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CHAPTER 1

Far out on the galactic rim where star systens were sparse and the darkness close to
absol ute, Sector Twelve Ceneral Hospital hung in space. Too vast by far to be considered a space
station, too small to be called a netal noon, in its three hundred and ei ghtyfour |evels were
reproduced the environments of all the intelligent species known to the Galactic Federation, a
bi ol ogi cal spectrumranging fromthe ultra-frigid methane life-forns through the nore norna
oxygen- and chlorine-breathing types up to the exotic beings who |ived by the direct conversion of
hard radiation. Its thousands of viewports were constantly ablaze with lighting in the dazzling
variety and intensity necessary for the visual sensors of its extraterrestrial patients and staff,
so that to approaching ships the great hospital resenbled a gigantic Christnas tree.

The nost brilliant feature of all was the flashing pattern of warning beacons outlining
the perinmeter of the fusion reactors. But for the next few hours the real source of power wthin
the vast establishment would Iie behind a group of three yellow, |ighted panels of noderate

intensity on Level Thirty-Ni ne—although, O Mara thought cynically, the people w elding that power
woul d have been the first to make token denials of that fact.

But today he was receiving some very confusing signals fromthe beings who were standing,
sitting, hanging, or otherwise reclining at ease around the big table. Sonething unusual had
happened or was about to happen, or Skenpton woul d not have been able to ensure this ful
attendance. By the nature of things within this nedical nadhouse that neant a surprise, alnopst
certainly an unpl easant surprise, for soneone here. As he stared slowy at the others in turn, he
knew t hat the DBDGs present, as well as the few ETs who had | earned how to read Earth-hunman facia
expressions, were aware of his irritation

Wth the exception of the hospital’s adm nistrator, Colonel Skenpton, and hinself, they
were the hospital’s nedical elite, diagnosticians all and the heads of their respective
departrments. This was the first nonthly Meeting of Diagnosticians that he could recall where al
staff menmbers had turned up and were staring at the colonel in silence instead of conplaining
loudly to each ot her about having better things to do el sewhere.

Definitely, O Mara thought, the surprise was going to be an unpl easant one.

Around the big table the silence deepened until the quiet bubbling sound fromthe
environnental protection vehicle of the water-breathing D agnostician Vosan began to sound | oud.
Inside its protective chlorine envel ope, Lachlichi twitched disgustingly but silently, and the
highly refrigerated sphere containing D agnostician Semic radi ated a supercool ed silence, while
the tentacl es of Diagnostician Canmuth, the Creppelian octopoid, nade inpatient, slapping noises
agai nst the floor. The others were warm bl ooded oxygen-breathers who did not need to wear
environnental protection, or even clothing apart fromtheir badges of nedical rank, with the
exception of the three Earth-humans present. Diagnostician Conway had on his surgical white
coveral ls, while Col onel Skenpton and hinself wore their dark green Monitor Corps uniforms. It was
the colonel who finally broke the silence by clearing his throat.

As he knew it would, the Kel gian diagnostician, Yursedth, reacted at once. Its nobile,
silvery fur rippled into angry eddies as it said loudly, “That noise illustrates the basic design
flaw i n your Earth-human physi ol ogy, Colonel, that of having the functions of respiration and
speech served by the sane air passage. Surely you can exercise sone voluntary control over the
process when you prepare to speak, and refrain from naking that disgusting sound.”

The concepts of politeness, diplomacy, or otherwi se hiding the truth were totally alien to
Kel gi ans because, to another nmenber of their species, the novenents of their highly nobile fur
expressed exactly what they were thinking and feeling fromsecond to second, so that trying to
vocal ize a different nessage woul d have been a stupid waste of their tine. Skenpton ignored the
outburst, as did everyone else in the room and spoke.

“Before we get down to the routine business,” he said, and added with a snall, dry |augh
“if anything about this nedical nenagerie can be described as routine, | have two inportant
announcements to make. They are the results of discussions and deci sions taken at the highest
| evel, that of the Federation’s Medical Council and the subconmmttee tasked with the supply,
mai nt enance, and adnministration of Sector General. These decisions are irreversible, not subject
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to debate or anendnment and, naturally, they will not please everyone.

He had the precise, colorless voice of a bookkeeper, O Mara thought dryly, although over
the years the excellence of his bookkeepi ng had earned hi mthe highest nonnedi cal position in the
hospital. As Skenpton paused for a noment to |look slowmy around the table, his expression remnained
enotionless and his gaze lingered on O Mara for perhaps an additional mllisecond. But O Mara was
too good a psychologist to be blind and deaf to the other’s body | anguage.

The deci sions, whatever they were, had certainly pleased Col onel Skenpton.

“My first announcenent,” the colonel resuned, “is that | shall be relinquishing ny
position as the hospital’s adnministrator and will shortly be | eaving Sector CGeneral. This was not
my deci sion, but as a serving Mnitor Corps officer I have to go when and where I'’mtold. | am
bei ng appointed to a simlar, but I think a much easier job, in the multi-species Mnitor Corps
base at Retlin on Nidia, with the substantive rank of fleet comuander. | am not unhappy about this
nove because, |arge and wel | -appointed as our recreation level is, it is too snmall to include a
proper golf course. So | | ook forward to relearning the game after twenty years’ |ack of practice

He | ooked at O Mara for a noment before ending

and playing it on real grass under a real sky.”

O Mara was the only other person in the hospital who knew about, and had hel ped the ot her
to fight, his continuing war agai nst cl austrophobia and its rel ated neuroses—a comobn enough
probl em anong the hospital staff, especially with newly arrived trainees. In Skenpton's case the
war had gone well, although it had never been truly won.

Wt hout changing his expression, he gave the colonel a nod of synpathy, understandi ng, and
congratul ation that was too brief for the others to see.

“Isn’t that the ganme where Earth-humans knock a small ball into a slightly |larger hole
with a stick?” said Yursedth with a disapproving ruffle of its fur. “Qur children play a gane |ike
that; the adults have nore inportant things to do. But your pronotion and anticipated juvenile
pl easures, Colonel, are both well deserved.”

Coming froma Kelgian, it was a highly conplinmentary speech. Everyone el se around the
tabl e nade the untransl atabl e sounds that were the extraterrestrial equivalents of nmurnurs of
agr eenent .

The col onel dipped his head briefly in acknow edgnent, then went on, “Before nami ng ny
successor, who has al ready been chosen, | nust first informyou about two inportant changes in the
job specification. Henceforth the position of hospital adm nistrator will no | onger be filled by a
serving officer of the Mnitor Corps but by a senior nmenber of the medical staff. The reason the
Federation's Medical Council gives for this is ..

Chairs, benches, and support franes creaked as their occupants changed position suddenly
to stare at Thornnastor, the diagnostician-in-charge of Pathol ogy and the acknow edged seni or
menber of the nedical hierarchy. Thornnastor, who did not use furniture because its species did
everything including sleeping on their six elephantine feet, used its four extensible eyes to
stare back at all of them sinultaneously.

It stanped two of its feet for enphasis, and when the | oose equi pment about the room had

stopped rattling, it said, “Don’t |look at ne. Wth respect, Colonel, |I'ma pathol ogi st, not a
glorified supplies clerk. If I have been considered for the position, | respectfully decline it.”
Skenpton ignored the interruption and continued, ..... is that soneone with nedica

experience and a detail ed understanding of the nedical needs of the hospital —+ather than a
Serviceindoctrinated, glorified supplies clerk, even one with ny I engthy experience in the
job—will eventually occupy the position. The new appointee will have to satisfy the Federation’s
Medi cal Council, but nore inportantly our own medi cal staff, regarding his, her, or its fitness
for the post..

Inside its ultra-refrigerated protective sphere, the tiny, crystalline entity that was
Di agnostician Semic spoke in a voice like the anplified but ineffably sweet chimng of colliding

snowf | akes. Fromtheir translator packs canme the words “Who the hell is it?”
“The first of the newstyle hospital adm nistrators" Skenpton replied, |ooking directly at
O Mara with an expression that was synpathetic rather than congratulatory, “will be our chief

psychol ogi st.”

For a nonent surprise left O Mara i ncapabl e of speech, a condition so rare that he could
not renenber the last tine it had happened, but he did not allow his feelings to show in either
hi s expression or his voice.

“I"'mnot qualifled" he said firmy

Bef ore the col onel could reply, Ergandhir, the Ml fan diagnostician, raised one of its
thin, exoskeletal |inbs and began clicking the pincers |loudly together for attention.

“l agree" it said. “Major O Mara is not qualified. Shortly after joining the hospital
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was surprised to discover that it had no formal nedical training or qualifications, but that it
was virtually running the place, and that in real terns its authority, with respect, Col onel
exceeded your own. But you have just stated that the appointee nmust be nmedically qualified, so you
appear to be contradicting yourself. Are you waiving that requirenent in O Mara’'s case? |If for
some reason you are already changing the rul es".

It had been an even longer tinme, O Mara thought with angry enbarrassnent, since anyone had
so much as dared nmention his lack of nedical training to his face, nuch less publicly and in such
di stingui shed conpany. He thought about using a few pungent and appropriate words that would Iift
the skin off Ergandhir’s back, even though as a Melfan that area was covered only by a bony
carapace. But the other was still talking.

Its tine served in Sector General exceeds that of everyone in this roonm Erghandir was
saying, “because it joined Sector Ceneral before the final assenbly of the structure was conpl ete.
Since then, as head of the Department of O her-Species Psychology, it has held the place together
by showi ng the inhabitants of this nedical nmadhouse how to |live and work together as a unit. Its
experience in this respect is unequaled. But | have an orderly nmind, Colonel. | would Iike to know
why you nmake rul es one nonent and break themthe next—although, needless to say, | have no probl em
with your choice of adm nistrator.~~

Around the table there were nore untransl atabl e noi ses signifying approval. Yursedth said,
“I't has never been a requirenent that the admnistrator be popul ar:

Their reaction gave O Mara a warm feeling of surprise and pleasure, which he did not allow
to show in his face because that would have been a totally uncharacteristic reaction fromthe nost
di sliked person in the hospital, but he decided that the nonexistent skin on Ergandhir’s back was
safe. He nodded toward the Kel gian, then | ooked steadily at Skenpton

“Yursedth is correct,” he said. “But | repeat, Colonel, | amstill not qualified. My
experience in procuring nedical and mai ntenance supplies is nil. In this area the job is far
beyond ny | evel of conpetence.” In a very disrespectful voice he added, “I, too, will respectfully

decl i ne. ~~

“You will not decline,” said the other firmy, “because the alternative would nean you
| eavi ng Sector Ceneral at once. Besides, ny departnent is efficient and ny staff are very good,
good enough to nake nme feel redundant nost of the tinme, and they will take care of all the routine
matters involving procurenent and transportation of supplies, with or wi thout supervision. You
must be left free to do the nore inmportant and urgent work—whi ch, we believe, you are uniquely
qualified to do.”

“Which is?" said O Mara.

Skenpt on stared back at him but appeared to be ducking the question. Qoviously there was
something he was finding it difficult to say, something which O Mara nmight not |ike to hear

The col onel went on. “lI’ve no intention of breaking all the newrules on the first day. As
| have already said, this is to be a civil appointnment. You will therefore have to resign your
rank of major in the Mnitor Corps. This should be no hardship since it was originally given to
you for purely adm nistrative reasons and Corps discipline never has meant anything to you
especially . “ He smiled faintly.”. . . in the matter of obeying the orders of senior officers
You will, of course, retain your position as head of Milti Species Psychol ogy because henceforth
the positions of admnistrator and chief psychologist are to be nerged into one. But as a civilian
adm ni strator you will not have to accept orders fromany other person within the hospital, which
is sinply regularizing the unofficial situation as it is now, and obey only the one genera
directive of the Federation’s Medical Council.. "

“VWhich is?” O Mara broke in again, this tine naking no attenpt to conceal his inpatience
If there was anything he disliked, it was having to repeat a sinple question

The other hesitated, forced a smle, then said, “The good news is that your appointnent
will be tenporary. It will last only for as long as it takes for you to select, evaluate, and
fully train your successor

For a monent there were so nmany excited, other-species voices speaking at once that his
transl ator was maki ng the derisive beeping sound that signaled input overload. O Mara did not
speak until everyone was qui et again.

“And the bad news?” he said.

Skenpt on | ooked very unconfortable, but his voice was steady as he replied, “You have
gi ven exenplary service to this hospital for a very long tine, Major, or | should say, ex-Mjor
O Mara. | fully agree with the majority of the Medical Council who say that, in the early years
especially, it could not have functioned w thout you. But choosing and groom ng your successor to
a level of excellence that is as close as possible to your own may well be the npst inportant and
prof essionally chall enging project you will ever undertake. And when you have conpleted it to your
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own satisfaction.

The col onel paused. When he went on, his expression, O Mara thought, showed an odd m xture
of reluctance, synpathy, and deep anxiety, as if he was experiencing both sorrow and the
expectation of an inmm nent enotional eruption

“Wel |, Adm nistrator O Mara" he ended awkwardly, “I have already said that you have served
this hospital for a very long tine. As soon as you have conpleted this assignnment, you will be
required to | eave and take your |ong-overdue retirenent.”

CHAPTER 2

O ‘Mara remained silent for the rest of the neeting and left for his quarters before any
of those who had waited behind could congratul ate or conmiserate with himon his pronotion and
forced retirement, but he knew that his bad manners woul d be considered entirely in character
Al t hough he had shown no outwerd reaction to his sudden elevation and limted future in Sector
CGeneral, the news had shaken himbadly. A certainty that had supported his entire professiona
life was to be taken away from himand, as soon as possible, he needed to settle down for a
| engt hy period of reappraisal. As the hospital’s adnministrator his authority was such that he
could absent hinself for as long as he thought necessary for himto cone to terns with a major
probl em that was both professional and enotional, but as the chief psychol ogi st he could not spare
the tine right now

He remained in his roons only | ong enough to renove the insignia of rank fromhis uniform
As he did so he realized for the first time that, apart froma few sl eepsuits, he did not have
anything to wear that was not Monitor Corps issue.

On the way to his office he scarcely noticed the pre-lunch crowd of nulti-species nedica
and mai ntenance staff thronging the corridors leading to the dining hall. The heavywei ght
Tral t hans and Hudl ars and t he species driving environnental protection vehicles, and the Melfans,
whose wi de-spreadi ng, bony linbs could cause pai nful bruising of the shins, he avoided as a natter
of long habit, and the smaller life-forms he ignored because they avoi ded him Even the species
who said that they couldn’t tell one Earthhuman from another knew the green-clad being with the
grey head fur as the chief psychologist. He did not speak to any of them and they knew better
than to speak to himunless an enoti onal energency of sone kind was invol ved.

Padre Lioren and Cha Thrat were still at lunch, so Braithwaite was alone in the outer
of fice.

“l heard about your appointnment a few m nutes ago" said the |ieutenant. He stood up
qui ckly behind his console and sniled, but he knew better than to try to shake hands.

“Congratul ations, sir.”

O Mara wasn’t surprised. The hospital grapevine was an extrenely rapid, if not always
accurate, channel of communi cation. He scow ed.

“Don’t worry, Lieutenant” he said. “I won't allow ny new em nence to change ne in any way.
And you don’t have to call ne ‘sir’ anynore. As a civilian it is a courtesy | no |onger expect.”

Braithwaite's eyes flickered toward the undecorated collar and enpty shoul der tabs on
O Mara’s tunic; then they returned to his face.

Still smiling, he said, “Force of habit. Besides, | have been known to extend that sane
courtesy to nenbers of the civilian staff, if they deserve it. But, well, how do you feel about
it, sir?

Braithwaite's tone sounded concerned as well as curious, O Mara noted, so perhaps his
customary dour |ack of expression had slipped a little. He ignored the question but contrived to
answer it anyway.

“I'f ny aging and no doubt untrustworthy nenory serves ne correctly,” he said sourly,
“Cresk-Sar has a hal f-hour appointnent with me in twenty-five ninutes. Use the tine to refuel in
the dining hall. As soon as the senior physician |leaves, | want to see all three of you together
to discuss in detail my feelings about this situation and howit will affect the departnent.
Meanwhi | e, Lieutenant, sit down and finish those psych file updates.”

As usual, Gurronsevas had ensured that his lunch would be the nost enjoyable period of the
day. The chief dietician and forner renowned nulti-species chef de cuisine had caused an awful | ot
of trouble during its first few weeks at Sector General, and had cone very close to being pitched
out on its large, Tralthan ear, so it was continually trying to return the favor it thought it
owed himfor saving it fromthat fate. It was a good tine to think unpleasant thoughts and all ow
the pleasure of the neal to dilute them
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Qccasional ly he had thought about his age and the dreadful inevitability of his having to
retire someday from Sector General, the world he had hel ped build and the only life he had known
since his early twenties. He had been an i mensely strong young man then, and over the years his
fitness checks had been optinmum until recently. Now ol d Thornnastor, who nust be nearly as
advanced in years as he was if one allowed for the lengthier Tralthan |ife span, and young Conway
were forever hinting that he should take it easier, slow down and reduce his workl oad. By accident
@irronsevas had let slip the fact that it had been necessary to nodify several of its sauces to
di sgui se the taste of the supportive nedication that was now being included daily in O Mara' s food
intake. He was returning the dishes, all enpty if not quite licked clean, to the insulated serving
tray when the attention signal on his console beeped at him

“Yes?” he said.

“Seni or Physician Cresk-Sar is here, sir,” said Cha Thrat in its deep, Sommaradvan voice
“Are you ready for it?”

“Yes,” he said again.

Cresk- Sar opened the door and waddl ed quickly into the roomlike a hyperactive teddy bear
It was barely a neter tall, with tiny eyes that were al nbst hidden by tightly curled facial fur
that was tinged around its nmouth and ears with grey, as was the |onger body hair that poked out in
untidy tufts between the straps of its equi pnent harness. Aging is happening to all of us, O Mara
t hought sadly. The Nidian senior tutor was the nost frequent visitor to his office but,
thankfully, it brought with it only the problenms of its students.

O Mara keyed his board for the latest trainee psych reports and pointed at the edge of a
recliner that had been designed for a Melfan but that should be confortabl e enough for a short
meeting. If it wasn't, then Cresk-Sar could always take the option of making it shorter

“Your |atest batch of trainees seens to be a pretty average bunch,” he said, turning aside
fromhis screen. “There is the usual incidence of anxiety neuroses regardi ng under performance
duringe the coming examni nations, professional inadequacy when faced with treating their first
ot her-species patients, and, of course, their conviction that never ever will they learn to fully
understand the thought processes of their nedical -coll eagues-to-be. They are right, of course, but
that doesn’'t stop you or any of the other seniors fromdoing your jobs. And yes, there is one of
them a Tralthan, for God’'s sake, who is reporting dreanms indicative of the fear-well-controll ed,
| adnmit-associated with possible sexual nolestation and penetration by one or nore of its other-
speci es col |l eagues. What could a six-legged, tentacl ed el ephant possibly fear froma bunch of
Kel gi ans, Mel fans, Nidians, and one Earth-human female, all of whomare | ess than one-quarter of
its body mass?”

Cresk-Sar nade a barking sound that did not translate, its N dian equivalent of |aughter.
“As we know, sir, large nuscles do not preclude enotional sensitivity.”

O Mara knew that very well, but it was a sensitivity he had tried to hide over the years.
Irritated at having an old wound opened, he said sharply, “l don't anticipate any serious
enot i onal probl ens devel opi ng among this | ot, Senior Physician. O are you about to tell me I'm
wr ong?”

“Yes,” said Cresk-Sar, fidgeting on the edge of the Melfan rediner. “lI nean, not exactly.
It'’s ... The problemis mnei”

For a long nonent O Mara stared at the other in silence. The thick, overall covering of
fur made reading its expression inmpossible, except for the tiny, dark eyes and the body | anguage,
whi ch were signaling tension and distress. He softened his tone to an extent that those who
t hought they knew hi mwoul d not have believed possible.

“Take your time, Cresk-Sar.”

But the other did not want to take its tine, because its staccato, N dian speech poured
out like the barking of an agitated dog. “It’'s Crang-Suvi’ it said, “and ne. She is the only other
Nidian in the class. She’'s very young, with dark-red fur and a voice and personality that, that

Dammit, she’s a Nidian male’s wishfulfillment dream But she seens to be basically insecure
for reasons which you know about and probably understand far better than | do....”

Wil e the other was tal king, O Mara had called up CrangSuvi’s psych file, and he did
under stand. Even though Cresk-Sar was repeating nuch of what was showi ng on the screen, he
listened patiently wi thout interrupting.

..... She is a Graduate of Excellence from Sanator Five~' the senior tutor went on, “which
is Ndia s forenost teaching hospital. Any hospital on a dozen planets, or the Corps’ nedica
service, would be glad to have her but, like everyone else in her class, she has al ways had her
m nd set on making it as a Sector General graduate and applying for a staff position here. She is
intelligent, able, caring, unusually beautiful, shows no nmarked signs of xenophobia, and is used
to getting what she wants. Personally, |'ve no doubt at all that Crang-Suvi will nake it, but |
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can't tell her so because that would be unfair to the other trainees. But she isn't so sure and,
within a week of her arrival, she indicated that she would like to increase her chances by
provi di ng sexual favors to her senior tutor. She says that the age differential is uninportant,
and she refuses to take no for an answer.

O Mara held up his hand. “Has sexual contact taken place between you?”

“No" said Cresk-Sar

“Why not?” said O Mara.

The other hesitated for a nonent, during which O Mara thought that at |east the matter
i nvol ved two beings of the sane species; otherwise, if word of the affair had got out, it would
have becone really nessy and a matter for someone’s resignation. In the circunstances they both
knew t hat the hospital’s | ong-serving and nost highly experienced tutor would not normally have
been the one to resign-unless, of course, the situation had reached the stage of enotiona
i nvol venent where they both felt it necessary to | eave together. That would be bad, he thought,
for Cresk-Sar, CrangSuvi, and Sector General, but otherwi se gifted and intelligent people did
stupid things at tines.

“Take your tinme" he said again.

Cresk-Sar made a loud, self-irritated sound that did not translate; then it answered his
original question.

“There are four reasons why not,” it said nmiserably. “She is less than one-third of ny
age. She gives no pronise of a permanent or even a lengthy relationship. | would be taking an
unfair and sel fish advantage of what would be a very pl easant situation, which would not influence
the result of her finals one bit, although the psychol ogical effect on her classmates, who woul d
have difficulty believing that she was not being given an unfair advantage, would not be good.
And, well, there is Surgeon-Lieutenant \Warnagh-Lut, who would not like it. Do you know about
War nagh- Lut ?”

“Not officially" said O Mara dryly. His departnment took official cognizance of an event or
activity only when it was highlighted in orange or red on the relevant psych file.

The ot her went on, “She-Warnagh-Lut, that is-is closer to nme in age and tenperanental |y
much nore suitable. But as a serving nedical officer, even though her departnent is responsible
for | ooking after the Corps nai ntenance personnel at the hospital, she could be sent anywhere in
the gal axy at short notice. Had this not been so, we would have proclained our |ife-mate status
I ong since. But now Crang-Suvi has, well, disturbed things. You understand?”

O Mara nodded. He said, “You, and your continued nental well-being, are nore valuable to
this establishnent than any trainee, no matter how gifted. It can be returned to its honme world
i Mmedi ately, with or without an explanation. R ght?”

“No!” said Cresk-Sar vehenmently. “That isn’'t necessary. Besides, it would be a terrible

waste of future nedical talent. | just want Crang-Suvi off ny back, or whatever. |I've tried to do
it, but she just ignores nme and, well, it's very difficult to ignore her. Could you just make her
understand the situation and, well, talk to her like a stern father? In nmy trai nee days, | seemto

renmenber you doing that to ne nore than once

Feeling relieved, O Mara nodded again. He approved of people with problens who provided
their own sol utions.

“l can do that for you, of course~" he replied. “But initially I think Cha Thrat should
approach your little disturbance before the chief psychol ogist has to take official notice of this
particul ar m sdeneanor, which would nmean an official reprimand going on its training record. Cha
Thrat is also female, and thankfully the only Somraradvan in the hospital, so it will be nore
synpathetic. The departnent will handle it.”

Deli berately he had followed the hospital practice of referring to Crang-Suvi and Cha
Thrat as “it” because, to a nenmber of any other species, the difference was consi dered uni nportant
unl ess there were clinical reasons for specifying another being’' s sex. In nany cases the visua
di fferences were hard to detect, and nuch trouble and enptional distress had been caused in the
early days by other-species nmenbers of the staff being mistakenly identified in conmpany. So he
call ed everyone who was not an Earth-human man or wonan “it” regardl ess of sex, while the other-
species staff did |ikew se where Earth-hunman nal es and fenal es were invol ved. Besides, he thought
dryly, it was nmuch handi er when the other species concerned had nore than one sex.

But now that the other’s problemwas being solved it was tinme, O Mara thought, that he
stepped back into character. There was no sense in giving the inpression that he was going soft.

In a brisk, dismssive voice he said, “lIs there anything or anyone el se bothering you
Doct or ?”

“No, sir,” the other replied, slipping fromthe high edge of the Melfan recliner onto the
floor and turning to leave. “But | would like to congratulate you on your new appointrment. It is

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (6 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:30 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

wel | deserved.”

O Mara inclined his head; then on inpulse he said, “In my new capacity as adm nistrator
can see to it that the Monitor Corps allows your Warnagh-Lut to remain in Sector Genera
indefinitely, if that is what you both wish.” He snmiled sourly and added, “After all, there is no
point in me having ultinmate power if | don't occasionally abuse it.”

Cresk-Sar gave an untransl atabl e bark of thanks and waddl ed hurriedly out of the office as
if it had good and urgent news to tell sonmeone. O Mara sighed in self-irritation. Watch it, he
told hinmself, you are definitely going soft. Then he keyed the attention signal to the outer
office and held it down until Braithwaite replied.

“In here, all of you. Now.”

CHAPTER 3

They trooped in single file into the big inner office in reverse order of seniority~ The
Tarl an ex-surgeon-captain and present Padre Lioren was first, followed by the Sonmaradvan forner
warrior-surgeon Cha Thrat, with O Mara's principal assistant, Braithwaite, bringing up the rear
O Mara waved a hand | oosely toward the furniture.

“This will take time~" he said. “Find a place to sit.”

Braithwaite was lucky in that there was one Earth-human chair; the others had to settle
for the best they could find, because the Somaradvan and Tarlan cultures had yet to be discovered
when the room had been furnished. No doubt Mintenance, who argued that anything that was not an
energency had to be considered |low priority, would get around to renedying the di screpancy one of
t hese years.

While O Mara pretended to stare down at his large, bluntfingered hands on the desk before
him he watched them through | owered brows as they settled thensel ves confortably or unconfortably
and stopped fidgeting. He was thinking that one didn't have to have a history of insanity to work
in O her-Species Psychol ogy, but that precondition conferred certain advantages, even where their
chi ef was concerned. Every menber of his staff was flawed in some respect, but today he was
regarding themall clinically and dispassionately froma conpletely new vi ewpoi nt.

Braithwaite | ooked rel axed, self-assured, and incredibly neat. Even when he was | eani ng
back onto his shoul der blades in an arnthair, his uniformgave the inpression that he was about to
undergo a fl eet commander’s inspection. Cha Thrat was a physiol ogical classification DCNF whose
| arge, cone-shaped body possessed four stubby |egs, four nedial arnms, and another four arnms at
shoul der level that were thinner with hands terminating in finer, nore sensitive digits.
Physically, Lioren resenmbled Cha Thrat except that its body, |egs, and arms were | onger and | ess
muscul ar, but the resenbl ance was no closer than that between a giraffe and a horse.

O Mara raised his head. “I want to discuss briefly ny pronotion to adninistrator” he said,
“and its effect on the future work of this departnment, the change of enphasis in certain of your
duties that will becone necessary, and what | expect fromall of you as a result. Feel free to
interrupt if you are quite sure you have sonething of value to say. But | shall begin by talking,
in order of length of service and experience, about you.”

He waited until a second bout of fidgeting had abated, then went on, “lI know that you have
all broken the rules by sneaking a | ook at one another’s confidential psych files, so what | say
shoul d not cause enbarrassnent. If it does, tough. Braithwaite first.”

Wt hout changing his position in the deep arncthair, the Iieutenant sonehow gave the
i mpression that he had cone to attention

“You" he went on briskly, “deal well with the office staff and routine and you are good
with peopl e regardl ess of species. Wen synpathy is needed you are synpathetic, firmwhen the
bei ng concerned isn’t doing enough to help solve his, her, or its problem and you never, ever
| ose your tenper. To your present superior you are respectful wi thout being subservient, and you
gently but firmy resist any attenpt at bullying. As ny principal assistant you're close to ideal
Intelligent, efficient, adaptable, dedicated, unconplaining, and conpletely lacking in anbition
In spite of conpleting your nedical training here, you refused to take the Corps exans for surgeon-
lieutenant. You have found your niche in O her-Species Psychol ogy and you don’'t want to go
anywhere or do anything else. Wien you were offered a major pronotion off-hospital you turned it
down.

“But enough of the conplinments, Lieutenant,” he went on. “On and under the surface your
personality is so well adjusted that it is alnost frightening. Your only defect is that in one
respect you are a total and abject coward. You want to be and you are a trusted and resourcefu
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second-i n-command who enjoys the power and advantages that the position confers, but you are
intensely afraid of taking the ultimate responsibility that would go with the top job.”

