huh?" Christiana said. Gaen nodded. "Marines are starting
to drift in already. And, how s your |ove-Ilife?"

Chri stiana shook her head. "I don't know," she said. "That's the hell of it."

Gren squinted through the cigarette snmoke as she used both hands to pinch the
fabric of her dress and tug the danmp garnment away from her body. She noved her
hands back and forth with a quick, fanning notion to nake the air circul ate

i nside her clothes. "Honey," Gmen said, "one never knows; that's the real hel
of it."

"I just can't get anything out of him" Christiana said. "I mean, he's
attentive enough-but really formal about it-but | don't know where | stand
with him"

"Yeah," OGnen said thoughtfully, "Jimis the shy type, too. 'Course | haven't
really picked between the two of them yet. | think | like Jimbetter, though
Ev 's always shooting his mouth off about how great he is-never how great/
am"

"I thought you and Laporte-" Christiana said, "- were-uh- | nean, | thought
that's why you noved the act over here from Pandora's Box."

Gren made a di sdai nful gesture. "Laporte? No, that's just to keep the animals
off me while I'mworking. Laporte? |I'd sooner go out with a khooghra; the
conversation would be better."

Christiana nodded understanding. "I'mjust paralyzed, Gaen. |'ve got to nmake a
nmove with this guy, but I"'mafraid to do anything for fear 1'll lose him™"

Gren put her hand on Christiana's arm "Look; let's go inside and talk a
while. We got tine for a drink before I go back on."

In a few m nutes, Christiana poured out the story of what a wonderful nman
Victor Grego was, how he was attentive w thout pawi ng over her, how he al ways
treated her like a real |ady, how kind and consi derate he was-both toward her
and Di anond-to say not hing of the good manners he had.

"Sounds like a hell of a find to nme," Gaen said. "Why don't you just snap him



up?"

Christiana frowned and | ooked down at the table."He-" she faltered. "He

doesn't know what | did before. I"'mafraid to tell him | nean, he's a
hi gh-cl ass guy. He might not be able to handle it. | keep thinking we could go
away soneplace, but | know he'll never |eave the Company."

"What makes you think he woul dn't understand?" Gmen asked. "If he's that
hi gh-cl ass, he should be able to understand."

Christiana snorted. "Rodney was that high-class-1 knew he 'd understand-the
bastard. Wien | told hi mwhat Daddy was doi ng and begged himto help, all he
did was fling me out of his life."

"You're going to have to tell him Chris," Gaen said. "Sooner or later. Quys
like Victor Gego have a way of figuring things out for thenselves. O herw se
they woul dn't be where they are. If nmy Jimcould figure anything out, he 'd be
a Master Sergeant by now. "

"Ch, | don't know, OGwennie," Christiana sighed. "I thought | had a way to go,
and now | 've got this guy putting the screws to nme for information; and
threatening to tell Victor about ne if | don't cone across."

Gren nodded. "He sounds |ike sonebody that's working for Laporte-or maybe
Bowl by. He could be an independent, but those bums wouldn't |et himkeep
breathing i f he was. Remenmber what Bowl by did to you."

"I know, | know," Christiana said. "I can't betray Victor, and | can't keep
feedi ng usel ess malarkey to this guy in the hat. Sooner or later he's going to
get wise that what I'mgiving himisn't that useful."

Gren | eaned forward and put her hand on Christiana's arm "Listen, honey," she
said, "let ne snoop around a little and see if | can find out who the guy is
wor ki ng for. Wuld that hel p?"

"l guess,"
guess. "

Christiana said. "I'll just have to figure it out as | go al ong,

"Good," OGnen said. "How can | get in touch with you?"
Chapter 34

The orange sun was just setting behind the ridge as Jack Hol | oway grounded the
airjeep anong the | engthening shadows in front of his bungal ow

The instant it lurched off contragravity, Little Fuzzy was out the side hatch
like a shot and streaking for the Fuzzy-sized door next to the front door of
Jack's house. There were so many things to tell his famly, and M ke and
Mtzi, and Ko-Ko, and G nderella.

Jack anbled after him let hinmself in the house, and dropped his gear on the
bi g desk-table. He deposited his rifle on top of the pile of gear, unbuckled
his pistol belt and laid it on the table, too. Then, he took a good, |ong yawn
and stretch-and scratched hinself here and there.

A few mnutes later, he enmerged fromthe kitchen with a highball and sat down
at the communi cations screen. He woul d think about dinner while he played back
hi s messages, he decided, and then screen Gerd and Ruth at their place.