Wt hout the small est change of expression, Braithwaite nodded. He was a nan who was
confortable with the truth about hinself. O Mara turned to Cha Thrat.

“Unlike the lieutenant" he said, “you are not afraid of anything. On Sonmaradva you were a
| eadi ng warrior-surgeon who, in spite of your patient being the first other-species entity you had
ever seen, was able to intervene surgically and save the life of a | eading nenber of the contact
team Because of the teanmis gratitude, plus the fact that they wanted to do the Sommaradvan
authorities a favor because the contact was not going well, you were sent here as a trainee, in
spite of hospital objections, for political rather than nmedical reasons.

“In the event your surgical ability and techni que were acceptabl e" he continued sourly,
“but your strict adherence to Sonmaradvan medi cal ethics was not. You were free to attend
| ectures, but soon nobody woul d accept you for practical work on the wards. W found you a job as
a trainee in Mintenance, where you did well and becane popular with a | arge nunber of the junior-
grade nedi cal and mai ntenance staff trainees until you nessed up there, too. I'mnot quite sure
how you ended up here. Sone people think | took pity on you.

“Some people,” he added dryly as he turned toward Lioren, “don’t know ne very well.”

He paused for a |ong nmonent, thinking about what he should say to this entity who had
suffered and was still suffering. O Mara's words and manner toward a patient and a col |l eague were
different. Wth an enotionally distressed person he could be as gentle and synpathetic as the
situation required, but to a nentally healthy nonpatient he preferred to relax and be his normnal
badt enpered, sarcastic self. In spite of the Tarlan’s conti nued good progress over the past two
years, Lioren fell sonmewhere into the grey area between therapist and patient. But whatever he
said, the Padre woul d accept it w thout conplaint because it would consider that it deserved every
physical and nmental cruelty it would ever receive.

VWen Lioren had joined Sector CGeneral he had been a Warer of the Blue Coak, Tarla's
equi valent of Earth’s Nobel Prize for Medicine, and it had shown itself to be an unusually able
and dedi cated ot her-speci es physician and surgeon before transferring to the Monitor Corps’
medi cal service, where its pronotion to surgeoncaptain had been deservedly rapid.

Then had cone the terrible Cronsaggar |ncident.

Wiile it was in charge of a disaster-relief operation on Goinsag involving urgent
treatment for a planetw de epidemic, a m stake had occurred that had virtually decimated the
surviving population. As a result it was court-martialed for professional negligence and
exonerated. But it had disagreed with the findings of the court, felt that it deserved the
ultimate penalty, that it would never be able to forgive itself, and it had nade a sol erm prom se
that it would never again practice its beloved nedical arts for the rest of its life, which it did
not expect to last for nore than a few days. Wth the aid of O Mara’s hi ghly unorthodox therapy,
it had been able to forgive itself in part and extend its |life expectancy, but Tarlans did not
take their solemn promises lightly so it had never nor would it ever practice nedicine on any
bei ng agai n.

Instead it had | earned to sublinate its need to alleviate the suffering of others by
bringing to themnot the healing knife but the gentle, understanding, and synpathetic words, words
that really neant sonething because the recipients knew beyond any possible doubt that they cane
froma person whose suffering had been so nuch greater than their own.

In every hospital, O Mara knew, there were always patients whose condition was nore
serious than one’s own, so that the | ess serious cases found hope and consol ati on, and even felt
t hensel ves fortunate, in the know edge that they were not as bad as that poor bugger down the
war d.

It was a psychol ogi cal truismthat had enabled Lioren to put his nental anguish to
constructive use. Its preferences were the truly hopel ess cases, patients or staff nmenbers who
were mentally distressed and did not respond to normal psychotherapy, or who were in desperate
need of spiritual consolation, or who were termnally ill and afraid. It had turned its brilliant
m nd to gaining a basic knowl edge of all the religious beliefs and practices known within the
Gal acti ¢ Federation, which on average nunbered twelve to every inhabited planet. Its results,
considering the difficult enotional area it had nmade its own, were exceptionally good.

Moral cowardice in an enbarrassing situation, O Mara decided finally, was the first refuge
of the intelligent. He went on, “Padre, everyone knows everything about you and you are beyond
enbarrassnent, so tal king about you would be a waste of ny tinme and breath. The point |’ m making
is that to begin with, all of you were flawed in sone respect, but that has not affected the
quality of your work in the departnent. To the contrary, it has given you a greater sensitivity
and insight where your patients are concerned. But as a result of nmy recent pronotion, from now on
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| expect you to do better, and much nore.

“In case the grapevine onmitted the details,” he continued, |ooking at themin turn
current position is this: | have been appointed adm nistrator while retaining nmy position and
duties of chief psychologist for the interimperiod necessary for ne to find, evaluate, train, and
choose ny successor, who will also be expected to performboth jobs. It has been decided that in
future the entity who holds this position nmust be a civilian, so that he, she, or it will not be
i nfluenced by the Mnitor Corps, as well as having formal nedical training and experience in other-
speci es psychology to enable it to understand and satisfy the peculiar nedical and nonnedi ca
needs of this establishnent. Because of its inportance and the unusual nature of the qualification
required, the position has been advertised on all the professional nets. Mich of nmy tine will be
taken up famliarizing nyself with nmy new duties while you help ne wi nnow out the w shfu
t hi nkers, preferably at |ong range, so that we can short-list and concentrate on the one or two
who m ght possibly nmeasure up for the job.”

He nodded curtly to indicate that the neeting was over, then said, “Don’t bother asking

“

my

questions until you've had a chance to think about them Fromnow on I'I| be watching you closely
and hitting you with a few surprises fromtine to tinme. Cha Thrat, Lioren, if you're tired, go
rest in the outer office. Braithwaite, | have a job for you?

As the others were | eaving, he went on, “Lieutenant, Diagnostician Yursedth is due in half
an hour. It is having troubl esome dreans and waki ng epi sodes of psychosomatic periphera
neur opat hy associated with one of its Educator tapes. Talk to it, identify and erase the culprit
tape, then reiinpress a sanme-species tape with what you consider to be a nore anenabl e personality
with a simlar medical background. | shall be picking the retiring admnistrator’s brains for the
rest of the afternoon and, no doubt, trying to duck invitations to his farewell party?

He held Braithwaite's eyes for a nmonent, but he did not allow the synpathy he was feeling
to reach his voice as he went on, “The Yursedth case could be tricky, and this will be the first
time that you ve erased and rei npressed a tape w thout supervision. |If you have a problemwth it,
Li eutenant, don't call me. This one will be entirely your responsibility?

Braithwaite nodded and turned to follow the others. H's carriage was erect, his uniform
was i nmpeccable, his features were w thout expression, but his face | ooked very pale. O Mara
sighed, closed his eyes, and tried to remenber the nechanics of interviewing a candidate for a
difficult and responsible job.

As they had applied to hinself.

CHAPTER 4

It had been the same office, but those days the walls had been covered only by sickly
green anticorrosive paint rather than a selection of restful |andscapes froma dozen worlds, and
instead of the extraterrestrial furniture that made the present office |ook |like a medieva
torture chanber, there had been only two hard, upright chairs on opposite sides of a bench whose
pl astic worktop was buried under an untidy heap of printouts. Mjor Craythorne had occupi ed one
chair and O Mara the other.

That job interview, with the breaks necessary for eating, sleeping, and |ong periods of
wor k experience, lasted for three years.

Suddenly he was back to the there and then, feeling the anxiety or perhaps it was the |ast
hurried, undigested neal heavy in his stonach. Again he was snelling the supposedly odorl ess paint
and hearing the high-pitched, internmittent sound of a nearby power drill that was forcing the
major to swear mildly and pause fromtime to tine.

“You have to renenber, O Mara,” said Craythorne, not for the first time, “that your face
and manner do not invite trust, and your features show no depth or subtlety of nmind even though we
both know those qualities are there, and that on several occasions you have tinkered curatively
with troubl ed ot her-species personalities. On the surface your consultation technique is crude but
ef fective, so crude that your poor patient has no idea how deeply and sensitively he, she, or it
has been probed and mani pul ated while you are appearing to bully them Have you ever considered
trying to be, well, insincerely polite?”

O Mara sighed in angry inpatience, but silently with his nouth open so that the other
couldn’t detect it, then said, “You're famliar with the Earth saying, sir, about trying to make a
silk purse out of a sows ear? You know | don’t work well in an atnosphere of insincere
friendliness.”

Crayt horne nodded calmy, but whether it was in answer to the question or the statenent
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was unclear, so probably it was to both. He said, “Forget it for now, O Mara. Your next assignment
is to settle in a group of Kelgians. Wth theminsincerity or politeness would be a waste of tine
because both concepts are conpletely alien to them You'll feel right at hone. Have you any prior
experience with that species?”

O Mara shook his head.

The major smled. “If | had time to tell you about them which unfortunately | don't right
now, you wouldn't believe me. They arrive in two hours. Before nmeeting themyou should brief
yourself on the library conputer..

In the corridor outside their doorless office, someone dropped sonethi ng heavy and
metallic that nmade the whole roomring |like a discordant bell. Craythorne wi nced and ended calny
‘~ . . which, fortunately, is one of the fewfacilities in this place that is up and running.”

The major was a man O Mara woul d have dearly liked to hate, but couldn’t because he was so
dammed |i kable. No matter how or why one of his subordinates nessed up, he never lost his tenper.
Instead he just | ooked so disappointed that the culprits felt so sorry they never made the sane
m stake again. H's manner was polished, invariably correct, and the greying hair and thin,
sensitive features could have belonged to a career diplomat. Even in the issue coveralls he | ooked
i npeccable. It was as if the ever-present mixture of oily grinme and netallic dust that stained
everyone else’'s clothing did not so nuch as dare approach his. He gave the inpression of being,
and truly was, a good man. He had opened up a job for O Mara when all O Mara’'s options had cl osed

“Maj or,” said O Mara enviously, “how the hell did you get this way?”

The other smiled again and shook his head. “You keep trying to probe ny hidden inner
depths, and | yours. But trying to practice psychoanal ysis on each other’s deeply buried psychoses
is a waste of tine, because as psychol ogi sts we don’t have any. W' re supposed to be sane, well -
integrated personalities. It's in our contracts.”

“Your contract, maybe.. .“ O Mara began

Bef ore he could go on, Craythorne said in a tone of gentle dismissal, “If you aren’t
famliar with the new library computer consoles, there are plenty of mad genui ses wor ki ng down
there who will be glad to hel p you out:’

Only a few of the freight elevators were working and they were usually so full of nen and
equi pnment that it wasn't worth spending tinme waiting for a chance to squeeze into one. Besides, he
was used to threading his way through many miles of corridors still under construction that were
identified only by their hospital |evel and corridor nunmbers daubed with paint at the
intersections. He slowed his pace to go around a couple of |large, sweating and swearing nmen in
Monit or Corps green coveralls, one of thema sergeant, who had been installing a heavy |ength of
ceiling ducting, one end of which had fallen onto the floor. The NCO called out to himas he was
passi ng.

“You" he said sharply, “help us lift this damm thing into position again and hold it. 1’1l
show you where it fits ..

It was obvious where it fitted. Wthout speaking, O Mara pulled a nearby bench into a nore
convenient position, lifted the |oose end of the ducting onto the top surface, and junped up
hinself. Then he lifted it without effort to the ceiling and held it accurately in position while
the other two secured it.

“Thanks, friend said the sergeant. “Cbviously you know what you're doing and | need you
here for a couple of hours. Watever else you you were about to do, forget it.”

O Mara shook his head and junped to the floor

“1t’s okay" said the sergeant in a manner suggesting that he was unused to receivVving

negative responses. “I’'Il fix it with your squad | eader. On this job the Corps instructions take
precedence over those given by civilian contractor supervisors:

“SorryP said O Mara, turning to go. “I really have to be sonewhere else.”

“Hold it right there" said the other angrily. “Have you sone kind of difficulty in
conprehension . . . ? What is it, Bates?”

The sergeant broke off as O Mara turned back to look at him It would not have been the
first time that he had had to win an argument with his fists. But that had been in the bad old
days and Craythorne would not like it if he started doing it again. Besides, the second Corpsnan,
Bates, was staring at his face and tugging urgently at the sergeant’s sl eeve.

“I know this one, Sarge~’ he said in a respectful undertone. “Forget it.”

O Mara turned away again to resune his interrupted journey to the library. He had gone
about twenty yards along the corridor when he heard the sergeant saying loudly, “He’ s Mjor
Craythorne’s assistant, you say? But what the hell is a bloody psychol ogi st doing wi th nuscles
like that?”

It was a question that had been asked many tines by many people during O Mara’s life, and
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t he answer, based on visual evidence alone, was usually provided by the questioner, who took one
| ook and saw no reason to listen to anything he had to say.

Since his early teens, O Mara’s life had been a series of such frustrations. He had | ost
bot h parents when he was three and his aunt, probably because of ill health plus the fact that he
had been a really obnoxious child, had not given himthe support needed agai nst adults and
superiors who kept telling himwhat he should be and do with his life.

Teachers took one look, relegated himto the sports field, and considered his efforts to
study an interesting and unnecessary anonaly. Later a succession of conpany personnel officers
could not believe that a young man with such square, ugly features and shoul ders so huge that they
made his head | ook inoronically small by conparison could be really interested in brainy stuff
|ike electronics, nedicine, or psychol ogy. He had gone into space in the hope of finding a
different situation and nore flexible ninds there, but in vain. Despite constant efforts during
interviews to inpress people with his quite considerable intelligence, they were too inpressed by
his muscle power to listen and his applications were invariably stamped APPROVED SU TABLE FOR
HEAVY SUSTAI NED LABOR

So he had gone from one space construction job to another, always working with peopl e whose ninds
as well as their bodi es were nuscl e-bound, and ending with this one on the final assenbly of
Sector Twel ve General Hospital. Here he had decided to relieve the physical nmonotony by using his
intelligence to secretly tinker with other people’s mninds.

It was not sonething one did to one’s friends, he thought, but then he had never had any.

One pi ece of covert therapy performed on an Earth-human workmate, plus sone very rul e-of -
thunmb treatment he had given to a space-orphaned and enotional |y disturbed Hudl ar infant weighing
hal f a ton, had brought himto Graythorne’'s attention. Not only had the investigating officer
exonerated himof all blame in causing the accident that had killed the baby's parents, but the
ensuing trial had uncovered the finer details of his curative tinkering with the enotiona
probl ens of a seriously neurotic workmate and had i npressed the other to the extent that the nmjor
had offered him for a trial period that would last only until he showed hinself incapable of
doing it, a job where brains rather than his overlarge nuscles were needed. It had turned out to
be the hardest and nost satisfying job he had ever had.

It was a job he didn't want to |ose

But satisfying the major this tine, he realized as soon as the library data on the Kel gi an
species and culture began to unroll, would not be easy. O course, neither had any of his recent
assignments. That first other-species job had nearly killed himat the tine, but there were days
when he found hinsel f wishing that he had nothing nore conplicated to do than feed, bathe, and
baby-sit half a ton of squal hing Hudl ar infant.

Two hours later he was waiting inside Personnel Lock F on Level Thirty-Seven and wat chi ng
the first Kel gians he had ever seen, other than in the library pictures, conme crawing toward him
al ong the boarding tube. At least they are warm bl ooded oxygenbreathers |ike ne, he thought dryly,
but that was the only point of simlarity.

They were like fat, silver-furred caterpillars averaging nore than two nmeters from conica
head to upturned tail, undulating forward on twelve pairs of stubby feet, although the four sets
closest to the head were slightly longer, thinner, and terminated in delicate, pink hands. Their
tiny, tightly grouped facial features were too alien to be readable, but, he had | earned, the
i nvol untary notion of the highly nobile fur that tufted, spiked, or rippled in waves along their
entire body surface told everyone, or at |east every other Kelgian, exactly what they were feeling
fromnmonment to nonent. The result was that telling a lie or even trying to shade the truth was a
conpl ete waste of tine where their species was concerned.

The Kel gi ans were soft and visually appealing creatures. Had they been scal ed down by a
factor often, as a boy he would not have mi nded keeping one as a pet, if he had been allowed to
keep pets.

He backed away a little as they noved out of the boardi ng tube and began spreadi ng around
himin a semcircle. They had raised their bodies upright and were bal ancing on their rearnpst
four legs, and their heads were curved forward so that their tiny faces were at eye level. It felt
as though he were being surrounded by a bunch of furry question marks.

So far as he was concerned, O Mara realized with a stirring of butterflies in his stonach
he was close to being in a firstcontact situation. If he should do or say sonmething wong, it was
unlikely that he would cause an interstellar war to start. The Kel gians were reputed to be a
highly intelligent, technol ogically advanced, and civilized species who probably knew nore about
Eart h- humans than he did about them and they woul d, he hoped, neke all owances.

Faced with this situation, what would the cool and inpecca- bly mannered Maj or Craythorne
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say and do?

O Mara held out his hand toward the nearest Kelgian, then abruptly brought it back to his
side. The library conmputer had not nentioned this formof physical greeting. Wth two-handed
people of Earth it was a sign of friendship and trust, a |egacy of a tine when it nade good sense
for people neeting for the first tinme to grab and thereby i mobilize each other’s weapon hand. But
the Kel gi ans’ hands were ridiculously tiny and there were too many of them O Mara had the feeling
that he had just avoi ded making his first mstake.

Instead he said slowy and clearly, “My nane is O Mara. Did you have a confortable trip
and woul d you prefer to see-"

“My nane is Crenneth" the one facing himbroke in, its fur stirring restively. “The ship
acconmopdati on was cranped and unconfortable and the food terrible. The speech of the Earth-human
crew was rapid and precise. Wiy are you speaking so slowy? We do not have a problemw th verba
conpr ehensi on. Do you?”

O Mara choked, cleared his throat, and said, “No.”

“Are you a Healer?” Crenneth asked. “If so, what is your level of seniority?”

“No" said O Mara again. “A, a psychologist” Silently he added, Wthout qualifications.

“Then you are a Healer of the Mnd,” the other persisted. “Wat's the difference?”

“We can discuss the difference when there is nore tinme~ he replied, deciding that he was
not going to reveal his lack of formal training, or anything el se of a personal nature, to this
i nquisitive, outsized caterpillar on first acquaintance. He went on, “Earlier | was about to ask
if you would prefer to see your living quarters, or visit the dining hall first? Your persona
effects are being noved to your quarters as we speak.”

“I"m hungry" said one of the others, its fur rising in spikes. “After that indigestible
ship food, your dining hail is bound to be an inprovenent.~~

“There are no guarantees,” said O Mara dryly.

Crenneth rippled its fur. In a manner which suggested that it was the Kel gi an spokesperson
and the one with the rank, it said, “Qur quarters first. You |lead the way, O Mara. Are Earth-
humans able to talk while they wal k? | expect balancing a | ong, upright body on only two feet
requi res some concentration. Does jerking your head up and down like that indicate a negative or
an affirmative reply?”

“Affirmative,” he replied as they noved off. He had the feeling that Crenneth was about to
speak again but had stopped itself. They were approaching the end of a | ong, unpainted corridor
and from both branches of the intersection cane the increasing sounds of hamrering and drilling
i nterspersed with shouted Earth-human voi ces.

When they reached the intersection he saw that the corridor in both directions was
scattered with wall and ceiling scaffolding units containing men with paint applicators or thin
sheets of sharpedged netal which they were swinging around with little regard for the safety of
passersby. More panels lay flat on the scaffolding, their sharp edges projecting beyond the work
surfaces into the corridor. O Mara was about to tell the Kelgians to halt, but they were already
hangi ng back, their fur tufting and rippling in a way that suggested great agitation.

He faced into the slightly less cluttered corridor and | ooked for someone in authority.
But he could see no Monitor Corps coveralls or insignia of rank to read, so obviously the nmen were
enpl oyed by one of the civilian contractors. He filled his |ungs.

“Men!” he shouted above the background noise. “lI want to speak to your squad | eader. Now.”

A large, red-faced man junped down from a section of scaffol ding about twenty yards away
and dodged qui ckly between the intervening equipnent to stand facing him The red facia
coloration, O Mara decided, was due to irritation as well as hard work. He tried the Craythorne
appr oach.

“Sorry for the inconveni ence" he said, nodding along the corridor, “when you’'re obviously
busy. I'mtaking a group of newmy arrived Kel gian nurses to their quarters on Forty-Three, and
would like you to clear a path for themthrough the-"

“The hell you would,” the other broke in, |ooking past O Mara’'s shoul der for a nonent.
“I"ve got just two hours to finish this stretch of corridor. Take themto the dining hall and feed
them |l ettuce, or whatever else overgrown caterpillars eat, until then. herwise go up to Fifty-
One, the freight elevator is supposed to be working to that | evel now, and the ranps down to Forty-
Nine are clear. Then if you take a left past the-"

Wil e the squad | eader had been tal king, O Mara had deci ded that he could not go around
for the reasons that neither of themcould be conpletely sure that the way woul d be clear and he
did not want his party diverting all over the hospital while trying to find a way to their
quarters. He shook his head.

“Going around is not an option" said O Mra.
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“Who d’you think you re ordering around?” the squad | eader said angrily. “Get your
trai nees out of here and stop wasting ny tinme.”

The nmen working nearby had stopped to listen, foll owed by the ones who were farther down
the line. It was as if a strange wave of silence were rolling slowmy down the corridor

“Your scaffolding, especially the sections with wail plating projecting over the edges, is

on wheels,” said O Mara in what he hoped was a qui et, reasonable voice. “It can be easily noved
agai nst one wall to let ny people pass in safety. The sanme applies to the paint and other |oose
stuff lying around, which you will have to stow and take away soon, anyway. |’'ll lend a hand to
nmove it.”

Del i berately the squad | eader did not |ower his voice. He said, “No you won't, because you
don’t give ne orders and you're not coming this way. Mwve off. Just who the hell d you think you
are, anyway?”

O Mara tried hard to keep his tenper in check and his voice low. Two nore of the nen
nearest to them had junped to the floor and were noving to join their boss. He waited until they
were close; then he | ooked them up and down and nodded to each before speaking.

“l don’t have an identity problent he said, “so | know that my name is O Mara. In case I'm
tenpted to report this nmatter later, it would be better not to know your nanes. My trainees wl|l
nmove along this corridor, without trouble, | trust, because we do not want to give ot her-species
medi cal staff a bad inpression. Please clear a path for them |I'mafraid | must insist.”

Crayt horne woul d approve of ny gentlemanly manner and phraseol ogy, he thought. Not so the
squad | eader. He gave O Mara specific instructions where a brainless, overnuscled gorilla trying
to use fancy | anguage should go and the various physiologically inpossible acts he should perform
on hinself when he got there, regrettably in | anguage that was cl ear enough to be processed by the
Kel gi ans’ translators. O Mara had had nore than enough of people who held it to be a |aw of nature
that brains and brawn were nutually exclusive, and he felt a terrible urge to finish the argunent
their way, with his fists, head, and feet. He held up one hand.

“Enough!" he said in a cold, quiet voice that cut the other off in mdword. “If this
argunment is about to becone physical, which | would rather it didn't, we have twel ve nurses
avai | abl e whose training covers the treatnent of the three, or nmaybe nore, Earthhuman casualties
that will result. It is your nove

Crayt horne, he thought, would certainly not approve of ne now

CHAPTER 5

For a few seconds there was total silence in the corridor. The squad | eader’s face was
darkening toward purple. The nan on his right was snmling and the one on his left was | ooking
thoughtful but not afraid; his hand noved toward his boss’s armas if to restrain him then he |et
it fall again. This one, O Mara thought, was able to think even if, for the sake of a peacefu
life, he was in the habit of letting the squad | eader do the thinking for him

As space construction workers they were highly paid but, so far as the majority of them
were concerned, not highly intelligent or well educated. They didn't have to be. But their
i gnorance was a tenporary condition that could be relieved. O Mara nodded to the man on the left
to show that his words were for himas well as for his boss before returning his attention to the
squad | eader. Regretfully, he thought, I’'Il try to do it Craythorne’s way one nore tine.

“While we're all thinking about what to do nexC he said, allowing a snile to touch the
corners of his nouth, “there is sonething you should know about Kel gians-if, that is, sonme of you
are nmeeting themfor the first tine. Physically they are not very strong. Apart fromthe delicate
bone structure of the spine and brain casing, they are nade up of soft nuscle tissue in broad,
circular bands along their body |ength. These nuscles need a ot of blood and the veins are cl ose
to the skin, which neans that even a snmall surface wound is serious for them because their nobile
fur makes it difficult to control the bleeding. The effect on the fur is even nore serious ..

It sounded as if he knew what he was tal king about, but he was sinply paraphrasing the
introductory material, intended for primary-school children, on Kel gi an physiology fromthe
library. But the man on the right was frowning in concentration, the thoughtful one on the left
was staring at the Kel gians, and the squad | eader’s face was shadi ng through red to pink

..... because the fur is their nost expressive and, to them beautiful featureP he went on
qui ckly. “To every other Kelgian the fur novenents are an extension of their spoken | anguage that
shows exactly what they are thinking and feeling. For exanple, a male can’'t hide his feelings for
a female or, whether or not she returns them hers for him They can never be coy or play hard to
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get. The fur is very sensitive. If it is injured or danaged in any way, it is the equivalent of a
severe physical disfigurement or bad facial scarring to us. A scarred Kel gian would, well, have
great difficulty finding a nate ..

“I wish it was that sinple with our wonen" the one who had been concentrating broke in
The thoughtful one added, “So you're saying that if they get cut by sharp edges of plating, or get
their fur smeared with paint or oil, the ladies are in bad trouble.” Wthout waiting for O Mara to
reply, he said, “Boss, do we clear a path for then?”

The squad | eader hesitated. His face had returned to its natural color, but plainly he was
a man who did not like losing an argunent. It was time to give himback the initiative, O Mara
t hought, and appeal to the better side of his nature, if he had one.

“They have been traveling for a long tine’ he said, “and sone of them badly need to use
the, ah, facilities in their quarters.” He grinned. “Your corridor is messed up enough as it is.”

The other hesitated, then guffawed loudly. “Right, O Mara, you’'ve got it. Far be it from
me to get a lady into serious trouble. Gve us ten m nutes. ~~

There was only one small hol dup while the party was noving in single file along the
cl eared section of corridor. Wrd had been passed down the line that a party of other-species
nurses were goi ng through and the nmen began whistling. Crenneth wanted to know t he neani ng of the
strange, untransl atable noise. O Mara decided to hide behind the literal truth

He said, “It is a sound they make when the think another person is beautiful.”

“Ch, that’s all right then~ said Crenneth. “Are we expected to whistle back?”

It was ten minutes |ater when they were entering the brightly painted and conpl et ed
section containing the Kelgian living quarters that Crenneth spoke again. It said, “For your
infornmation we are not, at our ages, subject to involuntary incontinence, if that is what you were
suggesting back there. | did not allow any of my people to correct you because your situation at
the tine seemed uncertain and an interruption might not have been hel pful. But there is a question
| wanted to ask earlier.”

“Ask it now,” said O Mara.

“Why are you, a Healer of the Mnd, showing us the way to our accommodation,” it said,
“rather than a person of |esser professional rank? Are you curious about a species you are neeting
for the first time? O do you have professional reasons for observing our behavior?”

For a monent he wondered how the ultra-polite Craythorne would have responded to questions
like that. But he wasn't the major and he would feel nore confortable if he started out the way he
i ntended to proceed or, if he nessed up, how he would very shortly finish. Besides, the library
material had stated several times that politeness, like tact or telling lies, was a concept that
Kel gi ans did not understand and they found its use both confusing and irritating.

“Yes to both questions" said O Mara. “You are anmong the first of the other-species nedica
staff to arrive here. | wanted to make your acquai ntance as soon as possible since in the future
may, or may not, be called on to treat you in ny professional capacity, or possibly to have sone
of you expelled fromthe hospital as psychologically unsuitable for service here. You wll
appreciate that nmy first inpressions of your behavior could be inportant.”

Crenneth remmined silent while its agitated fur told everyone but O Mara what exactly it
was feeling. It could not tell alie, but there was nothing to stop its exercising the option of
si | ence.

From somewhere anong the group following thema voice said, “It thinks we're all mad.”
Anot her said, “After the higher nursing exam nations and psychol ogi cal fitness tests we had to
take before we were even allowed to volunteer for this place, | think it’s right.”

They did not understand politeness, diplonmacy, or the many other ways Earth-hunans had of
hiding the fact that they were lying, O Mara thought, but surely it nust be possible to ease the
exact and perhaps frightening truth with an honest conplinent.

He | ooked at Crenneth and raised his voice so that everyone el se would hear himas he
said, “From an objective viewpoint, you are all nad. However, an unusually high degree of
dedi cation, unsel fishness, and the placing of the health and future welfare of others before your
own i ndivi dual happi ness are allowable neuroses. In fact, the fabric of galactic civilization is
based on them

“But.”

They had reached the entrances to their quarters but it seened that none of themwanted to
go inside. Instead they stood around him watching and listening while their fur did things that
were i nconmprehensible to him at |east for the present.

Very seriously, he said, “You are all filled with enthusiasm and dedi cation and the
nobl est qualities of your profession, but that may not be enough. Wen this hospital goes into
full operation there will be upward of sixty different life-forms, with sixty different sets of
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speci es’ behavioral characteristics, body odors, and ways of looking at life, on the nmedical and
mai nt enance staff. Living space will be at a premium so you will be working, eating, and, on our
communal recreation |level, playing together. A very high degree of species adaptability on the
social level will be required.

“Undoubt edly sone of you will encounter serious psychol ogi cal problens" he went on
“whet her you think so right now or not. G ven even the highest qualities of nutual respect and
tol erance you hold for your colleagues on the staff, there will still be occasions when inter-
species friction occurs. Potentially dangerous situations will arise, through ignorance or
m sunder st andi ng, or, nore seriously, a being could devel op an unsuspected xenophobi a which could
affect its professional capabilities, its nental stability, or both. A Melfan nedic, for exanple,
who had a subconscious fear of the furry vermin with lethal stings that are native to its planet,
m ght not be able to bring to bear on a Kel gian patient the proper degree of clinical detachnent
required for its treatment. Since Melfans are a six-linbed, exoskeletal species, some of you m ght
feel the same way about them”

O Mara paused for a noment, but there was no response. They were watching himin absol ute
silence, even though their fur was rippling and whi ppi ng about as if an unfelt gale were bl owi ng
al ong the corridor.

He went on, “Updated training reports and psych profiles will be nmaintained in our other-
speci es psychol ogy departnent, whose purpose is the earliest possible detection and eradication of
such problens or, if therapy fails, the renmoval of the individual concerned fromthe hospita
before the situation can devel op into open conflict. Guarding agai nst such wong, unhealthy, or
intolerant thinking is a duty which the department will performw th great zeal, so nmuch so that
that it will irritate or anger you to the extent that you may want to tell us, sonetines to our
faces, exactly what you think of us. But justifiable invective we do not consider to be a synptom
of wrong thinking?

Eart h- humans m ght have | aughed politely at his attenpted pleasantry; then he renenbered
that Kel gi ans al ways said exactly what they thought.

“Your sleep will be troubled with nightmares, perhaps sexbased fears or fantasies so
terrifying that you do not yet believe them possible. Wen you awaken fromthemyou will be
expected to go on duty and work with these ni ghtmares, and nake friends with them or learn to
respect and obey themif they happen to be your superiors. |If you have a problemwth this, as a
| ast resort you may request psychol ogi cal assistance. But if you have understood the inplications
of what | have been telling you, you already know that it would be better for everyone concerned
if you solved these probl ens yoursel ves.

“After you have had tinme to settle in,” he continued, “you will be contacted by the Earth-
human senior tutor, Dr. Mannen, regarding your sleeping, eating, training, and | ecture schedul es
He has a dog, a nonsapient, nonhostile Earth quadruped which he will expect you to acknow edge, or
per haps admi re even though it has no nedical training....”

Li ke ne, he added silently.

“You will find Dr. Mannen to be an excellent teacher, friendly, helpful, and with a
personality that is nore pleasant than ny own- “That’'s the best news we’ve heard today~' said one
of the Kel gi ans behi nd Crennet h.

48 - JAMES VWH TE

O Mara ignored it. As he turned to go he gestured toward their waiting quarters and ended,
“Good luck with your studies. Professionally, | hope never to see any of you again?

““thank you, O Mara? said Crenneth, with a sudden ripple of its fur. “W al so hope never
to see you again.”

CHAPTER 6

The reason for their forthright | anguage and behavi or, he had deci ded there and then, was
that in Kel gi ans the physiol ogy and psychol ogy, the fur and the feelings of the mnd that
controlled it, were difficult to separate. Unlike other species, who had to depend on words al one
to comuni cate, they did not have to carry the psychol ogi cal baggage of lies, or of having to hide
their true feelings fromothers, or the stress of not know ng the truth about what ot her people
wer e thinking about them The Kel gian enptional |ife was beautifully sinple. And now, alnost fifty
years since he had first net that first group of them he still had a warm and special regard for
t hem even though he could never adnit to such a thing. Apart fromPrilicla, their single
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Ci nrusskin enpath, who knew nore about the hidden contents of O Mara's nmind than did anyone el se
in the hospital, the Kelgians were his favorite species in Sector General, because they said what
they thought and everyone knew exactly where they were with them

They were his kind of people.

O Mara si ghed, opened his eyes, and conpleted the process of easing hinself back into
present space and tinme. It was necessary that he see Col onel Skenpton, and he had to go at once if
he was going to | eave Braithwaite to deal alone with their |atest psychol ogi cal hot potato. He
left via the outer office without tal king to anyone.

The admi nistrator’s private office was much |arger and nore | uxuriously appointed than
O Mara’s in the Psychol ogy Departnent. The fl oor covering was so deep and soft that one waded
t hrough rather than wal ked over it, and there was a greater variety of other-species’ furniture
that really was confortable for beings who had occasion to use it. Behind the enornous, tidy desk
whi ch was enpty except for its inset console and conmmuni cati ons screens, there were two chairs
i nstead of the one that was usually there. They both | ooked as sinfully confortable as the
extraterrestrial relaxers. Skenpton pointed at the enpty one beside him

“There was no need to tidy up your desk just for nme" said
O Mara dryly as he sat down. They both knew that the col onel had
a neatness fetish and that his desk al ways | ooked that way. He
swivel ed his chair to face O Mara and stared directly at his chest for
a few seconds without speaking.

“As you have seen" said O Mara caustically, “I'"mstill wearing nmy uniformwth the
insignia renoved. This is not because | yearn for ny former rank or have any deep attachnment to
the Monitor Corps, or for any other sentinmental or psychol ogi cal reason. There are just too nany
people in this place who can't tell one Earthhuman from another, but they think of nme as the one
with grey hair and a Monitor green uniformwho doesn’t bother to wi sh anyone the tine of day. |I'm
wearing it as a sinple aid to identification, so you don't have to conmi serate or avoid hurting ny
brui sed feelings because | don’t have any, bruised or otherwise. And as a civilian | don’t even
have to call you ‘sir’..

“l don’t remenber you ever calling me ‘sir,’ Skenpton broke in, smiling. “But as the new
civilian adnministrator everyone, including as a courtesy the nilitary personnel, will call you
‘“sir’ at all tinmes, whether they feel respect for you in any given situation or not. Do you handl e

megal omania wel |, O Mara?”

* so if you have instructions, advice, warnings, or other unclassifiable know edge you
wi sh to share with meP O Mara continued, ignoring the interruption, “let’s cut to it at once. |
woul d appreciate your advice even though | probably won’t take it. Then you can fornmally introduce
me to your staff, having first indicated which heads | should pat or the asses, if any, | should
kick. Right?

“And the negal onania will be a tenporary condition,” he added sourly, “because so is this
new j ob.”

Skenpt on nodded synpat hetically. “Choosing and training a successor capable of filling

your shoes coul d take tineg,
you need. O even want.~~

“Are you trying to conplinment ne,” said O Mara, “or lead ne into tenptation?”

“Yes, twi ceP said the colonel. “But seriously, the hardest part of the new job is being
pl easant, and firm too, of course, with everyone. In this office you won’t be dealing with
enotionally troubled patients, they will all know that they are saner, nore intelligent, and fully
capabl e of doing this job better than you can. Maybe sone of themare, but they are too high in
their confortable nmedical specialties to seriously consider ousting you. They will cone to you
with legitimte requests for equi pnent, medical supplies, or additional staff that have, they will
insist, much nore nerit than the simlar requests of their colleagues.

“You will listen to thenP he went on, “and tell them exactly what you think of them but
al ways under your breath, and do whatever is humanly, or nonhumanly, possible. Considering the
resources of the Federation and the Monitor Corps, that is quite a lot. The ones who know exactly
what they need will tell you without wasting tine. You will give themwhat they want or tell them
gently why they can’t have it until the week after next, or whenever, and find a conpronise
solution to their particular problem But with the others you will listen and be di plomatic, |
hope, and do nothing at all.”

He gave O Mara a worried snile and continued, “This is because all they want to do is talk
to you, and conplain about the nasty things they think their colleagues are saying behind their
backs, or about the apparent and sonetines real attenpts certain other departnent heads are naking
at enpire-building by grabbing their unfair share of the top trainees. O they will conplain about

he said seriously, “so your tenporary job could last for as |long as
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the difficulties of fitting their workload into the allotted tinme, or stuff like that. Basically
it is just high-level griping which you will listen to with an occasi onal synpathetic or
encouragi ng word as appropriate or, in extreme cases, a pronmse to look into it as soon as your
own workl oad all ows. But usually you won't even have to say or prom se anything, or do anything
that your subordinate staff can't do or aren’t already doing.”

When Skenpton paused for breath, O Mara nade a pretense of soundi ng shocked and said, “And
is that what our respected chief adninistrator has been doing for the past twelve years?”

“Shanmeful, isn't it?” said the colonel, laughing for the first tine. The process snoot hed
away the worry lines in his face and relaxed his nouth so that for a nonment he | ooked younger than
O Mara had ever seen himsince he had taken over the administration of the hospital. He went on
“There are nonments of drama when | have to earn ny salary, when saying and doing nothing isn't
enough. But the point I'mnaking is that, regardl ess of their size, shape, species, or rank
listening will be the nmobst inportant part of your job. Mstly you'll just have to |listen and nmake
appropriate noises while they talk out and solve their own problens and go away happy until the
next tine.”

Suddenly O Mara found hinsel f | aughing, too, although he could not renmenber how | ong it
had been since he had done that. He said dryly, “That sounds very like what | do in O her-Species
Psychol ogy.”

“Maybe that" said Skenpton, “is why they gave you ny job in the first place.”

Irritated with hinself, O Mara allowed his features to fall back into their usua
unfriendly configuration. He said, “Are you trying to conplinent ne again? There's no reason to
waste tinme on pleasantries when you' re |leaving the place and can’t hope to benefit fromthem Have
you anything else to tell nme about the job? Or have you any nore hel pful advice to give ne?”

Skenpton’s smle faded and his tone becane businesslike as he said, “No nore advice, only
information. The first applicant for your job arrives in three days’ time. It is Dr. Cerdal, a
Cenmeccan, physiol ogical classification DBKR, and the first nenmber of its species to cone to
Sector Ceneral. It was asked to donate a nmind recording for the Educator tape program so it
thinks it’s good. So do the Federation nmedical and psychiatric exam ners who put it on their short
list. So far it has been the only suitable candidate. What you think and the action you take wll,
of course, be up to you.”

O Mara nodded. The col onel turned and keyed his consol e before going on, “Watever you nay
finally decide, you should know that the position of Adm nistrator of Sector Twelve Genera
Hospital is the nost sought-after post in the field of nulti-species nedicine. The woul d-be
candi dates are inportant enough to exert political as well as nedical influence, which is why the
Federation’s nedi cal exami ners are wi nnowi ng out the hopel ess hopefuls fromthe few who m ght
stand a chance, so that you can assess and/or train the applicants w thout being swayed by
external influences-if, that is, it's possible to influence you with anything or anybody.

“The data on Cerdal’s qualifications, experience, and behavior before the examners wll
be copied to you for later study. Miintenance has Cerdal’s quarters ready for it, nothing |avish

even though it is an inportant being on its home world, and we’' Il |leave the rest to you. Sorry for
dropping you in at the deep end .
“This place" said O Mara, “is one perpetual deep end. It always has been:

The colonel’s snmile returned briefly as he continued, “By the time Dr. Cerdal arrives,
shall be on ny way to Nidia and a future of being an ever nore high-ranking nmilitary bookkeeper on

a world where the only deep ends will be sand bunkers and water traps.”
Guffly, O Mara said, “I wish the fleet commander joy of them?”
Skenpton inclined his head and gl anced at his watch. “Thank you" he said. “lI don't see you

a~ a golfer, O Mara. What does our feared and respected chief psychol ogist do with hinself when he
isn't being feared and respected?”

O Mara just shook his head.

“We all wonder about that, you knowP Skenpton said, “and sone of the ideas put forward are
unusual and colorful and, well, weird enough to arouse your professional concern. Were do you
take your |eaves, danmt, and what do you do there? This is probably nmy last chance to find out.”

O Mara shook his head agai n.

“Once | considered requesting a covert trace on you,” the other went on, glancing again at
his wist. “But you know ne better than | know nyself, O Mara, so | couldn't justify bringing in
Monitor internal security just to satisfy my nmorbid curiosity regardi ng the possi bl e m sbehavi or
of a reticent colleague who .

“You' ve been | ooking at your watch,” O Mara broke in. “If you ve nothing else to tell ne,
I"l1l stop wasting your tine.”
“No, O Mara,” said Skenpton with a sudden, broad smle, “lI’mwasting your tine. |’'m
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supposed to keep you tal king here until sone people arrive. Thornnastor, Conway, Mirchison
Priicla, and any of the other diagnosticians or seniors who aren’t in OR They're bringing sone
special stuff that was brewed by Chief Dietician GQurronsevas, a concoction used widely on Oligia
that has a bl anket contraindication for all warm bl ooded oxygen-breathers. You won't be able to
dodge themthe way you did after this norning’s neeting, because they' || be here any second now.
In fact, that nust be Thornnastor’'s feet | hear in the corridor outside. This tine |'mafraid
you're stuck with us.

“But don’t worry,” he went on, plainly enjoying O Mara’'s disconfort, “it shouldn’t |ast
for nore than two or three hours. It’s just an excuse for a party, but they also want to
congratul ate us properly on our new appoi ntnents, wish us well, and say nice things about ny
service here. They'll be trying to say nice things about you, too.”

“l don’t envy themtheir job.”

CHAPTER 7

If anything, O Mara thought, Dr. Cerdal resenbled a Kelgian, although the resenbl ance was
not close. The Cemmeccan’s caterpillar-1ike body was shorter and nmore heavily built and, rather
than multiple legs, there were ten w de, semcircular bands of padded nuscle spaced along its
undersi de for anmbulation and its fur was long, imobile, and jet black rather than silver. The
four arnms that grew fromjust belowits |large, round head and stretched backward for nearly half
the length of its body were black and | ooked thin because they were conpletely hairless. The body
fur continued forward without thinning to cover its face, so that the only features visible were
its large, black eyes, and when it opened its nouth, it displayed an oral cavity and teeth that
were al so deepest black. According to the library conputer there had been sound, evol utionary
reasons for the body coloration, but to OMira it seened that Cerdal was absorbing all the anbient
light in the office like an organic black hole.

Rat her than use his big, new adninistrator’s office, O Mara had decided to hold the
initial interviewin the Psychol ogy Departnment. There were three reasons for this. A gratuitous
di splay of his new, |avish workplace would have been a waste of time and a great unkindness if the
candi dat e was unsuccessful; all the training records and psyche files that it would be using were
inthe old office; and anyway, it was possible that Cerdal would be equally unconfortable in
either office until Mintenance provided sonme Cenmeccan furniture.

O Mara tried to imagi ne how his predecessor Craythorne would have handl ed this situation
while at the same tine renenbering all the advice Thornnastor, Skenpton, Prilicla, and even young
Conway, who was going a touch grey at the tenples these days, had given himon how an
adm ni strator shoul d behave while interview ng a high-level candidate. He took a deep breath and
wor ked the | ong-unused facial nuscles to produce a pl easant expression even though the other m ght
not be able to read it.

“l am Chi ef Psychol ogi st and Administrator O Mara~' he said briskly, and with a nod to his
left and right continued, “and these are ny assistants, Padre and forner Surgeon-Captain Lioren of
Tarl a, and the Sonmmaradvan former warrior-surgeon Cha Thrat. My principal assistant, Lieutenant
Braithwaite, is manning the outer office. He is nonitoring this interview and may put in a
rel evant comrent or question. The proceedings will be informal and you may speak freely or
interrupt at any tine.

“For the present that is all you need to know about us,” he ended, sniling, “but we need
to know everythi ng about you. Please speak.”

Dr. Cerdal lay with the forward half of its body supported on part of a Melfan cradle so
as to bring its head level with those of the interviewers. For several seconds it kept its jet-
bl ack Cemmeccan eyes only on O Mara before the first low, gurgling words of its native speech cane
through their translators.

“First an observation, and questions,” it said. “I ambeing interviewed for the nost
i mportant post in this establishnent, as was expected, by the present incunbent. But why amlto be
guestioned by and in the presence of subordinates? | had assunmed the position to be one carrying
complete authority and full responsibility for decision making. Is this authority and
responsibility to be diluted? Is the position of adm nistrator in fact a committee? O is it that
the present incunbent requires sonme formof noral support?”

Cha Thrat nmade a sound that did not translate, Lioren turned all four of its eyes in
Cerdal's direction, and O Mara pressed his lips tightly together to contain a verbal explosion
Per haps, he thought angrily, the Cemmeccans were closer to the Kelgians than he had realized. This
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one appeared not, or maybe it was pretending not, to understand the concepts of diplomacy, tact,
or even a sinple show of respect for authority. It was the Padre, who was obviously having simlar
t houghts, who spoke first.

“My study of the Cemmeccan material in our library did not suggest that you belong to a
particularly inpolite species~ it said. “Wuld you like to correct ne, or conment?”

Cerdal’s attention noved, reluctantly, O Mara thought, to Lioren. It said, “l understand,
and at tines appreciate, polite behavior. But in essence politeness is a social |ubricant that
snoot hs, but nore often conceals, the rough surfaces of interpersonal contact that could be a
| ater cause of conflict. No doubt there will be future cases here where the softer and nore gentle

contact will be the indicated therapy. During the present proceedi ngs, however, | believe that a
conpl ete and honest response to questions will be of nore long-termbenefit to me than a pretense
of subservience and obei sance. | do not believe that | amhere to waste tinme?

From t he desk comuni cator came the sound of Braithwaite clearing his throat. The
i eutenant said, “Has the candidate, as an additional preparation for this interview, studied the
hearsay evidence available to it regarding the simlar behavioral characteristics of Adm nistrator
O Mara in the hope that nodeling itself on the present incunbent will increase its chances of
| andi ng t he job?”

“Of course" said Cerdal wi thout hesitation

H s anger had faded, but O Mara chose to renain silent because the others were asking the
questi ons he woul d have asked. And Cerdal, he thought, was handling itself well

“Dr. Cerdal,” said Cha Thrat, speaking for the first time, “since you maybe the only
Cemmeccan at the hospital for a long tine, the future cases here that you nmentioned earlier wll
i nvol ve beings not of your species. How many ot her-species patients have you treated?”

“Before | answer that question,” Cerdal replied, “you nust understand that | was on the
staff of the | argest one-species Cernneccan hospital, which also had provision for the limted
treat ment of energency admi ssions fromthe principal star-traveling species sent to us fromthe
near by spaceport. There was no provision for chlorine- or methane-breathers or the nore exotic
life-forms. | treated five cases, two surgically with Educator-tape assistance and three with
psychot her apy.”

“I't is the latter three which interest us? said Cha Thrat. Wthout even a gl ance toward
O Mara for permission, it went on, “May we have the clinical details? A brief outline wll
suffice. ~~

Cha Thrat was enjoying this, O Mara thought. As a warriorsurgeon it was probably nore
highly placed in its Somraradvan nedi cal hierarchy than the candi date had been on Cemrmecca, and it
was letting its feelings show He renained silent.

“The Mel fan was a space-acci dent casualty? Cerdal replied, answering Cha Thrat although
its eyes remained on O Mara, “whose |linbs had to be broken to enable it to fit into a tiny,
speci esunsui tabl e survival pod. A colleague repaired the physical damage, but as soon as it had
regai ned partial nmobility it made repeated attenpts to escape fromits room and its enotiona
di sturbance was so narked that it would or could not tell us what was wong. | decided that our
Cenmeccan acconmpdati on, which for physiological reasons tends to be small and | owceilinged and
cranmped by Mel fan standards, was a factor which had reinforced the psychol ogi cal damage caused by
its recent confinenent in a physiologically unsuitable survival pod. | noved the patient, together
with its treatnent franme and medi cal sensors, into an open, treeless area of our hospital’s park.
Wthin a few weeks it made a full recovery, both fromits physical injuries and an associ ated
mani ¢ cl austrophobi a, and was di schar ged.

“It is fortunate that the Mel fan exoskeleton is waterproof? it added, “because it rains a
| ot on Cemmrecca.”

If it was an attenpt at hunmor, O Mara noted with approval, it was ignored by everyone
Li oren said, “Please continue:
“The second case was an Oligian with a history of stressrelated illnesses associated with

its job, a very responsible but temporary one, setting up the conputer interface between our
pl anetary network and the Monitor Corps establishnent on Gemmecca. Questioning revealed that it
was unnmated and intensely dedicated to its work, which had involved its having to travel between
many worlds during its entire adult life. |I decided that the cause of its problemwas nental
fati gue conbined with severe honesi ckness. But ny investigation revealed that it wanted to return
to the tine as well as the place of its youth, so that the I engthy period of rest and recuperation
on its hone world that | prescribed was not entirely successful, although it was able to resune
its offplanet career.

“The third case was a young, recuperating Kel gi an who had sustai ned burn damage to its
fur? Cerdal went on. “The area affected was snmall, but the delicate network of underlying nerve
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and mnuscl e responsible for fur nobility was destroyed with no possibility of regeneration so that
the patient, and every other menber of its species, considered it to be grossly and permanently
disfigured. Bearing in nmnd the part that the nobility of their enptionsensitive fur plays in the
courtship, coupling, and long-term mating process, the patient knew that it could never attract a
life-nate or even join in the briefest of temporary liaisons, and it devel oped an increasingly
severe, sex-based urge toward further self-danmage which, had the attenpts been successful, would
have left its body in an even nore disfigured state.

“I't was treated for nearly a year,” Gerdal went on, “during which it returned to its work
specialty, but always working on Genmecca and never appearing anong ot her Kel gi ans. The
periodicity of its attenpts at self-disfigurenent has been reduced. But it is not a successfu
case. Therapy continues:’

Al t hough none of them would ever know why, it was a very sensitive subject where O Mara
hi msel f was concerned. He was gl ad when Braithwaite's voice broke the silence.

“On the subject of sex-based urges? said the lieutenant, “you will be the hospital’s only
Gemmeccan. WIIl this be a problemfor you? If it will be, please describe how you plan to handle
it or, if it won't be, why not?”

Cerdal’s attention renained firmly on O Mara as it replied, “One or nore of you nust
al ready have inforned yoursel ves regardi ng ny species’ nmechani smof reproduction. But in case one
or nore of you are ignorant of the process | shall describe it briefly. Since none of you bel ong
to ny species and your interest is, | hope, clinical, I can do so with the ni ni mum of
enbarrassnent.”

Cha Thrat noved two of its upper hands together in the sign of Sonmaradvan apol ogy, a
gesture which was probably | ost on the Cenmmeccan, and said, “Please go on.”

“There are three sexes,” said Gerdal. “Two, whose function roughly approxi mates that of
the mal e and fenmal e anong bi sexual species, and the nother. Al are, of course, sapient, but in
general the male equivalent tends to be less willing to accept the long-termresponsibility of

raising children and has to be influenced in subtle ways to becone a parent by entering the nother
person with his partner. Sexual coupling and procreation takes place between both partners inside
the nother, who al so takes part and who, making allowances for the increased body wei ght of the
couple and the growi ng fetus, continues with nornmal day-to-day activities. Wien parturition takes
pl ace and the couple with their child are expelled, the nother ceases to have any further part in
the proceedi ngs. The period that the couple and their devel opi ng of fspring spend inside the nother
is said to be an intensely pleasurable tine. | have not yet had the experience nyself.

“As a rule the nothers are psychologically very stable personalities? Cerdal went on, “but
occasionally there is a physical dysfunction in the rather crowded wonb equi val ent which
necessitates surgical intervention. Wien this occurs the surgeon, conpletely encased in an
operating garnment so that it will not inadvertently contribute genetic material to the fetus or
receive pleasure sensations fromthe nother, also enters for the briefest time necessary to repair
the danage. There are sonetines psychol ogi cal problems with mal e- or femnal e-equival ent parents who
wish to remain in or reenter the nother, but such cases are rare.

It paused for a nmonent. Wien nobody spoke, it added, “My own sexual needs have, | believe,
been sublimated to ny lifelong dedication to the profession of healing minds. Wile |l will be the
only menber of ny species in Sector Ceneral, the mechanics of Cenmeccan sex are such that | do not
believe that | would ever be tempted to experinment sexually with the nenbers of other species..

“Thank God for that? said Lioren softly.

so that now and in the future? it went on, nmy entire mnd, indeed ny entire physical and
mental output, will be devoted solely to the work of this hospital.”

O Mara stared at Gerdal for a few seconds while the Gemeccan stared back. He was quite
happy to let Lioren nmake the running.

“You will realize, Dr. Gerdal? said the Padre, “that your otherspecies experience is
grossly inadequate for the duties you will be called on to performhere, and that you will need
training if you are to have any hope of perform ng themto the standard required. This interview
is not initself of major inportance. Miuch nore depends on the assessnment of your psychol ogi ca
reactions, general proficiency in dealing with patients whose minds are beyond anything in your
previous experience, and the control or lack of it of your xenophobia on the conscious and
unconsci ous | evels during training ~

“l understand? said Cerdal. It was still |ooking at O Mara.

“Your training? Lioren continued, “will be given principally by what you may consider to
be the subordinate nenbers of this departnent, Braithwaite, Gha Thrat, and nyself. W wll be
advising and nore often as not criticizing and telling you where you went wong. WI|l you have a
problemwi th that?”
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“No? said the Cemmeccan. “At least, not until ny training is conplete and ny appoi nt nent
to the job is confirned. Then | may have critical words of ny own to say. But | must repeat ny
earlier question.~~

“CGo on,” said Lioren

Qovi ously choosing its words with care and with its attention still focused on O Mara
Cerdal continued, “lI am being considerede for the nost senior and responsible position in the
hospital. Wiy then is this interview being conducted not by the present incunbent but by
underlings? To a person of ny high professional standing | find this deneani ng, even insulting,
unl ess there is a very good reason or excuse for your behavior. Bearing in mnd the grey
coloration of your head fur, is it possible that you are no | onger capable of perform ng your
duties adequately and require nore youthful assistance? This would be a conpletely acceptable
excuse.

Besi de him Cha Thrat and Lioren were still as statues, and on the comuni cator he coul d
hear Braithwaite maki ng noi ses whi ch suggested that soneone was strangling him Al of themwere
waiting for a verbal explosion of nuclear proportions, but O Mara had a contrary streak that
delighted in doing the unexpect ed.

He smiled and said, “A possibility you have not considered, Dr. Cerdal, is that | am
conducting not one interview but four, and that ny assistants, unknown to thenselves until this
nmonment, are your fellow candidates for the job.”

Bef ore anyone coul d speak, O Mara raised a hand and | ooked at each of themin turn. He
said, “Spare nme your token protestations of inadequacy. Fal se npdesty nakes ne sick. Your
experience with this departnent’s work nakes all of your prinme candidates as ny replacenent, as do
your qualifications in nedicine. The fact that the lieutenant’s nedical know edge is rusty from
di suse, and Cha Thrat is not allowed to practice here, and Lioren, for personal reasons, has
forbidden itself to practice, is uninportant. The administrator will not be expected to treat

patients.

“Gha Thrat, Padre? he continued briskly, “I know exactly how rmuch you have to do. Continue
doing it. Braithwaite, free some tine to show Dr. Cerdal around what it hopes will be its future
enpire. And renenber, | will be watching and fromtinme to time testing all of you. Your future

pronoti on depends on your increased |evels of professional competence, behavior under stress, and
my own personal whim..

He allowed his face to crack into one of its rare smles.

..... not necessarily in that order of inportance? he ended. “Your prelimnary interviews
are over. You may go.

CHAPTER 6

Close on half a century earlier, the idea of pronotion was sonething that O Mara had not
felt happy about-although, to be honest with hinself, the fact that it had never been offered
nm ght have played a large part in forming that feeling. Now, for the first tinme in his working
life, he was being offered one and his first reaction was to shake his head. Vigorously.

“A facial expression reflecting pleasure,” said Major Craythorne gravely, “and a sinple
word of thanks with a few questions tacked on regardi ng your exact status, job description, and
i ncreased | evel of pay is what | expected fromyou, not an outright refusal. This is the first
step on a | adder you nust have wanted to clinb all your life, O Mara, and with your proven
capabilities the succeeding steps will be easier. What are you afraid of?”

Crayt horne sighed, winkled his nose, and in a gentle, apologetic voice said, “lI'd ask you
to sit down for a while and talk about this, but you' re filthy and you stink to high heaven as
woul d the chair when the next person cones in to sit onit,sol’'mafraid youll have to take the

good news on your feet. Wat the hell were you doi ng?”

“l was hel ping clear the bl ocked waste-di sposal systemon Level Thirty-Three when your-
“What possi bl e reason? the Major broke in, “did ny xenopsychol ogy assi stant have for clearing
bl ocked I atrines?”

“Four reasons? O Mara replied. “The squad | eader had been called away; his nen didn’t know
what the hell they were doing, while | had, ah, previous experience in the job; | didn’t have
anything urgent to do at the tinme; and, well, they asked ne nicely for a change.”

Li ke everything el se about him Graythorne’s irritation was gentle and controlled. He
said, “Listen carefully to me, O Mara. You are never again to performnenial tasks |like that just
because you happen to have previ ous experience in them or because you are asked nicely. From now
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on | want your position within this establishnent to be clear to everyone. That is why |’'m
i nducting you into the Mnitor Corps and giving you an i mmedi ate pronotion to .