Li eut enant Col onel Janmes O Bannon sat down on his bunk, after his guests were



confortably situated and provided with drinks and ashtrays. He reached down
and began to unlace his boots. "Dick," he said to Major Stagwell, "you'll be
in charge, of course, while |'mgone. | want you to bust | oose with sone
liberty for the nen. See that Casagra's bunch gets the biggest end of it.
They' ve worked the hardest and the |longest. Not rmuch left for themto do,
anyway. "

Stagwel | puffed his pipe and nodded. "You want to maintain current patro
density, JinP"

"You bet | do!" O Bannon said. "I don't want a banjo-bird to get within a
hundred kil ometers of this place w thout our knowi ng about it-certainly not
until 1'mshut of the responsibility. . . .Cone down here to shoo a few

news- peopl e away from a hypership weck, and now we've got a damthing by the
tail."

St agwel | nodded again and took a sip of his drink

O Bannon peered at him "Y know, | think I'lIl have one of those, nyself," he
said as he tugged his boots off. He anbled over to his field chest and began
to fix hinself a drink. "I"msorry | can't tell you nore about this, just now,
Dick," he said, while his back was still turned, "but the whole thing is just
too dammed hot. Maybe after Phil and | have tal ked to Napier and conme back
down from Xerxes . . ."He turned to Helton. "WII| you have everything
case-packed and ready to go by the arrival tinme of the Ranger?" he asked.

"Easily, Colonel," Helton said. "W 've plenty of inflate-bles, so we can
cover it all conpletely and cushion the gear enough to not disturb so nmuch as
a speck of dust."

"Good," O Bannon said. "Wat about your quarantine cases?"

Helton smled and took a slug fromhis glass. "They '"re the ones that'll do
t he packing," he said.

O Bannon nodded. "Good thinking," he said as he wal ked back to his bunk and
sat down. "Let's see; that will be 0900 on Saturday. |'d better screen MG aw
tomorrow and tell himwe 're comng. Wwuldn 't | ook good if he were off
chasing skirts when we arrive."

"I just arrived," Holloway said to the image in the screen. "Got to talk to
you about some things. How about after dinner?"

Rut h van Ri ebeek noved into the pickup range, alongside Gerd. "Wiy don't you
just cone over here for dinner, Jack?" she said. "You probably don't feel like
cooki ng, anyway, after coming all the way down from Fuzzy Valley."

Jack was about to accept when he saw two nore wonen in the background, setting
the big table in one end of the van Riebeek Iiving room Lynne Andrews,

sl ender and blonde, and a tall brunette that he couldn't recall having seen
before. Confound it! This was confidential stuff. He started to nmake an
excuse. "Well-uh-" he began. "I don't want to inpose . "

"Nonsense," Ruth said. "W're doing a whacking big vel dbeest roast. There's
pl enty-even if you'd brought a platoon of Marines with you."

That did it. No graceful way to back out, now Just have to see how it works
out. We don't have to be there until day after tonorrow, anyway. "Ckay, "he
said. "Let nme clean up nmy screen nessages, here, and say hello to the kids.

Then 1'I1 be along-say twenty or thirty m nutes?"



I van Bowl by raised his handkerchief to his nose, as if to protest the acrid
snel |l of stale tobacco snmoke that filled The Bitter End, and sniffed. "I have
to have better information than this, Joseph,"” Bow by said, "or | can't go on
payi ng you to act as go-between."

The man in the hat snmiled cryptically. "M. Wisberg, if you please, M.

Bow by. | prefer M. Wisberg to the fanmliar. W are both gentlenmen doing
busi ness together, are we not?"

Bow by | ooked unconfortable. "Watever you like," he said. "The point is that
my client will not pay for this sort of information. It's no better than
of fice gossip, really."

Joseph Wi sberg sniled again and spread his hands. "It's what she is telling
me, M. Bow by, and that is what you hired nme for-to get the information from
the girl and pass it on to you. As | renmenber, your reasons had to do with

your own anonynity and nmy being new on Zarathustra. | recall nothing in bur
arrangenent regarding the-ah-quality of what | bring to you, which
consideration, I"'msure you will admit, is a highly subjective matter at the
best."

"Very well," Bow by conceded. "W'Il let it slide as it is for a few nore
weeks. If | don't get sone highly confidential data, we'll just have to

term nate our deal."

"Perhaps," Wisberg said, "if | could speak with your buyer, he could give ne
a better notion of what he's after. Sonme specifics would be of great
assi stance. "

Bow by made a quick, irritable nmoverment of his head.

"Qut of the question!" he snapped. "My buyer-as you put it-requires even nore
anonymty than nyself in this."

Wi sberg shrugged. "There are ways to preserve it," he said. "I don't have to

be introduced to himto discuss the matter."