He broke off and added, “At last it |looks as if you' re going to say sonething. Very likely
it will be offensive, but say it anyway before you blow a fuse:’

O Mara took a deep breath and strove vainly for internal calm He could al nost feel his
face radiating deep into the infrared. After a nonent he said, “Sir, |I'mnot happy with the idea
of pronotion in a civilian job nostly because, unlike you, | don't have the good manners or the
knack of giving orders w thout also giving offense, or maybe even starting a fight. If absolutely
necessary | could try to inprove ny manners, |engthen nmy tenper, and learn to live with that
situation. But joining a routine-indoctrinated and disciplineoriented organization like the
Moni t or Corps, and going through basic training and having to stand at attention and sal ute and..
You know | don’t take orders very well, so | wouldn't last a week. I’ve no wish to be personally
of f ensi ve-"

“If it hel ps explain your obviously strong feelings in the matter? Craythorne broke in,
“you have pernission to be personally offensive. Wthin reason

“All right,” said O Mara, staring into a pair of eyes which, he had found over the years,
had the disconcerting ability to stare back w thout wavering. “In the civilian sector |’'ve had
pai nful experience with noninal superiors who made a pretense at the habit of command but who
needed their nom nal subordinates to keep their nose, or a less delicate body orifice, w ped
clean. If | did join the Corps and sone NCO or officer, present conmpany excepted, told ne to do
sonmething that | knew to be wong, and | could be severely disciplined for not doing it, well...
Sir, joining the Monitor Corps is not an option?

Craythorne was still holding his eyes as he said quietly, “Joining the Corps is the only
option, OMara, if you wish to remain in Sector General. | know you well enough to feel sure that,
faced with the prospect of |eaving, you will exert a considerable anbunt of self-control in order
to remain here. R ght?”

O Mara swal |l owed and for a nonent he couldn’t speak. The thought of |eaving the hospital
with its nice or normally nasty construction crews and its increasingly weird intake of doctors
and nedical trainees, to return to the space construction gangs whose brains, if not actually
dead, had never been given the opportunity to live, was too terrible to contenplate. He was
begi nning to develop a proprietary, alnpst a parental interest in the place and its people, and he
knew t hat being forced to leave it would hurt nore than anything in his short and already hurt-
filled life.

But as a Corpsman O Mara didn’t know i f he was capabl e of that nmuch self-control

“l thought so? said the major. He gave O Mara a brief, synpathetic snile of encouragenent
and went on, “For your information, the construction of the hospital is within a few weeks of
conmpletion and the civil contractors and their people are rapidly being phased out. Henceforth the
Monitor Corps will be wholly responsible for all aspects of supply, maintenance, power
requi renents, supply logistics, catering, and so on. The only civilians here will be the nedica
staff, which is why, considering your lack of formal nedical training, you have no choice but to
be one of us. To stay here you nust be a nedic or a nenber of the Corps. |’m not breaking any
rul es, because for this place they haven't been witten yet; |I'’mjust bending thema little.

“As the ranking officer on site? Craythorne went on, his smle broadening, “I have applied
for and received permission to waive the usual basic-training procedures. | can't inagine you ever
needi ng to know about space ordnance or riot-control weapons here, so you are joining us as a
specialist in other-species psychology and will continue with the work you are doi ng now. You will
not have to worry about junior NCGOs telling you what to do, although it might be a good idea to
listen to their advice if or when they give it

The maj or sat back in his chair, his face beconing politely stern

..... but you will, however, obey orders? he went on. “Especially nmine. The first one is
to clean up and call on M ntenance Technici an Wenal ont on Level Fifty-One, Room Eighteen. It has
already altered the issue uniforms and kit to your neasurenments, which it has had for the past two
weeks, and reports themready for fitting.” He glanced at his watch. “Then at fifteen hundred
hours precisely | want you back here for an inmportant technical briefing froma nmedical VIP, and
| ooking and snelling a |lot nore presentable. It will be a Iong session so don't skip |unch.”

O Mara’'s mind and tongue were still paralyzed by surprise. He nodded wordl essly and turned
to go. Craythorne w apped a knuckle gently against the top of his desk.

“And if | ever hear of you cleaning latrines again? he added, you and your service career
will both be termnated on the spot. Do you understand me, Lieutenant O Mara?”

On the way to Level Fifty-One the main corridors were clear of nmjor obstructions and, he
noticed since the major had drawn his attention to the reason for it, the remaining
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equi prentinstall ati on jobs were being done by people in Mnitor green coveralls while the only
civilians he passed were wearing nmedical insignia and whites if they were wearing anything at all
He was al ready worryi ng about what exactly he should say and how he should say it to this Wnal ont
character, but in the event it was the other who did all the talking.

“l am Techni cal Sergeant Wnalont, sir? it said briskly. “As a Melfan | haven't nuch use
for clothing, since nmy exoskeleton is inpervious to all but the nost severe climatic changes, but
my hobby is tailoring and the fitting of wearing apparel to weird and unusual body configurations.
No offense is intended, | nmeant weird and unusual to me. W will begin fromthe epiderm s out,
with the undergarnment and the tubular coverings for the feet and | ower legs. Please strip off,
sir.

" mnot supposed to take orders from NCGCs, thought O Mara, feeling his face grow ng warm
But then, he told hinmself, if they were preceded by “please” and he was called “sir” it was not
technically an order.

“Now we will fit the outer garnments? the sergeant went on a few nonents later, “that is,
the coveralls which serve as the working uniform and the uniform proper. Once | have ensured that
the fit is smart and confortable, duplicates of all these garnents will be sent to your new
quarters on the officers’ |evel.

He felt Wenalont’'s hard, bony wists against the sides of his head as it pulled, settled,
and strai ghtened each garment onto his shoul ders and neck. It never stopped tal king about
fastenings, insignia, and the types and proper positioning of antigravity or weapons belts and
equi prent harness. Then suddenly it was over. The sergeant grasped himfirmy by the upper arns
and rotated himto face the full-length mrror.

The nman | ooki ng back at himwas dressed in the full, darkgreen uniformw th the NMonitor
Corps crest glittering on the collar and the insignia of rank and space service enbl em decorating
the shoul der tabs, one of which retained his neatly folded beret. O Mara had expected the sight to
make himfeel ridiculous. He didn't know how he felt exactly, but ridicul ous was not one of the
feel i ngs.

He wondered if his sudden surge of mxed feelings was due to the fact that for the first
time in his life as a quarrel sone, intellectually frustrated, and friendl ess | oner he had becone,
wi t hout changing these characteristics one bit, a person who bel onged to sonething. He dragged his
m nd back to the sergeant, who was tal king again

“The fit, sir? said Wnal ont, noving around and staring himup and down with its |arge,

insectile eyes, “is very good, neat w thout being constricting. You are unusually |arge and
heavily muscled for an Earth-human nmale. If you were to appear dressed |ike that in the dining
hail, | feel sure that the Earth-hunman fenmal es on the nedical staff would be greatly inpressed

But may | offer a word of advice, sir?”

The idea of himtrying to inpress femal e nedics was so ridiculous that he al nost | aughed
out loud. Instead he tried to be polite, as he thought Mijor G aythorne would have liked himto
be, and said, “Please do.”

“It is regarding service dress protocol and saluting,” the sergeant went on. “In the space
service we do not go in nmuch for the exchange of such conplinments because of the restricted |iving
and working environnent. As well, by the nature of things there are nmany fewer officers than there
are other ranks, so that their subordinates would have to salute them perhaps three or four tines
a day while they would have to return these conplinments hundreds of tines a day, which can be time-
wasting, irritating, and physically tiring for the officer concerned. As a sinple verba
expression of respect, the word ‘sir’ or its other-species equivalent, and the wearing of issue
coveralls with appropriate insignia patches, is considered acceptable. The only exception is
during occasions such as inspections or visits by high-ranking Corps officers or government
officials when the full uniformnust be worn and all the nmilitary courtesies perforned.

“l hope you aren’t disappointed, sir? the sergeant went on, “but if you were to go to
lunch in full uniforminstead of coveralls, every subordinate you nmet or passed would stop
what ever they were doing to exchange salutes with you, so that you would need to eat one-handed.
But if that is what you desire-"

“No!” O Mara broke in, and then for the first tine in many years he | aughed out loud. “I'm
relieved, not disappointed. And, well, thank you for your help and advice, Sergeant. Unless you
need ne for anything else, 1'll change into coveralls again at once because |I'm pushed for tine.”

“A moment before you change? said the other. “My congratul ati ons on your comm ssion, sir.”
One of the sergeant’s long, shiny, sticklike and nulti-jointed forelinbs swept out
si deways and upward to conme to a rigid halt beside its head and, for the first tine in his life,
O Mara found hinself returning a sal ute.
He did not have to undergo the enbarrassi ng experience again, even though the dining hall
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for warm bl ooded oxygenbreathers was crowded wi th Corps and nedi cal personnel. H's crisp new
coveralls with their bright, painfully clean patches denoting his rank and departnental insignia,
O Mara was relieved to find, aroused no coment or even notice. During dessert he was joined by a
trai nee nurse who had asked politely to take the enpty place at his table, but as it was a
Tralthan with four tinmes his body nass and si x el ephantine feet, he doubted that it had been
attracted by his uniform

CHAPTER 9

Even though the operating theater’'s occupants were all warnbl ooded oxygen-breathers, it
was clear that the atnmosphere of stress and tension in the place could have been cut with a bl unt
scal pel. The bony features of the Melfan surgeon in charge of the team were incapabl e of
regi stering any expression, as was the donelike head of its nmassive Tralthan assistant, but the
nmobi l e fur of the Kel gian anesthetist was twitching and tufting violently. The only person in the
room who | ooked conposed was the Earth-hunman who was the deeply unconscious patient.

The Mel fan raised a forelinb and clicked its pincers together for attention

“l should have no need to rem nd you of how inportant the next twenty mnutes are to the
future of other-species surgery? it said with a glance toward the overhead vi sion recorder, “or
that this is considered to be one of the sinplest procedures that are perforned routinely in many
t housands of hospitals throughout the patient’s hone planet and on other Earth-seeded col ony
wor | ds. The di agnosi s has been confirmed as a clinical condition which, due to the patient’'s del ay
in reaching hospital, has becone |lifethreatening and requires inmedi ate surgery. Are we all ready?
Then let’s have it out.”

The bl ade of the scalpel, its handle designed to fit precisely the Melfan pincer, flashed
brightly as it caught the overhead lighting; then the reflection became pink-tinged as it nade a
I ongitudinal incision in the right |ower quadrant of the abdonen.

“Nornmal ly a shorter incision would suffice? said the Melfan, “but we're not trying to
i npress anyone with the minimal size and neatness of the work here. This is strange country to al
of us and I want to give nyself roomto ook around. Ah, there is a thick |layer of adipose tissue
overlying the nmusculature, we’'ll have to go deeper. Control that bleeding, please. Quickly,

Doctor. Clear the operative field, | can't see what |’'m doing.”

There was a low, faintly derisive sound as the delicate tips of two of the Tralthan
assistant’s tentacles holding the suction instrument nmoved in fromthe side ibriefly before
wi t hdrawi ng again a few seconds later to reveal the upper surface of the ascending colon at the
bottom of the shallow, red crevice that was the wound.

“Thank you? said the Melfan surgeon, laying aside the scalpel. “Now we will tie off and
excise the ... Were the hell is it?”

“l don't see it, either, sir? said the Tralthan. “Could it be attached to the underside of
the colon or-"

“We’ve studied the anatomy of this life-formclosely for a week? the Melfan broke in, “so
we shoul dn’t have to do this. Ch, very well. Library, display physiological classification DBDG
abdom nal area, Earth-human male. Highlight position of the appendix.”

A few seconds |ater the large wall screen facing themlit up with the requested picture,
the I ower end of the ascending colon and the appendi x projecting downward fromit enclosed by a
circle of red light.

“That’'s where it is? said the Melfan, pointing with its free pincer at the outlined area,
“and that is where we went in. But it isn't here.”

“Sir? said its assistant, “the literature suggested that on Earthhumans this could be the
sinplest of all surgical procedures lasting only a few mnutes, or one that can be taxing,
difficult, and lengthy. This is because, and | may be quoting inaccurately fromnmenory, the
nornmal ly healthy organ, which is thinner than a digit and only two to eight inches in |ength, when
di seased, inflaned, and filled with pus can be enlarged to nmany tinmes that size. If this happens,
the organ is very nobile and may grow toward one of a nunber of other organs within the abdom nal
cavity, so that the patient’s synptons appear to involve a different organ. I'mstill quoting from
menory, but this can nake an accurate diagnosis difficult. Is it possible that the case has been
m sdi agnosed?”

Wt hout |ooking up, the Melfan said, “I amconstantly referring to the sanme nenories,
Doctor. But what a stupid set of internal plunbing these Earth-human DBDGs have. One wonders how
their species was able to survive and evolve intelligence. But no, for now we will assune that the
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di agnosis was correct. My problem that whether the appendix is short and thin or |engthy, greatly
di stended, and growi ng into another area, or has perhaps becone entangled with the snal

intestine, is that | can't find either it or its attachnent point to the bowel. Suggestions would
be wel cone, Doctor.”

There was a | ong pause before its assistant said, “l realize that it doesn't appear to be
ei ther diseased or inflamed, but is it possible that the short length of organ visible to us is,
in fact, a part of the distended appendi x rather than the bowel ? After all, it is in the correct
position:’

There was anot her period of silence. The Kel gi an anesthetist’s fur rippled with
i mpatience. It said, “The patient’s condition is stable, Doctors, but it could termnate fromold
age while we wait:’

Ignoring the remark as one did with Kel gians, the Melfan went on, “l1’mgoing to extend the
incision in both directions so as to see nore of this area of bowel, which will enable me to lift
it into the operative field and find the attachment point even if it is hiding on the underside.
After which we will release it fromany adhesions or |ocal entanglenments and deliver it into the
wound where we will tie off, incise, and conplete the procedure. Here we go. Be ready with
suction, Doctor.”

The incision was enlarged, its edges pulled apart, and the bowel lifted higher in the
operative field.
“Still nothing visible,” said the Melfan. “Doctor, your digits have nore tactua

sensitivity. Go underneath and see if you can feel anything:’

“Not hing, sir? said the Tralthan

The Mel fan hesitated a nonment, then said, “I'lIl extend the incision again. W' Il save a
few nmonents if you keep holding it. But carefully, it's very slippery.. . Don't grab for it! Let
go!”

Its surgical assistant had laid aside the instrunment that had held the section of bowel
above the wound while the other hand continued to hold it gently and firmy in position. But not
firmy enough. Suddenly the bowel slipped between the Tralthan’s digits and it nmade an instinctive
grab for it, but succeeded only in pulling it higher above the operative field and into the path
of the surgeon’s scal pel. A four-inch Iong incision appeared suddenly on the bowel which gaped
open and began leaking its liquid contents.

“So now we’'re faced with doing a bowel repair and we still haven’t found the appendi x yet?
said the Melfan surgeon angrily. “This, this is not going well. This mnor operation is fast
becom ng a maj or disaster.”

It used a phrase that its translator, which had probably been programed by people with
| ess colorful Melfan vocabul aries, refused to accept. Then it | ooked up directly into the vision
recorder.

“Enough? it said, “I’mwi thdrawing fromthis one before we end up killing the patient.
Same- speci es standby team take over!”

Wt hin seconds the OR door hissed open to admit three Earth-humans, already masked and
gowned, and a floater bearing a tray of ergonomcally suited instrunents. Quickly the Ml fan
Tral t han, and Kel gi an medics withdrew fromthe table. Their places were taken by the new arrivals,
who i medi ately went to work.

As the original teamwere filing quietly out of the room the big wall screen in
Craythorne’s office went dark as Councillor Davantry ended the playback and swng around to face
t hem

Davantry was a small, aging, soft-spoken Earth-human whose expression was grave and
wi thout the snallest trace of condescension-the kind of person who, |ike O Mara's chief, had the
ability to nmake an order sound as if he were requesting a favor. He did not look at all like a god
but, as he was a senior menber of the Galactic Federation's Central Medical Council, Craythorne

had suggested that it would be a good idea to treat himas if he were. So far the najor had not
dared ask the purpose of the equiprment in the opened, well-padded container in the center of the
office floor.

O Mara had the uneasy feeling that he was a god about to ask a favor that they could not
r ef use.

The councillor sighed and said, “You have just viewed one of several multi-species
surgical experinents. It was also a horror story. Fortunately, none of the patients concerned
term nated, although several came very close to it. There are nany nore such horror stories, if
you want to view them But they all nmake the sane point, that practicing nedicine and surgery-
especi ally surgery-across the species divide is dangerous and, well, is a problem al nost
i mpossi bl e of solution:’
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O Mara nodded and waited for a noment to give Craythorne the chance to respond; then he
said, “I note the qualifier, sir. Does it nean that you have found one?”

“lIt nmeans that there are two possible solutions, Lieutenant,” said Davantry, “Neither of
which | particularly like. One is straightforward and probably unworkable, the other is sinpler
but, well, psychologically tricky. But first let us consider the reason for this hospital’s
exi stence, which is to receive and treat the sick and injured of the sixty-odd intelligent species
that conpose the Gal actic Federation. In the Iight of the experinent you have just seen, and
di scounting the few species who don't travel in space, this would nmean staffing the hospital wth
conpl ete teans of physicians, surgeons, and nedical and technical support staff of virtually every
known life-form on the off chance that a nenber of any one of those species would arrive needing
treatment. It would be the sanme as providing sixty different one-species hospitals inside one
structure. Sector General is big but not that big. It could be done but, to do it that way, the
proportion of patients to staff would be ridiculously low and crinminally wasteful of medica
personnel, the majority of whom would have nothing to do but hang around waiting for a samne-
species patient to arrive. Inter-species conflicts could arise through sheer boredom ~~

“More likely,” said Craythorne with feeling, “another interstellar war. But you have
anot her solution, sir?”

“Or perhaps, Major" said Davantry, pointing at the opened crate, “l have nore horror
stories for you. They involve, or will involve, cross-species nmenory transfer.”

Craythorne | eaned forward in his chair, |ooking excited. “There's been a |lot about it in
the literature recently" he said. “Very interesting stuff, sir. It would be the ideal solution
but 1 thought the procedure was still experinmental. Has the techni que been perfected?”

“Not quite" Davantry replied with a snall snmile. “W were hoping that would be done at
Sector Ceneral.”

“0Oh" said Craythorne. O Mara said the same but under his breath. Davantry sniled again
and divided his attention between them as he spoke.

“This hospital,” he said in a very serious voice, “will be equipped to treat every known
formof intelligent life. But we have just proved beyond doubt that no single individual can hold
in his, her, or its brain even a fraction of the vast amount of physiol ogical data necessary for
this purpose. Surgical dexterity is a matter of ability and training but, we have discovered, the
conpl ete know edge of an other-species patient’s physiol ogy and netabolismcan only be furnished
by means of a conplete nmenmory transfer of the mnd of a |eading nmedical authority in the rel evant
field of the patient’s own species into the brain of the physician-in-charge, who can belong to
any ot her species provided it has hands and eyes and has the required surgical training. Wth the
hel p of what, because the original nanme is polysyllabic and cunbersone, we are calling an Educat or
tape, any nedically trained being can treat any patient regardl ess of species.

“The Educator-tape application systemi he went on with a nod toward the opened contai ner
“can inpress a nmind recording on the recipient’s brain within a few m nutes, and be erased just as
easily when the indicated treatment for the patient has been conpleted. The equi prent and
procedure has been thoroughly tested and the user is conpletely safe in that there is no physical
trauma. But there is another problem”

“Why am | not surprised?” said O Mara. He thought he had been speaki ng under his breath
but Craythorne | ooked at hi mwarningly while Councillor Davantry pretended not to hear and
conti nued speaki ng.

“I't is this,” he went on. “The tapes do not inpart only physiol ogi cal know edge; the
entire nenory, personal and professional experience, and personality of the entity who donated the
tape are transferred as well, and we know that all too often the top specialists in the nedical or
any other field can be aggressive, selfopinionated, and generally obnoxi ous peopl e, because that
is how nost of themrose to em nence. Geniuses are rarely charming people. So in effect the tape's
woul d- be recipi ent nust subject hinself voluntarily to a drastic but tenporary form of
schi zophreni a because another personality, an authoritive, forceful, and conpletely alien
personality, is apparently sharing his mnd. If the recipient’s mnd is not also strong-wlled and
well integrated, especially if the tape is in place for several days, it will feel as if the donor
mnd is fighting for and perhaps threatening to gain control over it.”

Davantry | ooked steadily at Craythorne and O Mara for a nonent, raised his hands slightly,
then let themfall again onto his lap

“Wth the tape donor’s conplete personalityP he went on, “are included all its pet peeves,
bad habits, and major or m nor phobias. For the long-termrecipient, the different food
preferences can be a difficulty and, during periods of sleep, alien dreans, nightmares, and
particularly other-species sexual fantasies can be a real problem although none of the previous
subj ects suffered lasting nental danmage. But before your departnment adm nisters a mndtransfer

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (26 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:31 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

tape all this nust be explained to the woul d-be recipient, especially to the first vol unteer.~~
There was a long silence. O Mara stared at Craythorne, who stared back at himfor a nonent
before | ooking back to Davantry. The major’s expression remai ned calm conposed, and quietly
attentive, but when he spoke his face had |ightened a shade.
“Since ny departnent will be responsible for conducting these nind transfers~' he said

calmy, “it follows that | should have firsthand know edge of the psychol ogi cal problens invol ved
so that, logically, |I should be the first volunteer.”

Davantry shook his head firmy. “If you insist, you nay be the second volunteer, Major’' he
said, “or preferably the twenty-second. | will need to denpnstrate the m nd-transfer procedure to
you, and to have your training and experience available in your own stable and unaltered mnd in
case sonething goes wong with the subject. I'"mjust a glorified neditech, not a trained

psychol ogi st.

“A subordinate,” he added, |ooking at O Mara, “or even soneone from outside your
department is preferable. But he, she, or it nust be a volunteer.~~

“Wth the earlier subjects,” said O Mara, |ooking right back, “what were the short- and
| ong-termeffects?”

“Short-term” Councillor Davantry replied, “there was a nmarked | ack of physica
coordi nation, vertigo, and pronounced nmental confusion. Usually the first two dininish or
di sappear within a few minutes. The third can reduce or increase over the space of a few hours or
days, depending on the subject’s nmental flexibility and strength of will. That’s why | want a
trai ned therapi st standing by, in case the subject panics or suffers other enotional problens, so
that the mnd tape can be erased w thout delay.”

O Mara’'s mouth was al ready openi ng but Craythorne broke in sharply before he could
respond.

“Thi nk about it for a nmonent, Lieutenant O Mara~' he said. “You don't have to do this.”

“l know that, sir,” said O Mara, “but I will anyway.”

Later O Mara was to wonder why he spoke as he did, at once and wi thout any trace of
hesitation. He had always liked trying to understand other people’s mnds on an amateur basis, and
now he had the chance to | ook at an extraterrestrial’s mind fromthe inside. O maybe it was his
new rank and position, with its responsibilities as well as privileges, that had gone to his head.
More Iikely he was just being stupid.

It was too late for himto retract while Councillor Davantry was showi ng the major how to
adj ust the open-nesh |ightweight hel met and connections to the contours of an Earth-human crani um
and calibrate the associated itenms of equipnent that were now w nking, clicking, and hunm ng on
top of Craythorne’s desk. He was surprised by the gentleness of Davantry’s touch and astoni shed
when this nedical god placed a hand on his shoul der and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

“CGood | uck, Lieutenant’ he said. “Major, switch on.”

His view of the office and occupants was blotted out by a sudden flash of |ight which
faded quickly to be replaced with a flickering sensation, as if the scene were an unfaniliar inage
on a faulty viewscreen, before it settled into still ness.

“How do you feel, Lieutenant O Mara?” said Davantry. “Confused? Frightened? Both?”

“Yes. No" he snapped. “Not both. I, |I know a |ot of stuff |I’ve no business know ng, nostly
medi cal information, and a lot of people, extraterrestrials, | definitely don't know. You | ook
ridiculous standing there. Flat, |ess three-dinensional. And you haven't any fur to tell nme what
you are feeling and thinking:’

Davantry nodded and smiled. “I’mthinking that you are doing very well" he said. “Stand up
and wal k around your chair a fewtinmes, then try to walk to the office door and back.”

As soon as he stood up the roomtilted alarnmngly. He had to grab the ridicul ous piece of
furniture he had been sitting on to keep his balance and | ater while he was wal ki ng awkwardly
around it. Then he steadied hinself, tried not to | ook down at a floor that was rmuch too far away,
and noved toward the door.

He barely nmade it, because he was suddenly falling forward and had to put out his hands to
the door surface to steady hinself, but he still couldn’t stop hinself from dropping painfully
onto his knees. Then he clinbed ankwardly to his feet, straightened up, and turned so that his
back was propped securely agai nst the door before he | ooked back at the suddenly distant chair and
the two Earthhumans.

The one called Craythorne was watching him the two senicircles of facial fur above its
eyes drawn down in what sonme alien group of nmenories deep within his mind identified as a frown of
concern. The other one nodded, showed its teeth briefly in what the sane area of nenory suggested
was a smle of reassurance, and spoke.

“Very good, Lieutenant" it said. “Now wal k back again:’
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“Don’t be stupid,” said OMara angrily. “l’ve only got two bl oody feet!”

“l know said the other gently, “but try anyway.

O Mara used words that he did not remenber know ng, steadied hinself, and wal ked careful ly
into the mddle of the room He had gone only a few paces when he felt hinmself swaying to one
side. Instinctively he raised and extended si deways his two thick, ungainly, Earth-human arnms. For
sone reason this enabled himto maintain his balance until he reached the chair. He dropped onto
it and used nore words that he hadn’t known he knew.

The ol der Earth-human reached forward and flipped a switch on the side of O Mara’s hel net.
Wthout it changi ng appearance in any way, the office and the people in it were suddenly famliar
agai n.

“That’'s enough for now, Lieutenant" said Davantry briskly. “Your nind tape has been
erased. But you'll want to discuss the experience with the nmajor before you run nore tests.
Remenber to extend the exposure time gradually until you are confortable with your nind partner
and are quite sure of which one of you is boss...

To Craythorne he went on, “A good initial session, Major, and fromnow on you' |l be
teaching yourselves. | have to return to nmy ship now, a councillor’s work i s never done. Contact
me only if you run into a serious problem?”

He was nmoving toward the door when the mgjor said quickly, “Sir, nmy apol ogies. | hope you

weren't offended by the lieutenant’s disrespectful |anguage and-"

Councill or Davantry rai sed a hand without turning. “Don’t worry about it, Mjor.
Li eutenant O Mara wasn’'t quite hinself. He was disrespectful, outspoken, and abusive because he
had a Kel gi an seni or physician riding his mnd, and Kel gi ans al ways behave that way.”

When the door had cl osed behind him Craythorne | aughed softly.

“l suppose that was not the right time,” he said, “to tell himthat Lieutenant O Mara
al ways behaves that way, too.”

CHAPTER 10

Then as well as now there had been problens with Educator tapes, O Mara thought dourly,
except that with the passage of tinme the problens were nore fam liar and nmuch nore numerous, and
now it was he rather than Craythorne who had the rank and ultimate responsibility for solving them
even when, as now, he was able to dunp sone of themonto his chief assistant. In that respect at
| east, nothing had changed.

“Braithwaite" said O Mara sourly, “how the blazes do you al ways nanage to | ook so neat?
The only creases in your uniformare where they' re supposed to be, the vertical ones in your
pants. Is it Mnitor Corps conditioning, sonething in your DNA, or have you sold your soul to sone
sartorial devil?”

The |ieutenant knew a rhetorical question when he heard one and replied with a polite

smile.

“M right,” said O Mara. “Diagnostician Yursedth. \What happened?”

Braithwaite smled again and said, “Initially there was a frank exchange of views. It said
that, considering its position within the hospital, it deserved the attention of the chief
psychologist. | told it that was so, nornmally, but as the new administrator you had nore urgent

matters to attend to and were being forced to delegate. It becane personally unconplinentary,
toward both of us, and some of the phrases fromthe Tralthan conponent of its mind were
particularly.., inventive. But after a few mnutes letting off steam it agreed to talk to a
subst andard psychiatrist, ne.

“And~" said O Mara.

“Currently it carries four Educator tapes~ said the lieutenant, “Tralthan, Melfan
Dwerl an, and Earth-human. | checked the donors’ psych profiles and none of them seened as if they
woul d be particularly hard to live with, especially for a strong-willed Kelgian Iike Yursedth who
has years of experience with mind transfers. Its own psych file shows nothing suspect in its past.
As for the troubl esome dreans, which are causing nental distress of nightmare proportions during
sl eep and continual worry for hours subsequent to waking, | can find no cause for them The same
applies to the bouts of peripheral neuropathy, which are alnpbst certainly associated with the main
probl em because they so closely resenble the nightmares. If there is a culprit tape, as you called
it, | couldn't identify it. This is a strange one, sir, because there is no obvious reason why the
subj ect’s problem should exist.”

O Mara nodded. “You didn't expect me to hand you an easy one, Lieutenant" he said. “Wat
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are you doi ng about this nonexistent problen®”
“The subject is beconm ng increasingly distressed" said Braithwaite, “and | don’t want to
waste tinme duplicating sonmeone el se’s work, especially yours. Yursedth wouldn't tell me, at the

tinme it was still annoyed because it wasn't being treated by you, whether you had al ready
initiated any kind of therapy. Have you?”
O Mara shook his head. “I barely glanced through Yursedth's file to check on its current

wor kl oad’” he said, “which was about normal for a diagnostician of its seniority. The origina
questi on stands, Lieutenant: what are you going to do?”

Braithwaite was silent for a nonent, and then he said, “lI already checked for stress due
to overwork and found nothing unusual. I'mgoing to get it to talk about its dreans and
psychosomati ¢ epi sodes again, and listen even nore carefully this tine. If nothing el se occurs to
me, |'Il suggest erasing the Melfan tape. |If any of the Educator tapes are causing the trouble it
is likely, well, slightly nore likely, to be that one. As you know, sir, while the Ml fans have
very precise and accurate nuscle control and positional sense, but the exoskeletal structures
covering their linbs and digits have no sense of touch. It is probably a forlorn hope, but that
m ght equate with Yursedth’'s waking | oss of sensation in its |linbs and other areas of its body and
its persistent nightmares. One of them the one that seens to trouble it nost, is about it being
in a hospital OR on Melf and unable to operate because of an unexpl ai ned, creeping paralysis. |
woul d then erase the Melfan tape and, before inpressing another, observe and question the subject
closely for a few days or weeks, to see whether or not the troubl esone synptons were still present
or receding. | would do the same with the other tapes in turn and, if that didn't work, |1’d erase
all of them and observe the effects. If any.”

O Mara sat back in his chair and kept his face expressionless. Everyone on the staff knew
that Yursedth had teaching duties as well as ongoing surgical comrtnments using its own nedica
experience as well as that of its four other-species mnd partners. Tine, as well as considerable
personal mental disruption, was required to acclimatize nmentally after the erasure of long-term
tapes, which was why junior nedics were not allowed to retain themfor nore than a few hours after
use. Much nore time and considerabl e enotional hassle would be needed for Yursedth's nind, which
subj ectively would feel suddenly enpty, to accommopdate the alien know edge and feelings of four
new mnd partners. But Braithwaite knew all this

Del i berately, O Mara decided to give a nonconmittal, unhel pful answer. He said, “l can
only imagi ne what Yursedth will say about that”

“l didn’t have to inmagine~ said Braithwaite feelingly. “It told me what it thought in
detail when | told it what | intended to do, purely as a last resort. | hoped that would
concentrate, well, scare its nind to the extent of producing a reaction that would furnish a clue

to the basic problem It didn't. Apart fromthe verbal abuse it said that it would ask for a
second opi nion. Yours.”

“And you sai d?” O Mara pronpted.

“That you had given ne sole responsibility for its case and that if you did speak to it,
that was the first thing you would say,” the lieutenant replied, then hesitated. “I don’t know
what the second thing would be.”

“The sane as the first" said O Mara carefully. “I expect you to talk to me about the case
and report progress, if any. If you consider it necessary you nay discuss it with your coll eagues
in the outer office, but not to the extent that you would be dividing the responsibility for
treatment. | amnot going to advise or second-guess you with Yursedth. So don’t worry, Lieutenant,
this psychol ogi cal hot, nediumroasted, or cold mashed potato is all yours.”

“But | amworrying, sir" said Braithwaite, “nostly about my proposed line of treatnent.
was ashanmed of even suggesting it. Just wiping all four nmnd partners is, is crude, |like
anputating a leg on the off chance of curing a sprained ankle. | want to try sonething a little
nore sophi sticated, and |’ mnot asking for advice .

“Good,” said O Mara, “because you wouldn’'t get it.”

“...but | would appreciate your technical supervision~ Braithwaite went on, “during a
tape inpression of Yursedth's suspect Melfan mnd partner into another subject. Instead of working

from subj ective verbal data secondhand, 1'd like to have a close | ook around that Ml fan donor’s
mnd nmyself fromthe inside-"

13 '\b! ”

Brai thwaite | ooked surprised. “1I know we don’t usually do it, sir,” he said, “and that

technically it’s against the rules, but |I believe this to be a special problemwhich I night not
be able to solve in any other way w thout wasting several days or weeks of Yursedth's teaching and
operating tine as well as subjecting it to a |ot of enotional hassle. Wth respect, sir, it was
you who made the rules and, fromwhat |’'ve heard, broke themall before they could be nade
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official.”

That was then, O Mara remenbered, during the early years before Craythorne and the newy
pronot ed and eager Lieutenant O Mara knew what they were doing. He had insisted on doing nore
whil e knowi ng nuch less than the major and he still carried the nental scars, nmany of them
willingly, to prove it. W lived, as the old Chinese curse phrased it, in interesting times. He
shook hi s head.

“No,” he repeated in a conversational tone, “because the staff in this department are
expected to be nore or |ess sane. Failing that, they are expected at very |least to know exactly
who and what they are at all times and in all circunstances. To function effectively a therapi st
in this place nust retain his, her, or its nental objectivity. That cannot be done if you
assimlate and go probing into a donor mind that may be psychol ogically suspect because the
experi ence, no natter how hard you tried to be objective, is intensely and dangerously subjective.
A form of insidious psychol ogi cal nmerging takes place, and traces of the enotional involvenment
with the donor entity remain even after the tape has been erased. You know the rule and, if you' ve
tenporarily forgotten it, I'’mrem nding you now. If you go exploring in alien nental territory,

Li eutenant, you might bring back nental nud on your boots. So your mind, such as it is, nust
remai n excl usi vely your own.

O Mara paused for a nonment to stare hard into the other’'s eyes. Wthout raising his voice
he ~added, “If one of ny staff was to break that rule, they would need to urgently consider other
work options. Is that clearly understood?”

“Yes, sir,” said Braithwaite. “But what about the diagnosticians and seniors who carry
anything up to six long-termtapes each? Were they told the psychol ogi cal reason for that rule,
and about the risks?”

O Mara shook his head. “No" he said, “because the risk for themis nil, or at nost very
slight. Al they are interested in is obtaining the other-species tape donor’s nedical know edge
and experience for use in a current op or research project. The personality of the entity sharing
their mnds, be it nice, nasty, egocentric, or whatever, is sonmething they try hard to ignore
because they are physicians and surgeons who have neither the inclination nor the tinme to waste on
delving into the reasons for their mnd partner’s enotional behavior. The donor’s subconsci ous
surfaces often enough when they sleep, or for sone other reason | ose concentrati on and awar eness
of their own identity. But when this happens they instinctively fight it and are, therefore, safe.
To be sure of that we always check periodically for any sudden change in their psych profiles
during long-term m nd inpressions.

“But you want to dive into the mddle of an other-species m nd he went on seriously,
“perhaps a disturbed alien mnd who nmay al ready have had psychiatric assistance froma therapi st
of its own species to control its psychoses. That is asking for serious trouble because neuroses
and psychoses are subjective experiences which, unlike other-species pathogens, can be passed from
one intelligent and disturbed mind to another that is nore or less sane. If that were to happen to
you, the only hope of a cure would be to bring in a therapist of the mnd partner’s species as
wel |l as one of your own, nme, to clean up the nmess. Right now, and for the foreseeable future,
don’t have the tine.”

“Sorry, sir’ said Braithwaite. “Until you gave me the Yursedth case, | just accepted your
general instruction about not taking Educator tapes without realizing the reasoning behind it. I'm
still tempted by the thought of going into and viewing an alien nental |andscape fromthe inside,
and maybe hel p cl ear away sonme of the weeds, but.., well, I'Il resist the tenptation.”

O Mara nodded. He said, “Your job, and everyone else’'s in this departnent, is to clear
away nmental weeds. But you will continue to do it by using your know edge and experience and the
tool s of observation and verbal probing and your own Earth-human, or Sonmaradvan or Tarlan as the
case may be, processes of deduction while at all tines remaining yourselves. | won't ask if you
understand me, Lieutenant, because if you don't, you're fired?

“l do understand, sir" said Braithwaite, |ooking chastened but as cool and inpeccable as
ever. “But | don’t understand why you reacted so strongly when | nentioned the idea. Have you
yoursel f been inside a disturbed, alien mnd, sir, and have you firsthand experience with the |ong-
term probl ens?”

A few days ago Braithwaite would not have dared ask such a question. Plainly the
acquisition of full responsibility was bringing out sone of the |ieutenant’s hidden strengths.

O Mara remai ned silent.

“Wth respect,” the lieutenant went on calmy, “that could be the reason for your conplete
| ack of social contact with the staff over the years, and your general antisocial behavior, which
has made you the nost disliked as well as the nost professionally respected person in the
hospital. It is difficult to believe that you |like that situation. Wuld you care to coment,
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sir?”
For a monent O Mara stared into the other’s eyes, which, he was pleased to see, stared
ri ght back. Then he sighed and deliberately | ooked at his watch.
“Was there anything el se you want to ask ne, Lieutenant" he said, “before you | eave?”
Braithwaite departed, his curiosity unsatisfied, and O Mara tried to concentrate on noving
the mounting pile of adm nistrative detail, which his two jobs had caused to double in size. But
instead his mnd kept sliding away fromthe now and into the then
I ncreasi ng bouts of stupid nostal gia, he thought sourly, is a neurosis of the senile.

CHAPTER 11

The Lieutenant O Mara in his mnd picture had been | ess selfassured in his speech and
manner, the appearance of his uniformfell into the gray area between untidy and di shevel ed, and
it was Major Craythorne who | ooked as if he had stepped out of a Mnitor Corps recruiting program
Then the conversation had been simlar but the instructions, which Craythorne had the habit of
di sguising as friendly advice, were nmuch less forceful. Part of the reason for that, he
renenbered, was that at the tinme neither of them knew what they were tal king about.

“1 wonder,” said Craythorne apologetically, “if you would be kind enough to investigate a
di spute of sonme kind going on between trai nees on Level One-Eleven. | don’t know what it’'s about
because the parties concerned haven't approached ne officially, but the nmaintenance chief in the
area says he’'s heard quieter riots. Inter-species friction nust not be allowed to devel op. Look
intoit, would you, and see if you can ..

“Knock a few heads together until they see sense?” asked O Mara

Crayt horne shook his head. ..... tal k some unofficial sense into thembefore it cones to
our official attention and soneone is expelled fromthe hospital. The disputants are Tral thans and
Mel fans, so the cranial -contact therapy you suggest would be inpracticable, even for you

“Fi gure of speech,” O Mara nuttered

“I know,” said the major. “And both of us should be handling this one, but for the first
time |"mnmaking it your responsibility and will require you to turn in a full report and
recommendations. Sorry about that. Trai nees Edanelt and Vosan are taking nore of ny therapy tinme
than I'd estimted.”

“Transference,” said O Mara

“Transference?”

O Mara grinned. “l’ve been | earning the professional vocabulary,” he said, “and even know
what nost of the words nean. And | overheard themtal ki ng about you in the dining hail
Professional ly, both of them have the greatest possible confidence in you. They think you are
ki ndly, sensitive, and understanding and, on the personal side, they see you as a close friend
rather than a therapist. | couldn't support the truth of these verbal statenents because it's
difficult to read the facial expression of a being who wears its skull on the outside, but Edanelt
said that if you hadn’'t been an extraterrestrial-fromits standpoint, that is-it would willingly
carry your eggs..

He was interrupted by a quiet |augh fromthe major, who said, “Wll, it’s nice to be
appreciated.”

“Not always, sir,” said OMara. “This isn't a laughing matter. If you weren't so nice al
the tine to everybody, nedical staff, subordinates, and especially ne, people wouldn’'t take
advant age of your good nature. Everybody |ikes you, naturally, because they think you are a soft
touch. What |I'mtrying to say is that if you were nore unfriendly, or even nasty sonetines, the
demands on your tine by people who just want a friendly chat rather than being in urgent need of
therapy woul d be significantly reduced.”

For a nonent Craythorne stared down at his desk. Wen he | ooked up he was frowning.

“Li eutenant O Mara,” he said, “please stop trying to psychoanal yze your superior officer.
Prying into and trying to tinker with my mnd, while doubtless interesting, is a waste of tine
that you nust put to better use. | realise that you | earned your other-species psychol ogy the hard
way, initially by baby-sitting a Hudl ar for three weeks, but knocki ng sone sense into people,
while sinple and direct, is not the indicated procedure in all cases. ‘Subtlety’ is also in the
vocabul ary you’ ve been studying. Learn its nmeaning and try practicing it nore often

“And another thing,” he went on. “If you | ook unkenpt that’'s the way people wll expect
you to think. It’'s probably too much to expect that you' Il wear it with pride, but that uniformis
supposed to | ook functional and smart. On you it looks as if you ve taken a shortcut through the
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mai nt enance tunnels in it, which you probably have. Conb your hair as if you neant it and try
shaving nore often. At least three tines a week woul d be nice. The probl em on One-El even needs
attention. You nay go.

O Mara's thumb was on the door button when Craythorne spoke from behind him

“Am | bei ng nasty enough, Lieutenant?”

“Not bad, sir,” said O Mara, “but you need nore practice.”

One- El even had been the first acconmpdation |level to be conpleted and fully furnished to
the requirenents of five different other-species life-forms. The Maintenance Departnent was
quietly but intensely proud of it and had prom sed that real soon, or at |east as soon as
possi bl e, the other unconpleted and partially occupi ed accompdati on | evels woul d be brought up to
the sane standard of confort. Since One-Eleven's conpletion it had been the hospital’s nost
desirable place to live, but now, it seemed, the nei ghborhood was fast going to hell

He al ready knew who the of fenders were, but made his first calls in the side corridors
housi ng the innocent bystanders. Perhaps the major would have considered this a subtle approach.

In the short corridor acconmodating the Kel gian DBLFs, the first few door |IDs were flagged
ABSENT, ON DUTY or SLEEPING DO NOT DI STURB. The fourth said OCCUPI ED, but several m nutes of
al nost continuous thunb pressure passed before the door was opened by a Kel gi an wearing | arge,
padded headphones which it was lifting fromits ears. Behind it he could see a |lighted screen
showi ng clinically nasty things being perfornmed deep inside a speci es whose organs he coul dn’t
identify~

The Kelgian ruffled its fur irritably at himand said, “I’mstudying. Didn’'t hear you
VWhat do you want ?”

“Information,” he replied, falling into the other’s direct nbde of speech, “regarding
conpl aints of high levels of organic noise in this area. Have you been inconveni enced by it?”

“Yes, but not now,” said the Kelgian. “My species has a |ow tol erance for being vivisected
by Melfan pincers or tranpled to death by Tralthan feet, so | was afraid to attenpt to reduce the
noi se level at the source by renonstrating with them.. .* It tapped an earphone with one of its
tiny fingers. ..... so | took other neasures. Go away.

Its door hissed shut before O Mara could finish saying, “Thank you

A few ninutes |later he was trying to talk to one of the Eurilian MSVKs, a storklike,
tripedal nonflier whose atrophied wings were flapping so furiously that they all but lifted it
into the air anyway, and whose angry, twittering speech didn't allow himto get a word in
edgew se.

and you’'ve got to do sonething about this!” the Euril was saying, not for the first
tinme. “Sonehow you' ve got to stop that infernal racket. It isn't too bad when they visit each
other’s roons to talk over |ectures, or whatever else they do. You hear the Tral thans runbling at
each ot her sonetimes when they get excited and raise their voices, and the Ml fans sound as if
they're beating their walls with sticks, but that's just a noise nuisance and bearable. But then
they go back to their roons to settle for the night. It’s quiet for maybe an hour and we begin to
feel safe. But when they start falling asleep the noise nearly blows nme off ny sl eeping perch. And
when they open their doors and the Tralthans and Mel fans start conplaining to each other about the
noi se they’'re both naki ng keeping the other party awake, by then everybody is awake and we're
lucky to get any sleep for the rest of the night. O until next day during |lectures when the
tutors have harsh things to say to us for being inattentive. It’s qui et now because they are
settling thenselves to sleep, but any minute now. .. |I’mnot equipped to inflict physical damage,
but nore and nore often | feel |ike murdering one of them any one of them You ve got to do
sonet hi ng before sonebody bi gger and stronger than | am does.”

O Mara held up both hands placatingly. This was worse than he had been led to believe. For
a nmonent he considered trying for a soft, conciliatory, Craythorne-type approach, then decided
against it. The trouble that was devel opi ng here was much too serious for that. He would have to
be tough.

“When you applied for a position here,” he said firmy, “you knew that you would have to
work and live with persons of many different species. Are you no |longer able to do that?”

The Euril didn't reply. To O Mara the expression on its feathered, birdlike face was
unreadabl e, but he felt that the other was | ooking uneasy. Maybe hinting that it mght be asked to
| eave Sector General was an unnecessary psychol ogical overkill, especially as it was one of the
injured parties.

Gently, he went on, “Don’t worry, that would be a nmeasure of |ast resort. Did you conplain
person to person, and explain your problemto themdirectly?”

“l tried once, with one of the Tralthans,” the Euril replied. “It said it was sorry, but
that many nmenbers of its species made noises in their sleep, that they couldn’t help it and that
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the only way to stop neking the noises was for themto stop breathing. It sounded very irritated,

the way we all are when we don’t get enough sleep. | didn't want to risk irritating again soneone
with twelve tines ny body mass, and decided that conplaining to the Melfans, who aren’t as big but
are nore excitable than Tral thans, would be better. It wasn’'t. The one | spoke to used words that

the translator wasn’'t programmed to accept. Now | don't talk to any of them”

“But surely you talk to themduring |ectures,” said O Mara, “or on the wards, in the
dining hail, or on the recreation |evel ?”

“Alittle,” the other replied. “But then it’s nmpstly answering questions fromthe tutor or
charge nurse, or talking to wi de-awake patients. If any of them make sl eeping noises they do it
sonmewhere else in the hospital, not here in study block. The dining hall is big enough to |et
everyone di ne anong their own people, so we don't have to watch sone of the others’ disgusting
eating habits. The sane goes for the rec deck. It's better, and nmuch nore confortable for us, if
we stay away fromthem and them fromus. Not just the snoring Tralthans and clattering Ml fans,
mean everybody el se.”

O Mara started to speak, then decided against it because he could think of nothing
constructive to say. The situation was nmuch worse than he had thought.

One pint-sized furry Nidian still |ooked nmuch |ike any other to O Mara, but with the one
who opened its door to himit was i mmedi ately obvious that the reverse did not hold true.
“You' re that other Earth-human psychol ogist, O Mara,” it said. Even through the translator

it sounded as if it were barking angrily at him “Wat is a psychol ogi st going to do about that
dammed noi se? Tell me to think beautiful, positive thoughts and ignore it? Suggest | OD on
tranquilizers? Mowve the source to the other side of the gal axy? \Wat?”

“l agree,” said O Mara, fighting an urge not to bark back at the irate little teddy bear
“that you have a legitimate conplaint-"

“No!” snapped the Nidian. “lI have a legitimte request. | want to be noved out of here.
There’ s Ni di an accomopdati on on Level One-Fourteen, |’'ve seen Miintenance working on it.”

“Level One-Fourteen isn't just for Nidians,” said O Mara quietly, but the other wasn't
listening to him

“They haven't finished the interior furnishings yet,” it went on, “and it won't be nearly
as confortable as this place. But with a bunk and a chair and a console I'l|l be able to study in
peace, and during sleep periods M ntenance are considerate enough to stop hamering and drilling,
so at night it will be quiet..

It was interrupted by a low, intermttent, growing sound fromfarther along the corridor
that rose slowy in pitch and volune like a nodul ated foghorn before fading away. But the silence
| asted only for the few nonents necessary to lull a listener into thinking that it had gone away
for good. The sound was nuffled to an unknown extent by the sleeper’'s roomwalls, but at tines it
was so deep that it seened as if the acconpanyi ng subsonics were vibrating the bones as well as
the eardruns. Before O Mara coul d speak there was a new sound, a slow, irregular clicking |ike
anplified castanets. The short periods of silence during the Tralthan snoring were filled by the
Mel f an sl eepi ng sounds and vice versa. The noises weren't all that |oud, but together they were so
nerve-shreddi ng and insistent that O Mara found hinself clenching his teeth.

“l rest ny case,” barked the Nidian. “Well, what are you going to do about it?”

O Mara remai ned silent, because right then he didn’t know how to answer. Another set of
anplified castanets were starting up, but they faltered and died. A door hissed open and a Ml fan
energed and noved di agonally across the corridor to stab at a door call button with a bony pincer.
A bl ocky Tral than head and forebody appeared and they exchanged conpl ai nts about wanting to sleep
in loud runbling and clicking conversations interspersed with beeps because their translators had
not been programed to accept sone of the words they were using. O Mara shook his head

“The Earth-human word that applies here,” said the Nidian as it closed its door, “is
‘chicken.’”

For a few minutes O Mara watched the two quarreling ETs until he was sure that the dire
threats of violence would be verbal rather than physical. He told hinself that he was not being a
noral coward, but he wasn't sure that he entirely believed hinself. Trying to talk sense to those
two when he didn't know how to solve the problemwould sinply increase the | evel of noise,
especially if they made himlose his tenper. Before he talked to them he needed to know what he
was tal ki ng about.

He had to see a doctor.

It would have to be a friendly, approachable, closenouthed doctor, he decided, who was
neither a Tralthan nor a Melfan but who knew a | ot about the behavior of other-species staff under
stress.
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CHAPTER 12

Seni or Tutor Mannen was an Earth-hunan nal e DBDG whose age was i ndeterm nate because his
wri nkl ed, bal ding scalp was conpletely at odds with the fresh, youthful features visible fromhis
eyebrows down. On the desk before himlay a neat pile of opened |lecture folders and tapes, and
frolicking around his feet there was a small, brown and white and very well house-trai ned puppy.
The puppy went everywhere with him except into OR, and there was a runor, never officially denied
by Mannen hinsel f, that they slept together. The senior tutor |ooked up fromhis work, pointed to
a chair, inclined his head in recognition, and waited.

O Mara hesitated, then said, “ls your pup settling in okay, Doctor?”

Mannen nodded. “If you're sucking up to nme through ny dog,” he said, grinning, “you mnust
want a favor, right? You were lucky to catch ne between |lectures. What can | do for you.. .“ He
| ooked at his watch. ‘~ . . during the next nine and a half m nutes?”

“These days,” said O Mara sadly, “everybody is a psychologist. Sir, it’s just that | need
alittle physiological or perhaps nedical information on the Tralthan and Melfan life-forns. And,
in confidence, your advice on how best to use it. My problemis this..

Qui ckly he described the serious interpersonal situation that was devel oping on Level One-
El even, including the close to xenophobic reactions of the innocent-bystander life-forns. Suddenly
Mannen hel d up one hand and with the other began tapping keys on his comuni cat or

“This is going to take nore than nine mnutes,” he said briskly. “Lecture Room Ei ght een?
wi Il be unavoi dably del ayed. Tell trainee Yursedth to take over the class until | arrive. Of.” To
O Mara he went on wyly, “The trouble with this place is that it accepts only the highest grade of
applicants. Yursedth thinks it knows nore about Kel gian obstetrics than | do, and it could well be
right. Taking over the class for a while and nmaking the senior tutor feel redundant is something
it will enjoy, although its classmates certainly won't. But enough of mnmy troubles. Let us nobve to
your problem?”

Mannen paused and a rueful expression passed briefly over his face as he went on, “As yet
nobody has fallen asleep during |ectures. A few of the normally boi sterous ones have been quieter
t han usual but nistakenly, | now realize, | thought that they were paying nore attention, although
I couldn’t understand why the marks of these attentive ones were hitting the deck. So you see, the
problemis nmne as well as yours in that it can seriously affect future student training. Do you
have a solution in mnd for it, Lieutenant?”

O Mara shook his head, then nodded uncertainly. He said, “Sir, only if there is a way to
treat snoring, psychologically, nedically, or surgically.”

“Snoring, and its other-species equivalents, afflicts around five percent of the galaxy's
sapient life-forns,” said Mannen. “It is in no way an abnornmal or a life-threatening condition
except possibly when the sound drives a sleep-deprived partner to acts of physical violence. It
isn't due to a psychol ogi cal disturbance; nost snorers are quite sane, so that it cannot, so far
as | know, be treated with psychotherapy. Every planet has its traditional cures, none of which
are effective, or those which do work only by waking the person when he, she, or it begins
snoring, which neans the subject is deprived of sleep. That it not what we want here

“Regar di ng the nechani cs of snoring,” Mannen went on, slipping into his |ecturing node,
“in BEarth-humans it is due to the palate relaxing and dropping during unconsci ousness while |ying
on the back. Wth Tralthans, who do everything including sleep on their feet, there is a sinmlar
rel axation of the muscles which intermttently short-circuits the expelled air fromthe four
breat hi ng passages into the airway used for speech; they call it ‘night-tal king without words.’
The physi ol ogi cal cause of the Melfan sleep rattle is much nore conplex and very interesting...
Sorry, Lieutenant, your only interest here is in stopping the condition, not studying how it
works. Has anything |I’'ve said been hel pful ?”

O Mara nmaintained a diplomatic silence.

“Thought so,” said Mannen dryly. “Regarding surgical intervention, this is a possibility
in all of the cases but not an option. W can’'t order our trainees to undergo unnecessary and in
some species risky surgery just because they' re noisy sleepers. W d soon run short on Sector
General applicants and anyway, the Federation’s Medical Council wouldn't allowit. | think the
solution will have to be technical rather than medical, separation by distance or greatly
i ncreased sound attenuation at source. Well?”

O Mara thought for a nonent. Then he said, “Wen the hospital is fully operational, the
medi cal and mai ntenance staff are going to be really packed in. Putting distance between snorers
and nonsnorers will not be an option either, but you nust already know that, sir. Wen | checked
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with Maintenance, they told ne that the | evel of personnel soundproofing in the Tralthan and

Mel fan quarters had al ready been increased to the maxi mum conducive to normal |iving requirenments.
Any nore and the music or dial ogue on the occupants’ entertai nnent channels, even their own
conversations, would be so off-pitch and nuffled that ... well, they'd feel like they were in

padded cells and they wouldn't |ike that one bit.”

“What about using hush fields?” said Mannen

“l know about them sir,” O Mara replied. “Mst of the wards have one, to sonically
i solate a case whose audible output is causing distress to the other patients. Psychology is a
snmal |l departnment and there are budgetary consi derations. Miintenance says they are hellishly
expensi ve.

“They are,” Mannen agreed. “But don't look as if all your relatives had just died. By
conpari son, Training Departnment has an obscenely | arge budget. Sone of it could be spent to ensure
me of a continued supply of wakeful and attentive students, so don't bother thanking ne. Just tel
me how many units you think you'll need and 1'll talk to Major Craythorne about ordering them as
soon as possible. Your problemis solved, so why are you still wearing that dissatisfied
expr essi on?”

“Sorry, sir,” said O Mara, “but you' ve solved only part of the trouble, or will have in a
few weeks or nonths from now when the units are installed. But that isn't tackling the nore
serious underlying problem”

“Go on,” said Mannen

O Mara tried hard to sound as if he wasn’'t |ecturing as he went on, “W know that |ack of
sl eep causes short-termirritability that can, unless it is countered, grow into sonething nore
per manent and nmuch worse. |’'ve already detected the begi nning of an intense xenophobic reaction in
the Kelgian, Eurilian, and Nidian trainees | spoke to, and that is really dangerous. In tinme there
will be menbers of sixty-odd, some of themvery odd, intelligent species working here. They shoul d
not be collected into their own little sane-species enclaves, with tight circles of same-species
friends, all sharing in same-species social and recreational activities. This is expected to be

the gal axy’ s biggest and best nulti-species hospital. If it is to wrk as it should then the staff
has got to mx, and not only at |ectures or on the wards..:’
He stopped as Mannen held up one hand again and said, “Lieutenant, |’ m not your

grandnot her, but if | was 1'd tell you not to teach me to suck eggs:’

“Sorry, sir,” said OMara. “It’'s sonething | feel strongly about:

Mannen nodded and | ooked at his watch. “Right. Wat else do you want from ne?”

“1 would l'ike you to start conning your students,” O Mara said quickly. “1 don't nean tel
themlies exactly, just shade the truth a little. And spend a few mnutes of every |lecture, |onger
if you can manage it, asking them about their personal feelings and progress rather than their
clinical work. Be Iike a stern father no matter what size they are. You can say that you' ve
noti ced that some of themare Iooking tired and are falling behind in their studies but you are
aware of the reason. Tell them about the hush-field units which will be installed in the quarters
of those who really need them but the process will be a gradual one over the com ng nonths and,
regrettably, some of themw Il have to nake the best of the situation until then. Wthout saying
so directly, suggest that their ability to adapt to this situation, and to understand the needs,
behavi or, and feelings of their other-species colleagues, can have a very beneficial effect on
their grades, and that the last few of themto have their roons fitted with hush fields can fee
deservedly proud of thensel ves.

“As yet | haven’'t discussed this idea with nmy chief,” he went on quickly, “but when | do,
I"msure Major Craythorne will be glad to talk to and encourage them along the same lines. He's
much better than | amat that sort of thing.”

“l disagree,” said Mannen. “Is that all?”

O Mara hesitated. “No, sir. | don’t know how, but is it possible for you to nodify the
content of your lectures and study assignments so that one student, or students, have nore
under st andi ng, or perhaps background know edge regardi ng a particul ar assignment than the others,
so that for the best results they will be forced to use a lot nore of their free tinme outside of
| ectures and ward duties to exchange this know edge and, well, be forced into using their free
time to mix with each other to talk shop? They have to be forced, | nmean encouraged, to mx. Is
t hi s possi bl e?”

“Possi ble,” said Mannen, “but not easy. It would mean reorganizing ny whole .