Nei t her of them had noticed the short blonde with the cascading curly hair who
had sl owy eased her way along the bar to a point fromwhich she could

over hear the conversation while appearing to fiddle with her drink and watch
the crowmd in the front of The Bitter End. Bow by she recogni zed easily enough
H s entertai nment agency handl ed all her bookings. But she could not recal
havi ng ever seen the man in the hat before.

Jack Hol l oway could not recall having seen the tall brunette before, even
after he had been introduced to her

"Mss Bell is a sociologist from Conmpany Sci ence Center,"
"She's doing a conparison study on Fuzzies."

Gerd was sayi ng.

Al'l Jack could think of was that he had to talk to Gerd and Ruth privately,
and he couldn 't think of any unobtrusive way to handle it, so far

"I"'mafraid I've just scratched the surface, here," Liana Bell was saying.
"Fuzzy social structures are, | feel, far nore conplex than we m ght have
t hought . "

"How so, Mss Bell?" Jack asked. "W've been around Fuzzi es for sonething over
a year, now. | would think we'd have a pretty clear idea about such things."



They were sitting in a relaxed group around a gi gantic wooden sl ab, sliced
whole fromthe bole of a pool-ball tree, that served as a coffee table in the
van Ri ebeek living room D nner had made Jack feel alive again; he hadn't
realized howtired he was until he wal ked across Holloway's Run from his
bungal ow to the van Ri ebeeks'. He got out his pipe and began to fill it.

"Ch, Conmi ssioner," Liana Bell said engagingly, "please call ne Liana. Dr.
Mallin is always addressing me as 'Dr. Bell.' It nmakes me feel like | should
be wearing fl atheel ed shoes and have ny hair up in a bun."

Jack | ooked down at her feet, as if to punctuate the fact that she was wearing
sturdy boots.

She giggled in an attractive way. "Field work is different,"” she. said.

Confound it! Jack lighted his pipe, interested in what Liana had to say, but
with his mind still on the problemof telling Gerd and Ruth to clean up their
wor k and pack for a short trip to Xerxes. Commodore Napier had been very

i nsi stent about having a couple of Fuzzyol ogists along to help his own people
eval uate the equi pnent from Fuzzy Cavern

"I wish | could spend a month over here, studying the Fuzzies," Liana said.

Ch, Chu! Jack thought.

"But | can't, of course," she said."It's out of the question at this point.
Dr. Mallin would never stand for it. Juan should be in about the mddle of the
nmorning to take ne back to Mallorysport."

Ah! Jack thought That tall brunette! He had nmet her at Ahned and Sandra's
weddi ng reception. Wrd was that Juan had been squiring her around

Mal | orysport ever since. It must be for real; it wasn't like Juan to date one
of his own enpl oyees, even if Ernst Mallin was her immedi ate superior. Liana
had been busily explaining to everyone what a fine and magnificent person Juan
Ji menez was, but Jack had only been listening with one ear as he finally
connected on where he had seen her before.

"Do you mean, Mss Bell-" Jack started to say. "Liana," she corrected.
"Do you mean, Liana, that you've been able to draw concl usi ons about Fuzzy

society in a few days that have eluded qualified xeno-naturalists for nore
than a year?" "Oh, Conm ssioner Holloway-" she began. "Jack," he corrected.

"Yes," she said, "Jack. No, | don't nean that at all. It's only a matter of
speci alization. | look for things that are within a very narrow spectrum
really. And | haven't drawn any conclusions; |I've only found a nunber of

fascinating things about Fuzzies that raise unique questions in sociology.

They' re an ot her human race, and yet the patterns in Fuzzy social systens are
not at all what we mght suspect by application of our own history as a
conpari son. "

"The ot her human race,"
"CGood phrase."

CGerd said, drawing reflectively on his cigarette.

"You see," Liana continued, "we 've always applied Ter-ran ethnol ogy to other
intelligent species which were at different |evels of devel opnent. Eight
times, now, we've been pretty nuch right. This tine, I'mnot so sure. | don't
thi nk we can stretch those conpari sons far enough to make room for Fuzzies.
They just don't want to fit into our orderly explanations for our own



behavior. That's what's so exciting about it. Wth Fuzzies, we may have to
start fromscratch in order to unravel their sociology."

Jack nodded agreenent. "What brings you to this idea- and so quickly?" he
asked. Wth his pipe, he notioned for her to continue.

"Contradictions, "she said sinply. She paused. "Let ne see, now, how to put
thi s non“technically.

"Fuzzi es appear to be a paleolithic society,” she said, "that is, according to
the way we're used tb neasuring such things. In a paleolithic civilization
there a