Li eutenant, you’ ve got a nasty, devious nind?

Pl eased, O Mara nodded. “1’'m a psychol ogist, sir.
The other gave hima |l ong | ook under | owered brows, then went on, “Right, your ideas are
workable and |I'Il do as you suggest. |I'mnot a psychologist, but as a clinical tutor of |ong
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experience | know when soneone is trying to hide sonmething fromme. Wat else is in your nasty,
devi ous mnd, Lieutenant?”

O Mara felt his face growing warm He hesitated, then said, “I’'d rather not say, sir. The
maj or has given ne full responsibility for this one and nmy idea is a bit unusual, and comes under
the headi ng of a crude but effective solution. |I haven't thought it through properly and it m ght

not work, so | think it’s better that you don’t know the details.”

Mannen nodded, | ooked at his watch again, and got quickly to his feet. “Just try not to
wreck the hospital,” he said.

“l1 won’t, sir,” said O Mara as he rose to | eave. Under his breath he added, At |east, not
all of it.

Hi s next stop was at his quarters, where he changed into his ol dest and npbst stained set
of coveralls, the ones that the laundry was continually sendi ng hi mnotes about suggesting that
they should be sent without delay to the incinerator. It was likely that Mijor Craythorne would
not be pleased by what he intended to do, and he didn't want to nmake matters worse by ruining
anot her uniform Besides, he needed to find his way anong the service tunnels under the dining
hall, and that could not be done quickly if one wanted to stay clean

He found Techni cian Lennenth working on one of the battery of cleaning, food-delivery, and
systens-checking robots in its charge. It was wearing two sets of coveralls. Kelgians were
inclined to be overprotective where their silver fur was concerned.

“O Mara,” said Lennenth, “what do you want?”

“l want you to do ne a big favor,” he replied.

“Eart h-humans don’t al ways say what they mean,” said Lennenth. “Do you nmean you want me to
return the big favor you did for nme?”

O Mara shook his head. “You are under no obligation to do anything for me,” he said. “If
you sinply return that favor, we're quits. But if you do this one for ne, we'll each owe the other
a favor and that mght come in useful in the future. Do you agree?”

“O Mara, you're making ny head hurt,” said Lennenth. “Your help with the Tralthan waste-

punmpi ng system failure under Ward Fifteen earned ne a pronotion, so either way, I'Il do it. What
exactly do you want done?”
“First,” he said, “are you still responsible for the dining-area cleaning and mai ntenance?

Especially for driving that big cleaning vehicle?”

“Yes,” said the Kelgian, “and yes.

“CGood,” said O Mara. “On your next cleanup shift, which is six hours fromnow, | want to
drive it. I'lIl need your advice about maneuvering the brute between the table spaces, but this is
what | plan to do..

As he went on speaking, Lennenth's fur noved so violently that its coveralls |ooked as if
they had been stuffed with naddened weasels. Its fur was still tw tching uncontrollably when he
stopped tal king and the other found its voice.

“They’ Il kick us both off the hospital for this!” it said. “O Mara, | think you need
t herapy:’

“l don’t think they' Il kick us off the hospital,” said O Mara, “and certainly not both of
us. W'll work out the details later, but you will be tenporarily detached from your dining-area
duties and sent to do sonmething in a public area that will keep you busy for a couple of hours, so
you will not be directly involved. I'Il put the order in witing, but you are not to showit to
anyone unl ess the idea goes sour and they try to blame you.

“After all,” he added, smling, “a nmere technician, even a newmy pronoted technician first
cl ass, cannot disobey the direct order of a lieutenant.”

During the ensuing six hours before the dastardly deed was done, O Mara tried to sleep or
at least rest, in vain. Instead, he used the tinme to wite his report and recomendati ons to
Craythorne in advance of the event. He tried to make it as neat, clear, and concise as he could,
because the major had a tidy mind and, as well, it mght well be the | ast report he would ever
wite in Sector Ceneral.

But when he placed the report on the major’s desk next norning, Craythorne barely gl anced
at the title page before pushing it aside. It was the first tine he had seen the other angry as
Craythorne said grinmy, “Thank you, O Mara, but | haven't tine to read it now Sonething nore
urgent and serious has come up. Sonmeone has trashed the dining area, uprooted nost of the
furniture by tearing it off its floor attachnments. A big cleaning and repair vehicle was used and
it wasn’t an accident. This looks as if it was deliberately planned vandalismby a person or
persons unknown while the technician in charge was absent. The damage can be repaired easily
enough, but | want you to go down there and find out what the hell happened and why.”

“l know what happened, and why,” said O Mara. “lIt’'s in ny report, sir.”
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Craythorne blinked slowy; then, w thout taking his eyes off O Mara, he reached sideways
and pulled the report in front of himagain. He said, “Then obviously |I have tine to read it now.
Sit down, Lieutenant.”

There were five pages and the nmajor didn't speak until he had finished reading the |ast
one. Then he placed his el bows on the desk, cupped his forehead in both hands for a nonent, then
| ooked up and said, “O Mara, when you nentioned knocki ng peopl e’ s heads together to make them see
sense, | thought you were joking.”

“Sir, I'"'mnot knocking heads together,” O Mara protested, “just forcing them close enough
to talk, which they will have to do if they eat together. The danage in the dining area was
precisely calculated so that there will not be enough physiologically suitable furniture for any
gi ven species to dine without having to nake use of other-species tables, chairs, or whatever
They' || probably argue or quarrel at first, have nasty things to say about each others’ eating
habits, but they will talk and get to understand and make al | owances for each other instead of
i solating thenselves into tight and potentially hostile same-species groups. Senior Tutor Mannen
is restructuring his lectures so that, in their off-duty periods, they will be forced together to
talk shop if they want optinmum examresults.

“As well,” O Mara went on excitedly, “he is helping fund hushfield installations for sone
of the sleeping quarters that will need them although, if my idea works out and they really begin
to understand and accept each other, eating habits, sleeping noises, warts and all, we may not

need many of them But what we do need is enough tine to allow the process to work.”

“VWhich is why,” Craythorne said, tapping the report, “you want the table repairs to be
del ayed for as long as possible.”

“Yes, sir,” said O Mara quickly. “But | need your help there. | don’t have the rank to
tell Maintenance to sl ow down, but you have. Regarding the trainees, what | thought we mght do is
introduce a little professional conpetitiveness into the process. The Educator tapes are about to
be introduced, initially to senior staff nenbers, although the trainees will be keen to try them
too. Maybe we, through Dr. Mannen, could suggest that the inpression of an other-species nind tape
is a landmark event, a high professional conplinent, and that trai nees who do not make an effort
to fully understand the thought processes and behavi or of their colleagues nm ght not be considered
suitable for the inpression of otherspecies nmind partners.

“In the neantinme,” he continued, “we could plant the idea that anyone who is averse to
usi ng physically unsuitable table furniture and talking to other-species friends and col | eagues
is, well, something of a sissy. Or the ET equival ent:

Crayt horne nodded. “And you al so want to rearrange the staff duty schedul es, and
particularly their nealtinmes, so that there are never enough enpty same-species tables to go
round. W m ght even nake that situation pernanent as part of the other-species socia
acclimatization process. Miintenance would have a | ot of conplaints, but Mintenance al ways has a
ot of complaints. It will be inconvenient at first but soon the constant shortage of tables wll
be accepted as a continuing fact of hospital life.”

He tapped the report again. “l like this, O Mara. Your recomendations will be put into
effect at once. Well done.”

O Mara nodded. He was so pleased and relieved that no words woul d cone.

Crayt horne went on, “You handled this situation so well, bi~tt in such a direct,
unort hodox fashion, that at the noment |I’mreluctant to give you another problemto solve. But one
thing surprises ne.

“Sir?”

“Yes,” said the other. “You have never struck nme, Lieutenant, as the type of person to
whom anyone woul d want to do a favor.”

As he was | eaving the office, Craythorne added, “lgnore the last remark, O Mara, |'mstil
trying to be nasty.”

CHAPTER 13

Craythorne’s reluctance to give himanother assignment |asted for all of three days. The
mej or was busy snoothing the adm nistrational winkles out of the nonrepairabl e dining-area
project, so they were rarely in the departnent at the same tine. It came as no surprise that the
| atest job cane in the formof the cover-page sumary of a trainee psych file and a note in
Craythorne’s terrible handwiting. He read the file first.

Subj ect: THORNNASTOR. Physi ol ogi cal classification FG.I; species Tralthan; age, 87 Earth
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standard years with a nornmal |ife-expectancy of 150 years; graduate with honors University of
Howt h Medi cal School on Traltha; served 12 years as nedical consultant on multi-species space
construction projects in the Ballildon, Corso, and Lentallet systens; no close famly or nonfamly

enotional ties; accepted for advanced multi-species surgical training Sector General; first

trai nee to undergo an ot her-species Educator tape inpression with no reported aftereffects, and
perm ssion has been given to retain the tape until its current nedical project is conpleted,

foll owi ng successful conpletion of which it will be offered a position on the permanent staff at
seni or - physi ci an | evel; previous clinical studies and ward work exenplary, but a marked
deterioration has been noted over the past three weeks; psychol ogical investigation requested by
Seni or Tutor Mannen before finalizing its pronotion. Present living quarters Level 111, Room 18

The note said, “Maybe it’'s just homesick, or at 87 is having a mdlife crisis. Talk to it,
find out what if anything is going wong in ts nmind, but |eave the hobnailed boots in your
quarters.”

Plainly, O Mara thought, Craythorne was still trying hard to be nasty.

Unless it was on the recreation deck or socializing sonewhere, Thornnastor’s duty schedul e
placed it in its quarters an hour before it was due to retire for the night. As he left the
el evator on OneEl even and found the right door nunmber, he wondered if it was one of the snorers.
He heard and felt the deck vibration as it approached and opened its door

“My nane is O Mara,” he said, trying not to feel intimdated by a highly intelligent six-
| egged el ephant who might or might not be enotionally disturbed, “fromthe O her-Species

Psychol ogy Departnent. If it’s convenient, I'd like to talk to you.”
“l know of you, O Mara" said Thornnastor. “Cone in. The inconvenience will be all yours if
you have no prior experience of my species’ lack of furniture. | suggest that you sit on the edge

of the sleeping pit.”

Thornnastor’ s acconmodati on was a | arge, enpty cube rendered small by the size of the
occupant. The walls were covered by pictures of home-world scenery and i mages too strange for
O Mara to even guess at what they might be, and a few trailing pieces of strong-snelling,
decorative vegetation that partly conceal ed the door to the bathroom A thick, semcircular shelf
carrying a lighted viewscreen, a recorder, and |lecture tapes was the only piece of furniture that
projected fromthe walls. The deep, rectangul ar, Tralthan-sized sleeping recess in the center of
the floor was entered by a sloping ranp. O Mara noved down the ranp until the edge of the floor
was | evel with the back of his knees, half turned, and sat down. He pressed his palns briefly into
the thick, soft material that covered the fl oor.

“Thank you,” he said, trying to find sonething conplinentary to say. “This is very
confortable.”

“My species does not require a high level of physical confortP said Thornnastor. “The
padding is there to deaden the sound of ny footfalls so as not to inconvenience nmy neighbors with
sound pollution. “Wile | welcome a legitimate interruption in my studies..:’ It pointed a
tentacle at the lighted viewscreen. “. . . | would prefer it not to be a waste of tine?

The mind tape it was carrying had been donated by a Kelgian, O Mara thought, and it was
obvi ous that the host’'s behavior was being influenced by the donor, so a polite, roundabout
approach woul d al so be redundant.

“I"ve no intention of wasting your tine or mine,” he said. “Senior Tutor Mannen has asked
me to tal k about the recent deterioration in your work which, because it has previously been of
such a high standard, is causing us concern. The continuing decline becane apparent a few days
after you were inpressed with a Kelgian DBLF m nd tape, so we suspect a psychol ogi cal conponent to
your problem Wuld you care to conment?”

Thornnastor turned one of its eyes in the direction of the viewscreen, followed by a
tentacle tip, which switched it off; then all four of its eyes curled down to | ook at O Mara. A
few nmonents passed without a reply.

“1f you are taking tinme to nmake a considered and accurate answer,” said O Mara, “l can
wait. But if you are unwilling to speak, why not?”

The Tral than made a nuted, foghorn sound that did not translate and ot herw se renmi ned
silent. O Mara si ghed.

“There have been conplaints of noise in this area during rest periods,” he went on. “The
matter is being dealt with. But sleep deprivation can seriously affect the ability to concentrate.
I's that the problen”

“N& said Thornnastor

“I's the behavior or a lack of understanding of your coll eagues or the teaching staff
af fecting you?” he continued. “Has anything they have done or said made you feel insecure? Are you
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havi ng an enoti onal or perhaps a sexual involvenment with sonmeone?”

“No" the Tralthan repeated.

“Then has it sonmething to do with the m nd tape?” he persisted.

The ot her remained silent.

| should have studied dentistry, he thought. This is like pulling teeth.

“Plainly there is a problemw th your Educator tape" said O Mara patiently, “which it is
my job to help you solve. But we can't solve it unless | know what it is. | have the feeling that
you would like to talk about it. Please do so.”

Thor nnast or made anot her untransl atabl e sound so deep that it seenmed to vibrate his bones.
Then it said, “This is stupid, ridiculous. There's no reason why | should feel this way.”

“Whet her or not it is stupid or ridiculous" said OMara, “is a purely subjective judgnent
on your part and as such has questionable value, as is the apparent |ack of reason for your
present feelings. Take as much tine as you need to describe those feelings.”

The Tralthan raised and stanmped the floor with its two niddle feet. O Mara felt the
vi bration even through the floor padding. In a Tralthan, he reassured hinself, it was supposed to
be a sign of extrene irritation, perhaps of self-irritation in this case. It was also an
i ndi cation, he hoped, that the other was going to speak

“I ambeing afflicted with intense feelings of honesickness" said Thornnastor in a | ow,
ashaned voice, “for people and a planet | have never known. |’ m supposed to have a stable, well-
integrated mind. It is ridiculous and stupid to feel this way.

So it was the mind tape. O Mara thought. At |east he knew where the problem!lay, and that,
according to the unwitten | aws of Major Craythorne, neant that he had taken the first step toward
solving it. But it was beginning to look as if he was trying to anal yze two patients here, the one
presently | oom ng over himand the tape donor at the other end of the gal axy who m ght not even be
alive.

He said, “Not necessarily. The trouble may lie in the tape donor’s mind rather than yours.
You know that mind fromthe inside. Tell me about it.”

“No,” said Thornnastor. He waited but that was all it would say. For sonme reason
Thor nnast or had gone into silent node again.

“This isn't helping either of us" said O Mara. “Wiy won't you tell ne about this person’s
m nd? The comunication is privileged and nothing you can tell ne will have any possible effect on
a tape donor whose mind is just a recording that cannot be hurt or hel ped or changed in any way,
and who may well be dead by now. You are intelligent enough to be aware of this. Well?”

There was another long silence. He tried again.

“Regar dl ess of species,” said O Mara, “the beings who are invited to provide our nind
tapes are the top people in their hone worlds’ nedical profession. But individuals who clinb to
the top, as we both know, are not always nice people. You already know that it is not just the

donor’s medical or surgical skill that is inpressed on a recipient’s nmind, it is all of the
menories, feelings, pet hates, prejudices, and psychol ogi cal hangups, if any, that are transferred
as well. You are required to ignore, for the period that the donor tape is in your mnd and as far

as you are able, all this nonnedical baggage and concentrate only on the nedical material you need
for your current project. Nobody thinks this is easy, and | can only inagi ne what-"

“You can have no understandi ng of what an ot her-species nmnd tape feels |ike" Thornnastor
broke in, “unless you take the sane nind inpression. How otherw se can you possibly know or fee
what |’ m feeling?”

Even though it was a legitimte question, O Mara had to control his irritation as he
replied, “I was inpressed with a mnd tape only once, and briefly, to beconme acquainted with the
mental disorientation that occurs when a conpletely alien personality is sharing one’s mnd, so
you're wong in thinking that |'’mconpletely ignorant of the effects. But | amforbidden to take
your tape or any other because it is ny job as an Earth-human therapi st to be objective, well-
bal anced, and self-aware so that | can work to renove the enotional problens in your mind. Wth an
ot her-species mnd partner nuddying the nmental water that would not be easy. This is the

department’s policy. | don’'t need to know what your tape donor felt in its past but what you are
feeling now. Is this clear?”
“Yes.”

“Then talk to nmeg’ said O Mara.

O Mara took a deep breath that would enable himto say harsh things in a | oud voice, then
changed his nmind and spoke quietly. He said, “Among Earth-humans there is a disrespectful but
fairly accurate nane given to people in ny profession. It is ‘headshrinker.” As the name suggests,
my job is to shrink heads, to make the nminds within themrespond to the real world rather than
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live in a flawed reality of their own, and not swell themwth flattery.

“Now,” he went on, “I have no nedical training and, therefore, no real appreciation of
your professional qualifications except through hospital gossip and the hearsay evidence of your
col | eagues and superiors, all of whom speak well of you. It seens that you are highly proficient
as a surgeon, have the ability to inspire subordinate staff to performto the sane |evel of
proficiency, and are speci esadaptabl e, imaginative, and justifiably anbitious. If your current
progress continues you will shortly be appointed to the permanent staff here with the rank of
seni or physician, thus skipping the two intervening trainee |l evels. But enough of the flattery.”

O Mara paused for a noment. He knew that the other was unlikely to be able to read Earth-
human facial expressions, but he hoped the serious tone in his voice would get through the
translator as he went on, “This appointnent will require the continuing inpression and erasure of
the m nd tapes necessary for the treatnment of your future other-species patients, but it wll
definitely be withheld if you aren’'t able to cope with your first experience of having a mnd
partner. Thornnastor, | amhere to help you cope. |Is the enpotional problemyou are experiencing so
serious and nentally disabling that you want to give up a pronising career in nmedicine because of
it?”

“No" sai d Thornnast or

“Again | remnd you" O Mara continued, “ny interest in anything you tell ne is purely
clinical. Anything I learn will be a privileged conmunication, and | shall not be judgmental or
feel shocked by anything you say. Now, is there sonething in your tape donor’s mind that has
triggered past nenories or experiences of your own, sonething about which you now feel ashamed?”

“No,” said the other |oudly.

“Cal myoursel f’ said O Mara. “lI had no intention of giving offense. But | do need
information. You said that you felt intense feelings of homesickness, for friends you never net
and pl aces you have never been and, initially, you appeared to feel shame over these feelings. Is
it your mind partner who feels this shame or-"

“No,” said Thornnastor again.

“So it’s you who feels the shane,” said O Mara. “Tell nme why you feel it, in your own
words and tine. Tell nme what is wong with you, or what you think is wong with you, because you
are the only person who can give nme a clue to what that is.”

O Mara took a deep breath then let it out slowy. He said, “Thornnastor, | am becom ng
very irritated by your continuing use of that word. If you won't talk to me about the problem
will you at least tell ne why?”

“For three reasons,” said Thornnastor. “You are not a nedic and woul d not appreciate ny
special difficulty, and you cannot know the conplete workings of my mnd or those of ny nind
partner. Wth respect and apol ogi es, O Mara, you are wasting your tine here. There is nothing you
can do to help ne.”

O Mara nodded. “Possibly not" he said. “But | can be patient and talk all around the
problem perhaps attack it fromdifferent directions. Wuld that hel p?”

“NoP sai d Thornnast or

At least, O Mara thought sourly as he left the Tralthan's quarters, the other’s replies
had been consistently negative. But if there was one thing he hated it was being told what he
could or could not do.

When he returned to the departnent there was a nessage for himsaying that Craythorne
woul d be absent fromhis office for the next two hours. That, he thought, should give himenough
time to read nore than the first page of Thornnastor’s psych file and to study the avail able
information on the entity who had donated that troubl esone mind tape.

But the Tralthan’s file reveal ed nuch that was new and nothing that was useful. It seemed
that Thornnastor was an exenplary trainee, a self-starter fromthe begi nning, able, serious,
strong-willed, and with an unusually stable and well integrated mnd of which it was justifiably
proud. Although it was otherw se polite and well-behaved in its sanme- and ot her-speci es contacts,
the pride showed in its tendency to argue with its tutors during | ectures, when it had the
irritating habit of usually proving them w ong.

The informati on on Thornnastor could have been a copy of the material that appeared in all
of the senior nedical staff’s psych files. Barring unforeseen accidents, it was the psychol ogi ca
profile of a person who was heading for the top of its professional tree. The personal information
on its nmnd partner, a Kelgian DBLF called Marrasarah, was sparse but interesting.

It began with a general explanation of the Educator-tape systemand its uses followed by a
warning to the effect that the donors of the mnd tapes were not to be contacted for consultation
regarding the material they had donated, or for any other purpose, unless their own express
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permi ssion or that of a close relative was obtained. And even then the request would have to be
i nvestigated and approved by a special subcommittee of the Galactic Medical Council set up for the
protection of the privacy of m nd tape donors.

The principal reason for this nmany-layered protection was sinply the passage of tine. A
person with the necessary eninence in its field to be invited to donate a nind tape was, in the
usual course of events, at its professional and nental peak and al ready of advanced years. Such a
bei ng woul d not want to be subjected to the general hassle of questioning, no matter how polite
and respectful the questioners were, regarding details of the nental legacy it had left by rising
younger nedics trying to second-guess it, especially if the donor nmind in question had begun to
age-deteriorate during the tine since the tape had been made. O Mara could understand that. It was
sinmply a matter of show ng consideration for the feelings of the old who had once been great.

But the interesting part was that Marrasarah wasn’t old. Instead it had been a brilliant
and gifted young medi cal hotshot. No details were given regarding its neteoric progress inits
chosen field. The cause listed for its ridiculously early retirement was “personal and enotiona
reasons resulting fromburn injuries.” But in its case the strictures regardi ng noncontact were
repeat ed and underl i ned.

O Mara | ooked at the mind-tape container inside its file for a long tine. It was obvious
that Marrasarah had suffered a najor enotional upheaval of sone kind and had been seriously and
per haps permanently affected by it. But its professional know edge and experience had been so
valuable that it had been invited to nmake the tape before it retired-on the assunmption, O Mara
supposed, that any future recipient would either be strong-willed enough to concentrate on the
medi cal component and ignore the associated enotional problenms or, if the psychol ogical content
was too troubl esone, sinply withdraw fromthe case, have the tape erased at the earliest
opportunity, and take another that had fewer problens. But fromwhat he knew of Thornnastor’s
personality, the Tralthan was too proud and pi gheaded to do that.

Even though he could explain the situation to Mannen and have Thornnastor excused fromthe
case, he knew that the Tralthan would not want to put its pronotion prospects on hold unti
anot her opportunity occurred. From what he knew of the other, it would also feel afraid that it
woul d not be able to adapt to the next mnd tape, either, and that its career as an other-species
surgeon in Sector General would be at an end. It had probably decided that it was better to know
the worst as soon as possible. O Mara could sympathize with that feeling, but his synpathy al one
woul dn’t sol ve the probl em

He could only do that by getting into the stubbornly unconmuni cative Thornnastor’s m nd
and the only path open to himwas through the mnd of the brilliant but seriously disturbed
Marrasarah. He shook his head and took a |ong | ook at his watch.

Crayt horne was due back within half an hour. He could wait, nake his report, discuss his
idea for treatnment with his superior, who would warn himof the psychol ogical risks and al npst
certainly order himnot to proceed. O he could do what he wanted to do in a few ninutes before
the major had a chance to forbid it.

The trick with any really close decision, he told hinmself as he noved with sl ow
del i beration to the Educator-tape couch, donned the hel net, and pushed the Marrasarah mind tape
into its slot, was to weigh the probabilities very carefully but not for too |ong.

I ndeci si on coul d paral yze sone peopl e.

CHAPTER 14

For the first few minutes the sensations were exactly the sane as ose he had felt after
Counci |l or Davantry had administered that first Kelgian mnd tape. There was the same feeling that
he was | ooking at a strange office froma di stance too high above the floor, and the sane
sensation of vertigo because he was bal ancing on two |ong, Earth-human | egs rather than the twel ve
stubby ones possessed by Kel gians. But the disorientation and dizzi ness passed qui ckly and were
repl aced by sonet hing much worse. It was so bad that he was forced to sit down and fight
desperately to retain control of the personality that was O Mara.

Poor Thornnastor, he thought, if this is what it has to contend with. He tried not to
thi nk Poor me because the reason he was feeling this way was nobody’s fault but his own.

Unli ke the Tralthan, he did not believe that he had a brilliant, stable, and well -
integrated m nd. But he had al ways had the reputation for being as stubborn as a mule, or one of
its off-world equival ents, and he had never, ever allowed another person to do his thinking, or in
this case his feeling, for him Gadually but not conpletely he began to regain control over his

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (41 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:31 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

m nd.

Now he coul d understand why Thornnastor wouldn’t talk to him A conbination of the
Tralthan’s professional pride and that of its even prouder mnd partner precluded that, together
with the enptional distress that had spilled over fromMarrasarah’s tortured mind. In spite of its
physi cal and nental suffering, the Kelgian's mnd had been sane when it had donated the tape. And
it, too, had been a fighter and every bit as stubborn as O Mara. But it had been suffering then
just as Thornnastor and hinsel f were suffering now, but wi thout the option of having its intensity
of sorrow, anger, bitter personal |oss, and a nmess of associated enotions erased. Marrasarah had
not deserved to be caught in that accidental lab fire that had destroyed nuch of its fur, but then
history was full of nice people who got what they didn't deserve and nobody, including hinself,
could do anything about that except feel bad.

But Thornnastor wasn't history, at least not yet, and it was O Mara’'s job to do sonething
about that if the Tralthan was not to becone a nminor entry as a promising failure in the annals of
Sect or Ceneral .

He began wal ki ng around the office because regul ar, noncerebral activity had al ways hel ped
his mnd to work better, and now it was working overtinme. He stopped only |ong enough to cal
Mannen, who fortunately could see himimmediately, and to | eave a nessage for his chief saying
that he was going to talk to the senior tutor regarding the Thornnastor assignnent.

Crayt horne woul d have no worries about that, but if he had told the other what he had just
done and about the idea for treatnment he would be trying to sell Mannen, the mgjor woul d have been
worried sick.

As soon as he entered, Mannen | ooked up from his desk and pointed at a chair that was
sui tabl e, but not confortable, for Earthhuman occupati on and waited.

“About Thornnastor. - " O Mara began

“So you've discovered what’'s wong with ny star trainee?” Mannen broke in. “That’'s good.”

“Yes" said O Mara, “but it isn't good.”

Mannen was trying unsuccessfully to hide his disappointnent. He said, “W’'d hate to | ose
that one, Lieutenant. But go on

O Mara was choosing his words with care so that he could hide the truth without actually
telling a lie as he said, “Thornnastor was conpl etely uncooperative during our interview and
refused to tell ne, except briefly and in the nost general terms, why the Kelgian mnd tape was
causing it such intense enotional distress. Wth sone patients we find an initial |ack of
cooperation, even outright hostility, and all owances are nmade for this, especially when the reason
for the behavior is fully understood. But hostility in a patient doesn’t preclude us attenpting to
treat it or-"

“WAi C Mannen broke in. “Just now you told nme that Thornnastor wouldn't talk, except in
general terns, about its troubles or its nmind partner. How then did you conme to fully understand
its behavior? Did Major Craythorne allow you to take the same nmind tape? And isn’'t that, well,
unusual ?”

Qobvi ously, thought O Mara, | didn’t choose ny words carefully enough to hide anything, or
the other was smart enough to see right through them He said, “I couldn’t think of any other way
of hel ping Thornnastor with its problem The najor doesn’'t know |’ve taken the tape. It isn't
unusual , it’s forbidden.”

“l knew that,” said Mannen, “but it isn’t any of my business what rul es you break. But did

you hint back there that curative therapy is possible? If so, what will the treatnment entail, and
wi |l Thornnastor be able to performits operation by noon tonorrow?”

“The treatment is radical, untried, and, well, risky,” O Mara replied. “But if it goes as
| expect it will, your star trainee, who is ny patient, should be able to operate.”

There was an edge of sarcasmin the other’s voice as he said, “You are going to tell ne
what you intend to do?”

“Yes, sir,” said O Mara. “But the pride Thornnastor has in its professional ability, and
the intense enbarrassnment it is feeling over what it believes is its inpending failure, is the
reason for its silence. A sinmlar degree of pride, plus a truly horrendous | oad of despair, anger
and deep, personal sorrow, it has inherited via the Kel gian Educator tape. Thornnastor has an
unusual |y powerful mind that is also extrenely sensitive. If it had been | ess sensitive to the
medi cal condition it is sharing through its mnd partner, and had | ess of that resultant fellow
species synpathy it feels toward its forthcom ng Kel gian patient, it m ght have been able to
ignore the nonnedical material in Marrasarah’s mnd tape and we woul d have had no troubl e. But,

well, as things stand | shall tell it that no report of this case will ever appear outside the
departnment’s confidential files, and there will be no future verbal discussion anong the parties
concerned. Naturally, I'Il have to nmake a detailed report on the case to Major Craythorne, which
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will probably land me in trouble, but | don't want to do that until the therapy is conplete. Sir
can | ask you not to-"

“Of course,” Mannen broke in. “Until then ny lips are sealed. But what the hell are you
i ntending to do?”

As O Mara began telling himthe other’s nouth opened to interrupt himand renai ned open
wi t hout speaking until he had finished. Then Mannen closed his nouth so hard that his teeth came
together with an audible click. He shook his head. O Mara hoped it was in silent puzzlenent rather
than conmpl ete negation

“Let nme be sure | understand you, O Mara" he said finally. “Thornnastor is having problens
with its first mnd transfer, so you want to give it three mnd tapes to contend w th?”

“Three nore,” O Mara corrected. “It will be four tapes altogether. And if you know t he
ki nds of patients Thornnastor is nmost likely to have assigned to it in the near future, 1'd like
your advice on the species concerned so that the process will serve as a brief introduction to its
mnd partners to be. This is a matter of sinple mathematics as well as psychology. Wth four tapes
occupying its mnd at once, the effect of their extraneous enotional nmaterial will be diluted to a
quarter, especially during the op when it will have to concentrate on abstracting only the
requi red nmedical information. Followi ng the operation the tapes, all of them wll be erased and
Thornnastor’s nmind will be back to normal with its pride intact and without it having suffered any

prof essi onal enmbarrassment. | think it is a sinple, direct, elegant solution to the.. "
Mannen hel d up one hand. “The word that comes nost readily to nmy mind" he said dryly, “is
‘ si mpl em nded? Thornnastor has expressed a special interest in performng Melfan, Illensan, and

Eart h- human surgery. Those are the mind tapes it is nost likely to need in the future, if it has a
future here. Dammit, you could totally weck Thornnastor’s sanity,”

“I'n my opinion no, sir" said O Mara. “The Tralthan’s nmind is strong, well bal anced, and
hi ghl y adapt abl e. Besi des, the otherspecies mnd partners, unlike Marrasarah, will not be |ong-
termvisitors. There won't be enough tine for it to be seriously influenced by them”

Mannen was silent for a |ong nonment, then said, “Right. |I’m becom ng suspici ous about rmy
own sanity, but you' ve talked nme into it. There is one condition.”

“Sir?”

“You must be present during the operation,” Mannen said firmy, “in case Thornnastor

becomes nentally unstable and we need your help in pacifying it, because ORisn't the best place
for an outsized and overnuscl ed surgeon to run anok. Agreed?”

O Mara hesitated. “1’ve no nedical training?

“We' Il be hip deep in nedics down there,” Mannen said. “What we’'ll need is someone to
treat a disturbed doctor, not the patient. If Thornnastor does go unstable on us, what will you
do?”

“Talk to it first and try verbal pacification,” O Mara replied. “If that fails |I'Il shoot
it with an anesthetic dart gun previously concealed in the OR Can you nmake sure that the dart is
sharp and the anesthetic is strong enough? Tral thans have tough skins and a ot of body nmass so we
will need, I nmean we m ght need, sonmething that works fast.”

“Anot her one of your sinple, direct solutions,” Mannen said. “Right, I'll see to it.”

“1"d like to thank you, sir,” said O Mara gratefully, “for cooperating in this unusua
form of therapy?

“You can do that by giving me back a fully sane and functi oni ng Thornnastor,’
“I"'malnost afraid to ask, Lieutenant, but is there anything else you need from me?”

“Yes, sir,” said O Mara, smling. “l believe one of the otherspecies trainees is giving
you sone cause for concern. You can pick a likely candidate. Its condition is fictional, of
course, but an el enent of hypochondria and the ability to talk about itself for |ong periods would
be an advantage. It would have to be interviewed in its quarters, or in an enpty lecture hall or
anywhere but the Psychol ogy Departnent during the hour preceding Thornnastor’'s op. | will be
i npressing the three extra nind tapes then and can’'t afford to have the major wal king in and
aski ng awkward questions?’

Mannen put his forehead into his hands and spoke to the top of his desk

sai d Mannen.

“Right,” he said. “But please go now before you destroy all my illusions, and confirmny
wor st fears, about what goes on in the Psychol ogy Departnent.”
O Mara smled and left quickly. He had to talk to Thornnastor again and sell it on the

multiple-tape idea before it retired for the night. It nmight take a long tinme and he as well as
the Tralthan might |ose a lot of sleep. But that, at |least, would cut down on the vol une of
snoring in the area.
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The gl ass-wall ed OR was in readi ness when Thornnastor and O Mara arrived outside punctually the
next day. As it was primarily an exam nation of the surgeon’s procedure as well as an attenpt to
rectify serious traumatic damage to the patient, the roomwas nore crowded than usual. The patient
was al ready anesthetized and the ot her nenbers of the operating team two Melfans and one Earth-
human, were standing by the table to assist, as were, not quite as close, Mannen and a N di an
tutor. Before they entered, O Mara put a hand against the Tralthan's |l eathery flank

“Wait,” he said worriedly. “How are you feeling?”

Softly, for a Tralthan, Thornnastor grow ed, “How should a person with a quadruply split
personality feel? | think 1'Il be all right.”

O Mara nodded and followed it inside; then he noved across the roomto stand between
Mannen and the other tutor.

“Recorders on?” said Thornnastor calmy. “Very well, I'Il begin. This is patient Mirrenth
physi ol ogi cal classification DBLF, a shipboard technician in the Kel gian space service. It
presented with internal injuries sustained as the result of being trapped briefly by shifting
cargo, briefly because fellow crew nenbers were able to rescue it within a fewnmnutes. Initially
it was thought that no serious trauma had occurred because the patient, perhaps for psychol ogi cal
reasons including the fact that the accident was partly its own fault, did not report any physica
di sconfort. Two days later it began losing fur nobility over the back and one side of the body.
Its condition was reclassified to DBLF Energency Three and it was rushed here.”

One of the Tralthan’s tentacles rose to pull down the scanner attached to the ceiling by a
tel escoping armuntil it was positioned above the operative field. It curled an eye toward the
wal | - mount ed di agnosti c screen which was showi ng a nmassi ve enl argenent of the scanner image.

“I't was discovered that serious trauma had in fact occurred,” Thornnastor continued, “but
too subtle for detection by the equi pnent avail able on the patient’s ship. The tenporary pressure
of the cargo that fell on Mirrenth’s back and side caused a minor constriction of the blood flow
through the capilliary systemin those areas. This caused micro-clots to formwhich reduced the
bl ood supply to the delicate muscles and nerve network controlling fur nobility. The condition has
been worsening, an i medi ate surgical intervention is indicated, and.

“And the prognosis is lousy,” Mannen said softly to O Mara.

“I"'mafraid this is going to be an exanination for surgical technique, not for a successfu
result?

- care nust be taken" Thornnastor was saying, “to conmb the fur carefully fromboth sides
of the entry-wound position before making the incision. Each individual strand of fur is a
delicate part of the body to which it belongs, and the possession of its living and undamaged fur
has i nmense psychol ogi cal and i nterpersonal social significance for the being concerned.. "

What it was not saying, O Mara knew, was that to any Kel gian even the slightest blem sh on
their beautiful, silvery body fur or the snallest area of restricted nobility was the ultinmate
physi cal disfigurement, one that caused themto wi thdraw voluntarily fromall social contact with
their fellows as if they had been old-tinme Earth-human | epers. The fur nmotions were a conpletely
i nvoluntary process that could not be halted or nodified in any way. This nmeant that the deep
hel pl ess synpathy and revul sion that a whole Kelgian felt for such a disfigured one could not be
hi dden either, so that withdrawing from society was the only option short of suicide

The ni nd-tape donor, the brilliant and gifted Kel gi an surgeon Marrasarah, whose physica
beauty had been surpassed only by the brilliance of her mind and warnth of her personality, had
been driven to resign a pronising career because of fur damage. Al npst certainly a sinilar fate
awai ted patient Murrenth, so it was no wonder that its Kelgian mnd partner had affected
Thornnastor’s own mnd so deeply. In nmany respects the personalities of the patient and surgeon
were the same-and, now that he was so intimately aware of Marrasarah’s nind, feelings, and
personality, O Mara was finding it difficult at times to think of her as an “it”.

Even t hough Marrasarah was a living and suffering person in the minds of Thornnastor and
O Mara, it was sinmply a recording and nothing at all could be done for it. But here and now, if he
understood the Tralthan’s feelings and notivation correctly, Thornnastor needed to cure Mirrenth
to stop that awful tragedy from happening again. It was a matter of professional pride but it was
al so deeply personal. The patient and the mnd partner had becone one. In its own mnd Thornnastor
was trying to cure both of them and if the Murrenth procedure was as unsuccessful as all the
medi cal probabilities insisted it would be, O Mara hated to think of what it would do to the
Tral t han surgeon.

“Field viewer set to fifty magnifications"” said Thornnastor calmy. “Stepped-down scal pe
and retractor to reduction factor ten. Ready? W wi |l begin..

The nagnifier slid forward on its telescoping armand was interposed between the operative
field and two of Thornnastor’'s dirigible eyes as it picked up a knife whose | arge handl e cont ai ned
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t he mechani sm whi ch coul d deliver a cut rangi ng between a deep, sixinch, surgical slash to an
incision so tiny and precise that it could only be seen by a mcroscope. Wth this procedure very
preci se work was possible, O Mara knew as he turned his attention to the big diagnostic screen on
the wall, provided the surgeon had rock steady hands or, in this case, tentacles.

On the screen the individual strands of fur |ooked like the slim curving trunks of palm
trees that were being bent slowy apart to reveal the heavily winkled organic ground surface from
whi ch they grew. A bl ade appeared, |ooking incredibly massive under the high magnification, and
made an incision which cut cleanly between the parted trunks w thout touching much | ess danaging a
single one of them It went deeper, revealing the thin rootlets with their individual systens of
tiny muscles that gave every hair its nobility, and these it avoided, too.

Li ke a thick, curving length of cable, one of the blocked capillaries appeared on center
screen. A tiny longitudinal incision was nmade and a fine probe with a thickened tip inserted
carefully into the opening. There was very little bleeding, just a few droplets which | ooked under
the high nagnification to be the size of footballs.

O Mara closed his eyes briefly so as to shut out his view of the screen and to rem nd
hi nsel f that Thornnastor was working inside a capillary not nuch thicker than a hair while it
tried to find and dissolve a clot without blasting a hole in the affected bl ood vessel and undoi ng
all its previous, neticul ous work.

There were many such bl ood vessels and many clots. But there was sonething about the
surgeon’s work that was not quite right.

“This is mcrosurgery of a very high order” he said quietly to Mannen, “but | don’t
recogni ze the procedure.”

“l didn't know you had nedical training" said Mannen, then nodded. “Of course, | forgot
that you have the Marrasarah mnd tape, too. What’'s wong with it?”

Thornnastor cleared its breathing passages and made a | oud, di sapprovi ng sound.

“As the being O Mara has just observed" it said, “ny procedure departs fromnormal Kel gian
practice because | have nade a synthesis of the surgical know edge and experience of the three
other mind partners that are available to nme. The work is delicate and requires concentration
Apart fromthe necessary verbal contact between the operating team | woul d appreci ate absol ute
silence.”

Mannen, the N dian tutor, and O Mara nmintained a conplete and, in his own case, an
admring silence until Thornnastor withdrew, closed, and stood back

“As you can see" it said, curling one eye toward the wall screen, “the interrupted bl ood
supply to the root nuscles has been corrected and the connective nerve network that controls fur
nmovenment is intact. But the patient nust be massively sedated and its fur rendered notionl ess
until the area has a chance to recover conpletely fromthe recently inflicted surgical trauma, and
heal .”

Suddenly it stanped its two nmedial feet, a habit of Tralthans who were in the grip of
strong enotion, making all the | oose equipnent in the roomrattle.

“Thank you, everyone,” it ended. “l believe we have an optimumresult:’

CHAPTER 15

As befitted his high position in the hospital’s hierarchy, Senior Tutor Mannen occupi ed
the only Earth-human chair while O Mara and Thornnastor, whose species had no use for furniture,
stood before Craythorne’s desk. The nmajor’s voice was quiet and cal mas he spoke, but it was
obvi ous that he was very, very angry.

“Doctors,” he said, “I’ve asked you here principally to apol ogize for Lieutenant O Mara’'s
conduct in this case. Nornmally | encourage initiative in ny people, and nust therefore bear ful
responsibility for the results if they nake m stakes, but in this case he was, well,
overent husiastic and badly overstepped the nark. | hope you will take it no further and will allow
me to deal with it as an internal disciplinary matter?”

“Cf course, Major,” said Mannen. He smiled suddenly. “But go easy on him’

Crayt horne shook his head, |ooking puzzled; then he spoke to the Tralthan

“Now that O Mara has erased the four mnd tapes it inpressed two days ago,” he said, “my
| assune that psychologically you are back to normal, Doctor, and there have been no enotiona
aftereffects?”

“You may not assume that,” said Thornnastor. “And while ‘doctor’ is quite suitable and
| ess verbally cunbersome for normal conversational use, you should know that this norning | was
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pronoted to senior physician.”
“Then pl ease accept ny congratul ati ons, Seni or Physician Thornnastor,’

sai d the nmjor,

smling but |ooking worried. “Wiere am |l wong? Are you still suffering nental disorientation
followi ng the erasure of the mnd tapes?”

“There is still sonme nmental disorientation, naturally,” the Tralthan replied, “but that is
because only the enotionally troubl esone Kel gi an tape was erased and, with Seni or Tutor Mannen's
agreenent and Lieutenant O Mara's cooperation, | elected to retain permanently the other three:’

“But, but why?” said Craythorne, still |ooking worried. “That was, is, very risky. W have
no idea of the nental repercussions that could result. It has never been done before:

“But it will be done again, said Mannen, |ooking at Thornnastor and O Mara. “It will be
done a great many tines.”

The maj or shook his head. “You' |l have to explain.”

Thornnastor said, “Wth ny mind filled with the nmenories and personalities of four other-
species entities, the effect was as O Mara foretold. The hi gh degree of concentration required
during the operation caused only the nedical know edge of ny mind partners to be brought forward
and the unwanted enotional material to fade into the background. | was able to call on nedica
data and operating experience of four top other-species surgeons, and synthesize that materia
into a radical new procedure. Wthout the nultiple mnd partners the operati on woul d not have been
successful .”

“The senior physician,” Mannen joined in, “tells me that it can accommodate its three m nd
partners very well and | ooks forward to them bei ng permanent residents. And if Thornnastor can do
that, why not others? Naturally, Major, we’'ll need to consult your department regarding the
enotional stability and general suitability of candidates for nultiple mnd inpressions, but you
nmust see where this is |eading.

“Up to now,” Mannen went on quickly, so as not to give tinme for the Major to show his
i gnorance, “our plan was to have a surgeon-in-charge take just the one tape needed to treat his,
her, or its other-species patient, then have it erased on conpletion so that the process could be
repeated indefinitely with future cases. But when we have nedi cs avail able who carry
si mul taneously the surgical know edge and experience of several different species, much nore is
possi bl e.

“Not only will they be able to devise and perform new surgi cal procedures as did
Thornnastor here,” the senior tutor went on, his voice rising in quiet excitement, “but they wll
be able to head original research projects into xenobiology and nmulti-species nmedicine. And if we
ever find a wecked ship with injured survivors of a previously unknown species on board, these
speci al doctors, whose minds will be cranmed with physiol ogical and nedical data on a multiplicity
of known life-forms, will be able to advise on treatment with a greatly reduced risk of our well-
intentioned tinkering killing the people we will be trying to save. They will be a special group
and we’'ll have to think of a nane for them clinical synthesists, xenobi ol ogical diagnosticians,
sonet hing |ike that

Mannen broke off, | ooking al nost ashanmed at losing his clinical objectivity to the extent
of showi ng human excitenent and pleasure at this new devel opnment in the field he | oved. He | ooked
at his watch, stood up, and turned away. Thornnastor was al ready noving toward the door.

“Lectures. | have to go,” he said. Then he paused to snile at O Mara and added, “Major,
earlier | suggested that you go easy on the lieutenant. Go very easy on him”

Wen they had gone, Craythorne nodded toward the vacated chair and said, “Lieutenant, |
think you have raised insubordination to the status of a major art formand there are tines, like
now, when |I could find it easy to be nasty to you. But you always wiggle out of trouble by the
sneaky expedi ent of always being right. So . "' He slapped a pile of folders that were |ying on

his desk. ..... I’mgiving you a long, boring, routine job which you may like to consider as a
puni shment. It’s the weekly trainee updates for inclusion, if you think there is anything that
warrants further investigation, in their psych files. | don't believe you will be able-or maybe

I’ m hoping that you won’'t be able-to do anything creatively insubordinate with them And when
you' ve finished that chore, go to Level OneEl even and start practicing on the residents what
you' ve been preaching to Mannen and ne about the fun aspects of eating neals together and
listening to each others’ sleeping noises.~~

Crayt horne stopped but continued to | ook at hi mwi thout speaking.

“Sir,” said O Mira, to fill the I engthening silence

“Regardi ng the Thornnastor business,” Craythorne went on, “that was very well done,
whet her or not you knew what you were doing at the tine. In the Iight of the enotional content, we
will not use the Marrasarah tape on anyone agai n. You di sobeyed standing instructions, for the
first and only tine if you want to remain here, by self-inpressing the tape for a few hours before
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erasing it, right? So the di sobedi ence has been rectified and the incident will not be mentioned
agai n?

As he lifted the pile of folders, O Mara nodded wi t hout speaki ng. Major Craythorne was a
fine man and he didn’'t want to lie to himand so, in Kelgian fashion, he renained silent. It was
true that O Mara had i npressed hinself with the Marrasarah nind tape. He just hadn't erased it
agai n.

H s puni shment took just two hours to conplete and while it was routine it was not
conpl etely boring unless, O Mara thought, boredomlike beauty lay in the nental eye of the
behol der. Each one of the two hundred-odd files contained information on the individual trainees
past and current progress, with notes on lectures attended and the performance of ward duties, and
particularly their person-to-person contacts with patients, by the relevant tutors and charge
nur ses.

In the majority of cases the notes consisted of a hastily scrawl ed “Progress
satisfactory~~ or c~Muving up, but not too fast? One of them signed by Mannen, said, “Not happy
working with Illensans, but then who is? WIIl schedul e another protective suit drill in chlorine
envi ronnent soonest. No psych action required unless trainee' s fear increases.~~

There were two other such entries, both in Mannen's witing. One read, “Creesik (in),
MBVK. Initial progress rapid and highly satisfactory but recently has been slow ng down to
slightly above average. Watching,” and the other said, “Neenil (f), MSVK Initially a very slow
starter but now picking up nicely. Keen, seenms to have di scovered extra notivation, but displays
signs of fatigue. Have suggested that it spend a little nore of its free time not studying so
hard.”

Psychiatric action had not been requested on either of the last two cases, but O Mara had
a feeling about them or maybe it was sinply a hope driven by boredomthat it would be nice if he
could do a little therapeutic tinkering before the trouble, if there was going to be any trouble,
could develop. He placed the two files on one side for closer study, telling hinself that they
both Iived on Level One-El even and he would be in the nei ghborhood anyway.

When he returned to them O Mara decided that it would be a good idea to |earn sonething
about their honme environment and physical body requirenents before he began a covert, unofficia
invstigation of their mnds. At present all he knew about themwas that one was fenale and the
other nale, that they were at different levels of training with |l ectures and ward duties that
didn't coincide, and so far as he knew the only thing they had in common was bel onging to the same
species. He called up the library conputer and aked it to display general information
soci ol ogi cal environment, and nedicine as practiced by physiol ogical classification MSVK, the
Euril life-form

H s reception on One-El even was | ess hostile than the first one had been. The usua
proportion of door IDs were tagged ON DUTY or DO NOT DI STURB, and the people who did answer, with
the exception of the Kel gians, showed a conbi nati on of politeness and inpatience as they I|istened.
That was under st andabl e, because they had probably heard Mannen, Craythorne, or hinself saying it
al ready. The sl eeping noises conming froma few of the roons sounded slightly | ess horrendous,

O Mara thought, but that might be because he was getting used to them

He found Creesi k’s door ajar and narked sinply ABSENT, but Neenil’'s was tagged OCCUPI ED
and was opened at once.

“Trainee Neenil,” he began, only to be interrupted by the other’'s twittering speech

“Creesik,” it said. “I was just |eaving?

“Pl ease don’t |leave on nmy account,” he said, thinking quickly. “I intended to visit each
of you. If you will not be inconvenienced, it will be easier for ne to speak to both of you at the
sane tine?

“Then come in, O Mara,” said Creesik.

It was the first time he had had nore than a glinpse fromthe corridor entrance into a
EBuril’s living quarters although, in an attenpt to show good nanners by not staring, he used his
peri pheral vision to exam ne the place as another Euril dropped froma perch before the study
al cove and screen and hopped forward to neet him

“I am Neenil,” it said, the soft twittering of its voice form ng a background to the
transl ated words. “You have our attention?

“Thank you,” said O Mara, still appearing not to | ook at his surroundings. The walls were
covered with pictures of Euril |and and seascape, a photograph of what |ooked like the inmredi ate

famly flock, and a sinple but quietly resplendent franed certificate which, judging fromits

pl ace of honor above the study console, had originated froman inportant institution of sone kind.
Cccupyi ng one-quarter of the floor area in one corner was a circular nest standing to about Euri
shoul der height, thickly upholstered and with |ight, padded sheets hangi ng over one edge. He went
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on, “If anything, this a social rather than a professional visit. | wanted to |let you know what we
are hoping to do about the nightly noise pollution?

Creesi k cocked its head to one side and said, “Qur senior tutor and your Mjor Craythorne
have al ready discussed this with us, including the unavoi dabl e del ays expected in the arrival of
the hush-field installations and in replacing the dining-hall furniture. W both forned the
i mpression that these were problens we night have to solve ourselves. WAs there anything el se you
wanted to say?”

“Only to ask if you have any other conplaints or problens,” said O Mara, trying to keep
the conversation going. “To Earthhumans, yours is a very unusual species. How are you both
settling in here, generally?”

Cocking its head again, Creesik said, “If you are wondering why and how a species with
three legs and no hands is able to performsurgery, you won't be the first to ask. W use our
beaks rather than our nonexistent digits. Wat precisely did you want to know?”

In its condescending fashion the library conputer had given himall that a nonspecialist
| ayman enquirer needed to know about Euril evolution and history, couched in ternms that had
rem nded himof his lessons in elenmentary school. The species no |longer had the ability to fly
because they had long since rid thenselves in nmany subtle and deadly ways of the many-1inbed and
cl awed predators fromwhomflight had been their only escape. Using their long, flexible beaks and
preci sely controlled neck nmuscles, they becanme tool users and ultimately devel oped the
technol ogi cal |y advanced civilization that enabled themto travel to the stars. They had done it
by using their brains and their beaks. In the area of surgery, they used a range of holl ow,
conelike instrunents fitted to their beaks, and the rapid, pecking procedures they had devel oped
wer e unequal ed when speedy surgery was required. Eurils did everything, well, practically
everything, including talk, with their nouths.

Before O Mara could reveal that he wasn't entirely ignorant, Neenil made a low, twittering
sound that did not translate into words and said, “Speaking personally, | amcontent and
conpl etely happy here?

An enthusiastic response if | ever heard one, O Mara thought, and wondered if his sudden
smle would nean anything to them He said, “Your contentnment is reflected in your work. The
senior tutor is well pleased with your recent progress and, in ny capacity as a psychologist, I'm
especially glad that contentnment is the reason

“But the senior tutor,” said Creesik sharply, “is not pleased with ny progress. |Is that
why you’' re here?”

There was unnecessary anger surfacing here, O Mara thought, and perhaps a little guilt. He
tried to avoid a lie by hiding behind the literal truth. “Your progress renmains satisfactory, and
| haven't been asked to interview you. In your weekly reports, however, Dr. Mannen expresses a
m nor concern regarding the synptons of fatigue or |assitude you have been displaying recently.
That’'s all.”

“So it’s just you who wants to know the reason for this mnor, uninportant, and non-life-
threatening debility?” said Creesik. Its neck feathers were practically standing on end and it was
junping up and down on its thin, birdlike linbs. This was the first time, O Mara thought, that he
had ever seen a person who was literally hopping nad. It went on angrily, “Wy are you people
al ways so concerned about sex?”

CHAPTER 16

There was an awkward silence while O Mara tried to find the right words to extricate
hinself fromthis delicate situation without giving further offense. Wile deliberately not
| ooki ng around the room he had noticed the runpl ed nest and suspected that the two of themwere an
item but he would certainly not have nentioned it. Suddenly Neenil nade another soft twittering
sound and in an obvious attenpt to lighten the situation, it said, “Psychol ogists are al ways
concerned about sex. This holds true on Euril, and probably on every civilized world throughout
the Gal actic Federation.”

O Mara had never ki ssed another person in his life and, |ooking at that |ong, flexible,
wrinkled beak with its tiny, pointed teeth, he wasn't going to do it now. But he felt so gratefu
to Neenil for giving himan excuse to continue the conversation that for a nonent he was tenpted.

“l had not intended to discuss sex" he said, looking at Neenil, “but it seens that it is
expected of ne. This being so, | would say that the activity has had a very beneficial effect on
your work. Why exactly this should be is for you to say, but only if you wish to di scuss what is,
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after all, a private and personal matter.”

He | ooked at Creesik and went on, “This al so explains the nminor reduction of physical and
mental effort you have displayed. In this situation, which involves a new relationship with an
unusual ly attractive partner.. " O Mara couldn’t see any physical difference between the two of
them but he wanted to give Neenil the benefit of the doubt. ..... an initial period of, let us
say, overenthusiasmis normal w th, of course, a consequent degree of physical debilitation. And
there would be tinmes when the nminds concerned ~find difficulty in concentrating on anyone or
anything else. But in time this degree of urgency will dimnish, the process will stabilize and
when, or if, longer-termplans are nmade .

Creesi k had stopped hopping and its neck feathers were lying flat again. It said, “O Mara
have you a | ot of experience in this area?”

“No~" Q Mara replied, “but |I’'ve studied a |ot of factual and fictional material on the
subject. My knowl edge is purely theoretical.”

There seened to be a gleam of inpish hunor in Neenil’s tiny eyes as it joined in, “That is
difficult to believe. My own factual know edge of DBDG anatony tells ne that you are unusually
|l arge and well nuscled, and singularly lacking in unsightly, wobbly slabs of adipose tissue, for a
mal e of your species. |I'mnot able to judge the beauty or otherw se of your facial features. But
then . “ It made another low, twittering sound that did not translate and cocked its head to
|l ook briefly at Creesik. * beautiful male facial features are not the prime consideration
Surely there is or has been a femal e DBDG on the staff who has-”

“No!” said O Mara, nore |loudly than he had intended. In a quieter tone he added
defensively, “As you know, the type of work | do doesn’t endear ne to people, and ny duties rarely
all ow me enough tine to seek femal e conpani onship.”

“From ny know edge of DBDG physiology,” said Creesik, “lI would say that the recent change
in OMra s facial skin coloration-bearing in mind that it has not indulged in any physica
activity that would elevate its blood pres~.~re-is indicative of enbarrassnment. Stop teasing it,
dear:’

“Nonsense" said Neenil. “Psychol ogi sts are never enbarrassed tal king about sex. W were
reticent at first because it is a private thing, but not enbarrassed. | don't nmind O Mara know ng,
if it hasn't already guessed, that the inprovenent in ny work is due to nmy wanting us to qualify
together. Wth Sector General qualifications in nmulti-species surgery there isn't a nedica
establishnment in the Federation who wouldn’t hop at the chance to get us, and if you wanted to
stay here | would, too, and..

..... we would be |ife-mates and warm your eggs together"” Creesik ended for it, “whatever
happened. ”

O Mara was glad that the two |ove-birds (and he was not thinking of the word in any
derogatory fashion) were talking to each other and letting himescape further enbarrassnent. But
his relief was premature.

“O Mara’ said Neenil, “I don’t understand why you are denying yourself such a great
pl easure, satisfaction, and enotional cornfort. But you rmust know this from past experience..

“N& O Mara broke in, then cursed hinmself for not renmining silent, Kelgian fashion. Wat
was making himwant to tell these people the truth?

There was a nonent’s silence while they both cocked their heads to one side and stared at
him Creesik spoke first.

“No wonder~" it said, “you’'re nmad enough to be a psychol ogist.”

“Don’t joke about it, Creesik~ said Neenil. “This is very serious. O Mara, are you saying
that you have never wanted, never felt the need to | ove another person in your entire adult life?”

“l didn't say that" said O Mara, cursing hinself again for telling the exact truth. Wy
the hell was he doing it? There was no wei ght on his conscience, nothing to feel guilty about,
just the sudden surfacing of anger mixed with his hel pl ess, hopeless feeling of sadness.

Neeni| made a soft, synpathetic twittering sound, then said, “Have you | oved soneone in
the past but the | ove was not returned?”

“No’ said O Mara

“Are your feelings for soneone of the present~" Neenil persisted, “but you have not spoken
of themso that the entity concerned doesn’t as yet know what you feel ?”

“Yes’ he said.

“O Mara" said Neenil, “you must speak to this fenale. Wether the answer is good or bad
for you, you nmust speak your mind to her. If the answer is bad, well, anmong ny species unrequited
love is a serious condition but it is rarely fatal..:’

“Now who' s making a joke?” said Creesik.

“1"m being serious.” Neenil went on, “Speak of what is in your mind, O Mara. Then, at
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| east, you will know what this person feels about you and be able to allow your enotional Iife,
per haps both of your emptional lives, to go on fromthere.”

“This person" said O Mara, “doesn’t even know | exist and, and |lives hal fway across the
gal axy.”

He shook his head in self-irritation. This was getting way out of control. The things he
was sayi ng he had never believed that he would ever tell to another soul, and nobst certainly not
to Craythorne, who would probably fire himon the spot. But here he was tal king about it,
admittedly in the nbst general terns and w thout mentioning nanes or details, to a pair of
enanored Eurils. He had to end this quickly and get away from here.

“I"'msorry’ he said. “This was to be a social visit. | canme to talk to you, but not about
sonet hing that |’'ve never spoken of to any other person. As a psychologist, | can’t understand why
I"mtalking to you about it now Perhaps |I'mfeeling envious over what you two have and | haven’'t.

Neenil and Creesik were twittering again. It had a synmpathetic sound. Their heads were
cocked sideways and th<were | ooking at each other

He | ooked at Creesik and went on, “ but no matter, | called at an inconvenient tine
and I'lIl go now. There is no reason for you to | eave.”

“You show great sensitivity, and delicacy, O Mara" said Creesik, “but there is a reason to
| eave. If | stayed, neither of us would be able to finish our study assignnents.”

It hopped toward the door. As he turned to follow, Neenil spoke again.

“This is not right, O Mara" it said. “You nust search for and find this being, and speak
your mind to it. Prom se ne.”

O Mara | eft without replying because he could not pronise the inpossible and he wanted to
avoid hurting the other’'s feelings with a negative reply. Neenil was coning across as a
particularly nice and currently very happy person who in its present enotional state w shed
everyone else to be as happy as it was. Sadly, silently, and enviously he wished it and its
partner joy.

He thought about the Euril conversation off and on during the next four days when the
maj or and he were kept too busy sorting out mnor other-species problens to do anything but nod at
each other in passing. Once, when he was alone in the departnent, he did sone serious thanking
about them The hospital grapevine, a fast-reacting plant with its nerve and speech centers in the
dining hall, had not given the smallest twitch or whisper of gossip about himand his nysterious
unrequi ted | ove, so obviously the Euril couple weren't the kind of people who gossiped. He hadn’'t
seen them again but his liking for them was increasing.

Providing Creesik remamined in Sector General as well, he thought Neenil would nake a good
therapist. He would bear that in mind in case his chief ever mentioned needi ng another assistant.
As if on cue, Craythorne hurried through the department and waved himtoward the inner office.

“Sit down and rel ax, LieutenanC he said, snmiling. “You aren’t in any trouble, so far as
know. W’'ve a lot of thin~s to tal k about but none of themare urgent:’ He | ooked at O Mara for a
monment . “Unl ess that expression you re wearing neans that you have a nore urgent problemto
di scuss?”

“This isn't urgent, either, sir
about . ~~

“Go on, Lieutenant.”

“There is no necessity at this stage to nention individuals and species" said O Mara
carefully, “but while | was talking to sone of the people on Level One-El even it became apparent
that pairing-off was taking place. Nornally there would be nothing to interest the departnent in
that, but in the situation here..:’

“In the situation on One-El even" said Craythorne dryly, “the trainees will be glad that
sone of the others are going to bed without making sl eeping noises. Sorry, O Mara, ny jokes are
never funny. Seriously, are you worried about an inpendi ng popul ati on expl osi on?”

“No, sir" said O Mara, “not inmmediately. But the trainees who qualify for pernmanent staff
positions here, and who becone what the Kelgians call life-mates, will want to have fanmlies. W
woul d be in serious trouble with their home-planet authorities, not to nention the Federation
Primary Rule, for infringing their rights. Wen the hospital is up and running for a few years,
it’s something we’ll have to think about.~~

The maj or nodded. “You're right. It won’t happen tonorrow, | sincerely hope. You have a
word with Mannen about it. He |likes talking to you, he says, because you don’t take as long as |
do to get to the point. Tell himthat, if and when, to tell us which otherspeci es obstetricians we
need to approach for mnd tapes.” He |aughed quietly and went on, “After all, the hospital’s first
patient was an infant Hudlar, as you very well know Was there anything el se you wanted to say?”

he replied. “But it’s sonething you m ght want to think
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“No, sir:’

“CGood,” said Craythorne. “Now we can discuss a less |longtermproblem Six nonths from now
the real exotic~vill begin to arrive: SNLUs, TLTUs, VIXMs, people |ike that. Building
acconmodation for themw |l be a Miintenance problem naturally, and they'll be calling in sane-
speci es environnental engineers, and the Telfi ward will becone part of the nain power reactor
How exactly we’'re going to treat the enotional difficulties of beings who breathe high-pressure
super heated steam or nethane crystalline life-forms who live close to absolute zero, or gestalt
entities who absorb hard radiation, |"munable to say right now, but we'll do our best. It wll
mean us putting in alot of time on the library conputer and, of course, getting nore departnenta
hel p.”

Crayt horne paused. O Mara renmi ned silent.

“Don’t worry, Lieutenant" the major went on. “The help in question is Earth-human, a
retired Monitor Corps officer who volunteered hinmself for the position. He's totally unlike you
because he’s old, frail, and gentle, I'"mtold, except during philosophical argunments. He'll be
arriving two weeks from now.”

“1"I'l be looking forward to neeting himthen" said O Mara with an obvi ous | ack of
ent husi asm

Crayt horne shook his head. “You won't be neeting himthen, because, Lieutenant, you won't
be here.”

O Mara stared hard at the major, not speaking. He had thought that he was i nproving,
| osing some of the rough edges to his nmanner when dealing with people, but apparently he was stil
guilty of wearing his heavy boots and an old, frail, gentle exMitor Corps officer was replacing
him Craythorne returned his stare without dropping his eyes, plainly reading the bitter
di sappoi ntnent on O Mara’'s face; then he shook his head again.

“Don’t junp to conclusions, Lieutenant,” he said. “You ve worked very hard during these
past two years with the departnent, but you’re beginning to show signs of stress. | don’t know
what, precisely, is troubling your mnd, and | know you would never adnit to any weakness much
less tell your superior officer if there was anything bothering you, but sonething nost definitely
is. This is the best opportunity you'll have for a while to get away~omthis place, so | want you
to relax, rest, or at |least do sonething strenuously different for a while, and sort things out
for yourself. You have a lot of |eave owing. Take it.”

O Mara had not realized that he was holding his breath until it came out in a long sigh of
relief. He said, “Thank you, sir. But |I've no famly or planetside friends. There's nowhere | want
to go and nothing else | want to do:’

The naj or frowned. “Lieutenant,” he said, “that answer falls into the grey area between a
chronic lack of imagination and nanic dedication to duty. As a psychol ogist | am prescribing a six-
week change of scene, and as your superior officer I amnmaking it an order. Go anywhere you like,
but go.””

O Mara spent the rest of the day tidying up clerical |oose ends, speaking to the transport
of ficer about the availability of outgoing flights, and trying to make up his m nd where he wanted
to go. But he kept thinking back to Neenil and the Euril’s last, concerned words to him

“You nust search for and find this being" it had said. “Speak your mnd to it:’

CHAPTER 17

He had known, although he had never really expected to nake use of the know edge, that
since he was a Mnitor Corps officer on space service no conmercial vessel (provided it had a
species-suitable berth free and it was going in the right direction) could refuse to take himas a
passenger. There was no restriction regarding destinations or the number of ship transfers he
could make, but if he wanted to go fast and far it was best to stick to the busy commercial routes
serving the |ong-established star-traveling cultures of Traltha, Oligia, Kelgia, and Earth. He
was free to visit a nore out-of-the-way planet or colony world if he wi shed, but that could nean
spending a large proportion of his | eave waiting for a suitable connection

The Monitor Corps supply vessel Trosshannon plied the threecornered route between N dia,
Mel f, and Sector Ceneral. As the initial letter of its name inplied, it had been built on the
heavygravity world of Traltha, where they built starships that were renowned throughout the
Federation for their structural strength and dependability. It was said that on Traltha even the
eart hnmovi ng machi nery was put together by watchmakers. Trosshannon |isted accommopdati on with
envi ronnental support for jive physiological classifications: Tralthan FGIls, Ml fan ELNTs, Hudl ar
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FROBs, Kel gi an DBLFs, and DBDGs |ike or unlike hinmself who were expected to use the sane cabin
type even though it was a tight squeeze for Orligians and the furniture was on the |arge size for
Ni di ans, who considered thenselves tall if they nade it to nore than a neter

He met the ei ght-man, Earth-human crew, who were all Monitor Corps personnel, only at
meal ti mes. They were friendly enough but they nade it clear that they were very busy and, other
than at nmeals, they preferred himnot to get underfoot. O Mara spent nobst of that four-day trip in
his quarters, which was exactly what he wanted to do. But Craythorne had been right about him
being tired. He was surprised at how much of the tine he spent sl eeping.

O Mara was feeling nore relaxed than he had been for a long time when Trosshannon dropped
into the Retlin transport conplex on the outskirts of Nidia s planetary capital whose nane it
bore. It was the |largest space, air, and surface comunication facility in the Federation as well
as, fromthe point of view of the local fanmlies with young children who thronged the public
viewi ng area, its nost popul ar other-species zoo. As the noving wal kway took himthrough the
di senbar ki ng tunnel toward the main concourse, it felt strange to be the focus of so many curious
eyes and excited, barking conversations and realize that to the many hundreds of tiny, red-furred
beings staring at himhe was just another strange extraterrestrial visitor.

Even though he was carrying all his belongings in a backpack so that there was no
necessity for himto go though baggage claim and Retlin was al so reputed to be the nost well -
organi zed and wel | appoi nted transport terminal on all of the civilized worlds, it was still easy
for a strange visitor regardless of its species to get lost. An enornmous, hairy Orligian wearing a
weapons harness suggesting that it might be a security guard gave himdirections.

The information facility conprised a long |line of screened cubicles, each one bearing a
stylized diagramrepresent<ng the various star-traveling races that nmade up the Gal actic
Federation, sized and furnished to suit the physical requirenments of the user. He found one
bearing the Earth-human synbol, and went inside to find a viewscreen displaying a plan view of the
conmplex interior covering the facing wall, with a wi nking blue | ocation |light showi ng his present
position and anot her that could be noved to the area where he wanted to go, and fl ashing
guidelines to help himget there. Except for the confortable, Earth-human chair-in Sector Ceneral
peopl e were not encouraged to sit and browse-it was simlar to the informati on screens used on
every | evel of the hospital

He was able to find the Monitor Corps’ Personnel-in-Transit office without difficulty. Its
wal | decorations ran heavily to pictures of service vessels ranging fromtiny couriers through
| ongrange survey cruisers up to the mghty Enperor-class capital ships. Wth a single exception
its six reception desk consol es were bei ng nmanned by people who weren’t men, but he chose that one
because the others were busy. As he approached the enpty position, a graying NCO wearing ful
uniformso clean and crisp that it rem nded himof Craythorne on a cerenonial occasion | ooked up
The other’s eyes rested briefly on O Mara’s coveralls and his beret tightly folded under the right
shoul der strap, which nmeant that neither of themhad to waste time saluting; then he gave a

friendly nod.

“Sir?” he said.

O Mara gave his nane and service ID code and said, “I arrived within the past hour on
Trosshannon and would |like a berth on anything you have going to Traltha, Melf, Kelgia, or Earth.
The destination isn’'t inportant but the stopover tinme is. | don't want to spend too nuch of ny

|l eave on Nidia.”

“Nidian low ceilings give ne trouble, too" the other said, smling, “but if you need to
stay here for a while, there’s always the Earth-human officers’ quarters on the base. They' re very
confortable.”

“Thank your’ said O Mara, returning the snmle and | ooking pointedly at the other’s
i npeccabl e uniform “but on Nidia Base | wouldn't feel that | was on | eave. Have you anyt hing
goi ng anywhere soon?”

“l know what you nean" said the NCO “Gve ne a nonment to check, sir.”

On the base, O Mara thought as the other began tapping keys, the uniformdress regul ations
woul d be | ess relaxed, and there would be a lot nore saluting and fellow officers displaying too
much friendly curiosity about his background. He was technically an officer but nobody, hinself
i ncl uded, had ever considered himto be a gentleman. There could be trouble if their curiosity
became too persistent. O Mara thought that he would rather squeeze hinself into a roomin one of
the I ocal N dian hotels.

“You're in luck, sir" said the other suddenly, and hesitated. “Well, you might be in |uck
How about Kreskhallar, Melfan registry, a nmediumsized passenger vessel with a m xed-species crew
and with accommopdati on for warm bl ooded oxygen-breathers, |eaving from Dock Thirty-Seven just
three and a half hours fromnow It operates a continuous, round-trip, cut-price sightseeing tour
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of the big five-Melf, Earth, Traltha, Kelgia, N dia, and back to Melf. Currently the passengers
are nostly Kel gian on sonme kind of startraveling literary convention, it says here, with other-
speci es passengers joining and | eaving at their hone planets. The luxury rating isn't high, sir
only two stars, and with all those DBLFs

“Thank you,” O Mara broke in, “I"Il take it.”

The NCO | ooked concerned. He said, “Sir, if you' re not used to them Kelgians can be a bit
hard to take even one at a tine. Before | book you in, are you sure about this?”

O Mara nodded. “Go ahead, SergeantP he said, “I’'mused to working with Kel gians.”
“You are?” said the other, giving himanother close but unobstrusive visual exam nation as
he tapped keys. Pla~ |y his curiosity got the better of himbecause he went on, “If you don’'t mnd

me asking, sir, what ship?”

“No ship? he said. “Sector General ?

“Ch? said the sergeant, |ooking inpressed. He was still sitting at his consol e but somehow
he gave the inpression that he was standing at attention as he added, “Enjoy your |eave, sir.”

As he had no idea what the food would be Ilike on a two-star passenger vessel, or how | ong
it would be before they served it, O Mara decided to play safe by refueling in one of the
complex’s nulti-species restaurants. The place rem nded himof the hospital’s main dining hail
but with the addition of wall nurals showi ng N dian | and- and seascapes, and |oud background music
whose planet of origin he did not recognize but which was terrible. It had a discordant, urgent
beat that, he decided, was intended to nmake the diners eat faster to escape fromit. Qut of sheer
contrariness he ate slowy, blocking the nusic fromhis mnd while he tried to think about what he
could do with hinmself over the next six weeks, until it was tine to board.

It was Kreskhall ar’'s passenger |iaison officer, Larragh-Yal, an obviously overworked or
per haps just overw ought N dian, who wel coned hi maboard, w shed hima pl easant voyage, and gave
himdirections to his cabin in a voice which, even through the translator, suggested that its mnd
was on ot her things. Probably, he thought wyly, the shipload of Kelgians. He was given a | ocator
that would tell himhow to get to the dining and recreation roons, the observation deck, and the
ot her passenger services, and asked if he had any special requirenents.

“Only peace and quiet? said O Mara. “I'lIl be staying in ny cabin nost of the tine:’

“Wth this bunch of furry sword-and-sorcery fanatics we have on board? it said, sounding
relieved that he might turn out to be one of that rare breed, a m ni num nai ntenance passenger, *“I
don’t blanme you, Lieutenant. But if you should need anything, the locator card will find me. 1,
ah, expect you already know th~t the Mnitor Corps will reinburse our conpany for your trave
fare, basic cabin accomodati on, food, and a noderate quantity of liquid refreshnent. Anything
el se you will have to pay for yourself:’

O Mara nodded. “There will be nothing else.”

“l don’t want to sound nean, Lieutenant,” the other went on, nor do | have to stick too
closely to the regulations in your case. After all, you' re the only Mnitor Corps officer on the
shi p. Your presence would raise the norale of our security people as well as having a steadying
i nfl uence on sone of the passengers.

“Larragh-Yal? said OMara firmy, “I’mon | eave.”

“Cf course, sir? said the other. “But a sheathed weapon is still a deterrent.”

Hi s cabin was about half the size of his quarters at the hospital, but confortable if one
only wanted to sleep rather than stay there nost of the tine. There were a viewscreen and a nmenu
of multi-species entertainnent tapes that |ooked old and tired even by Sector General standards,
but the anenities did not include a food dispenser. If he wanted to eat al one he would have to
order cabin service. The extra cost didn't worry him but the type of person he had once been did
not feel happy with the idea of another intelligent entity becom ng his servant for however short
a tine, nor did he know how an officer was expected to behave in that situation. He would fee
awkwar d and enbarrassed by the whol e business.

The alternative was to use the ship’s dining roomand neet people, sonme of whom Larragh-
Yal had inplied, nmight not be too happy to neet him

The whol e idea was ridicul ous. He had been working so long with Monitor Corps specialists-
and he had even becone one hinself-that he had al nost forgotten that the force’'s prinmary function
was the maintenance of the Pax Galactica, a duty it had perforned so well over the past century
since its formation that it had been given other jobs to do. Its vast, Enperor-class capita
shi ps, each one capabl e of wecking a planet although none of them ever had, were on standby for
disaster-relief or ~-~olonizationsupport operations, because a vessel that could | evel a whole
country could clear and till an awful lot of fallow land for settlers. The thousands of |esser
ships, the light and heavy cruisers, transports and small conmmuni cations vessels, while stil
retaining their weaponry and their highly trained and disciplined nmulti-species crews, practiced
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the arts of peace rather than war-although, on the rare occasi ons when w despread vi ol ence
occurred which posed a threat to Federation stability, no matter how many ships and | and forces
had to be depl oyed or how rmuch firepower was required to regulate the situation, it was al ways
referred to as a police action. But usually the violence and the | anwbreakers were stopped before
it got that far, by infiltration, subversion, and other nonviolent dirty tricks. O Mara had heard
that the specialist Corps psychol ogi sts who now handl ed the first-contact situations had been
nasty, devious, and quite brilliant in that formof activity, and he wondered if the polished and
ur bane Maj or Craythorne had ever had a hand in stopping a war or, he corrected hinmself, a riot
that required police action on a planetary scale.

As the Gl actic Federation's executive and | awenforcenent arm the Monitor Corps had
rendered redundant the large, national armes that once had fought each other on the nenber
wor | ds, and taken over as the gal axy’'s peacekeeper. |In essence, regardless of the w de range of
specialist duties the Corpsnmen now perfornmed, each and every one was regarded as a policenan, a
formof life that was never supposed to be off-duty even when on leave. If, as Larragh-Yal had
said, there were a few potential troublemakers anong the passengers, they were people he could not
hel p neeting when he went to the dining roomor anywhere el se on the ship, and they m ght not be
happy with the idea of what they thought was a policeman mxing with themand trying to spoi
their fun. O Mara sighed and began to unpack

He was finished by the time the |aunch warning and thirtysecond countdown was rel ayed over
the ships’s PA sys m and he watched through the cabin's direct-vision port as Retlin Conpl ex
dropped away and the city proper and then nore and nore of the surrounding countryside craw ed
into his field of view There had been no sensation of notion in spite of the high takeoff
accel eration; the old vessel’s gravity conpensators, at |east, were working. He had been taken to
space construction sites on ships where they hadn't been, and traveling with a bunch of spacesick
and regurgitating other-species workmates was not an experience he wanted to repeat. The planetary
surface shrank until Nidia filled the viewport. He continued to watch it, telling hinself that the
ship was sinply a scal ed-down Sector General wi thout doctors and he shouldn’t worry about it,
until they were at junp distance and suddenly there was nothing to see but the flickering grey fog
of hyperspace.

Shortly afterward the PA cleared its throat and said, “For the infornmation of passengers
who have come aboard at Nidia, the first Meal of Welcone for the next |leg of our tour will be
served in the dining roomin three standard hours’ time. As you probably already know, it has
become a tradition that all passengers, except for menbers of those species who do not customarily
use body coverings or decorations, should wear formal dress for this occasion. Thank you for your
attention.”

O Mara was feeling hungry again. In three hours’ tine he would be starving.

He dressed in full uniform the first tinme he had done so since Sergeant Wnal ont had
fitted himwith it, and feeling safe in the know edge that as the only Mnitor on board he would
have to neither give nor return salutes, but to be doubly sure he fol ded his beret under the
shoul der tab. As he stared at hinmself in the cabin nmirror he thought that he | ooked well, very
wel |, and renenbered sone of the other things the technical sergeant and tailor had said to him
He wondered if the passenger list included any young, unattached Earth-human femal es, then sadly
put the tls<ought out of his mind. For hima shipboard romance was not an option

He was a Corps psychol ogi st, O Mara rem nded hinself as he stared at his inage, but he had
to admit that he | ooked like everybody's idea of a hefty, scow ing policeman.

CHAPTER 16

The room had provision for seating three hundred diners, he saw fromthe entrance, and
even though there were only about two hundred and fifty passengers present, there were no single
or enpty tables. Instead there were rows of long, twenty-place tables with species-suitable
furniture that could be noved around if different physiological classifications wanted to eat and
tal k together, which many of them were doing. The Oligian headwaiter-or, since it was fully
dressed, possibly headwaitress-canme forward to | ead himto an unoccupi ed space at a table.

It was probably ship regulation dress, but he thought the black trousers and the hairy
head and hands projecting fromthe neck and cuffs of the stiff, white tunic nade it | ook
ridiculous as well as feel very unconfortable because Orligians usually wore nothing but a Iight
harness that allowed the air to penetrate their fur and cool their bodies.

He was shown to a table containing fourteen Kel gi an passengers, a Nidian, tw Ml fans, and
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one fromEarth, and, inevitably, given the place opposite the Earth-human fenale.

She was dark-haired, young, and slim and wore the m nimumof jewelry on her head and ears
and on the front of her highcollared, fornal dress, which fitted her |like a thin coat of black
pai nt. Back at the hospital the Earth-hunman nurses had taken to wearing their whites very tight
because, they insisted, it aided themin naking fast changes into their other-species
environnental protection suits, even though the style did not suit some of them Wth this one it
di d.

O Mara gave her a brief nod and did the same to the few ot her-species diners who had
turned to look at him then sat down quickly and fixed his eyes on the nmenu display. Doubtless
Crayt horne woul d have said and done sonething different, but he just wanted to eat and not talk
That was not to be.

“Good evening, Lieutenant,” she said pleasantly. “I'mafraid it’s a fixed menu on the
first night out, and for the rest of the tinme too, as a matter of fact, although the Earth-hunman
food they serve is usually quite good. If you don't like it or have any special preferences,
you' |l just have to starve.”

“l amstarving? said O Mara, |ooking up at her, “and |I’'ve no special preferences. Food is
just fuel.”

The Kelgian in the seat beside himspiked its fur in shock and said, “A culinary
barbari an! But what el se can one expect of a large, over-nuscled carnivore. Probably a nessy
eater, too.”

The young wonan | ooked suddenly concerned. She said quickly, “Lieutenant, please don't
feel offended, Kel gi ans al ways say

exactly what they feel, ma’an? O Mara finished for her. He tried to smle, an exercise
to which his facial nuscles were | ong unused, then glanced toward the Kel gi an and added, “l don't
have nobile fur to show you how | feel, friend, but right now!| amfeeling very hungry but not,
t hi nk, hungry enough to eat you.

“There is doubt in your mnd?” said the other

Before O Mara could reply there was a quiet, triple chine that cane from sonewhere inside
their table, the place panel in front of himslid aside, and the first course rose into sight.

“Saved by the bell? said the Kelgian as it bent its over its own platter

O Mara didn’t have to speak again until the nmeal was finished, by which time he was
pl easantly di stended and feeling well disposed toward everyone in general but not, he told hinself
firmy, toward anyone in particul ar.

“You’ re | ooking nmuch happier, Lieutenant,’
ship’s food now?”

“It’s still only fuel? said O Mara, “but prem um grade.”

“That is a very large and energy-hungry body you have there,” she said. “But |'d say, even
before we get to see you in a swinsuit, that you are a heavy energy user as well because you don’'t
seemto store any of it as fat. Do you like to sw n®”

“The water restrictions on space service don't allowit,” he replied. “I cant swim”

“Then |'d be happy to teach you,” she said, “just for the conpany. It isn’'t a big pool
but the Kel gi ans, who nmake up nost of the passenger list, don't like getting their fur wet and the
Mel fans just sink and crawl about on the bottomso they say they might as well stay in air. W're
the only Earth-humans on board and will have the place to ourselves nost of the time. There
woul dn’t be many ot herspeci es onl ookers to enbarrass you if you didn't do well at first. 1’'ve
never taught anyone to swimbefore so it mght be fun. Are you called anything el se besides
Li eut enant, Lieutenant?”

“O Mara,” he said. “But about the pool, I'"mnot sure that | could.

“Joan? she said.

“Kl edent h? said the Kel gian beside him “if anyone is interested.”

“l don’t want to sound pushy? she continued, “but believe it or not, you're the first
Eart h- human we’ve had on this trip and |’'mdying to talk with sonmeone who doesn’t need a
translator. And of course you could swm or at |least stay afloat. If y~u take a deep breath and
don't quite enpty your lungs, you won't sink, and if you did get into trouble, 1'd be there to
grab you and hold your head above water. Al you really need to swmis a bit of confidence?

O Mara didn’t reply.

“Alternatively? she went on, “there’s the exercise machinery if you want to get hot and
sweaty, unless you prefer playing table ganmes |like chess or scremman. Or there’s the observation
gal l ery, where you can guzzle unpteen varieties of different other-planetary booze until you begin
to see things crawl i ng about in hyperspace outside. Wich reninds me, do you know what Chorrantir
our only Tral than passenger, said about alcoholics on its home world? It said that eventually they

said the young wonan. “Wat do you think of the
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begi n seeing pink Earth-humans.”

“Ch, God? he said, and snmiled in spite of hinself.

“Conme on, Lieutenant O Mara? Joan persisted. “That uniform | ooks good on you, but
everybody on the ship knows by now that we have a Monitor on board, so you should relax and take
it off What do you say?”

“This conversation? said Kl edenth suddenly, “is nmuch nore interesting than the endl ess
tal king fromny friends down the table about other-world | egends and the heroic, or sometimnes
utterly reprehensible, figures who populate them To sone of these people it has becone a religion
rather than a hobby. Wll, what do you say, O Mara?”

“Not hi ng,” he said unconfortably. “I"mstill thinking about it.”
“But there’s nothing to think about? Kl edenth went on, its fur rippling in snall, uneven
waves. “l know that you Earthhumans don’t have our ability to outwardly express inner feelings

wi t hout ambiguity but, even to me, in this situation the bare words are nore than adequate. The
fermal e concerned is young and probably physically attractive to you-although as a Kel gi an
consider it to be an unsightly |ife-formwhose wobbly chest lunps give it a ridicul ous, top-heavy
| ook-and plainly feeling bored and possibly sexually frustrated because she was the only nenber of
~ speci es anong the passengers. Now a sane-species nal e has cone anong us and the situation has
changed for the better. Again | cannot speak with authority, O Mara, but presunably you, too, are
beautiful or have other male attributes which she finds attractive..

O Mara felt his face growing warm He tried to halt the other with an uprai sed hand, but
either it didn't know the significance of the gesture or was sinply ignoring it.

..... To nme it is clear? Keldenth went on, “that this invitation to wi den your experience

by learning to swmwll, | understand, require you to divest yourselves of all or nobst of those
ridi cul ous body coverings, and place you in a situation of close physical intimcy which is also,
i f my understanding of Earth-human sexual practices is correct, the usual prelude to mating. | can

foresee you having an interesting and enjoyabl e voyage. So what do you say, O Mara?”

He | ooked away from Kl edenth’s narrow, cone-shaped head with its tiny, bright eyes and the
rippling neck fur and toward Joan, trying to find the right words to apol ogi ze for the
enbarrassnent that the other nust have been causing her. But she was staring intently at him half-
smling and plainly not at all enbarrassed but enjoying his obvious disconfit.

“I"’msorry, Lieutenant O Mara,” she said, “but Kledenth is quite right. After spending six
weeks with a shipload of Kelgians, their habit of straight talking begins to rub off, so I'm
begi nning to say exactly what | feel. But it is wong in thinking that |1’'m sexually frustrated.
It’s same-species conversation and a pool partner | need, not sex. At the risk of sounding
repetitious, what do you say?”

O Mara | ooked at her but he couldn’t say anything. Suddenly she | ooked nortified.

“I know it isn't usual with space service officers? she said, “but have you got a w fe
al ready, or a serious woman-friend sonewhere?”

He could easily have lied his way out of trouble, but in Kelgian fashion she was being
conpl etely honest and fort>4ght, and to Kel gians one always told the truth.

“No? he said.

“Then | don’t understand why you won't.. .“ Joan began, then stopped.

For a long nonent she stared at himwhile her face slowy deepened in color. In the |ight
of the preceding conversation, O Mara woul d not have been surprised at anything she said or did
but he had never expected to see her bl ush

“Looki ng closely at you? she continued, doing just that as her eyes noved from his chest
and arnms that filled the large uniformto the still young but lived-in face that stared out of his
shaving mrror every nmorning, “lI find this very difficult to believe, and | don’t want to give
of fense, but have | made a serious nistake? Do you not find my conpany attractive because |I'm
well, the wong gender?”

“No? said O Mara seriously, “the wong species:’

She stared at hi m opennout hed and aghast.

Kl edenth said, “Are you getting therapy for it?”

Slowmy she began to laugh, loudly and long. O Mara stared at her wi thout changing his
expression until the |aughter subsided into a broad snile

“You sounded so, so serious when you said that? she said, “and you | ook so dour and
unapproachabl e that | never suspected that you could have a sense of hunor. But don’'t ever nake a

joke like that in the pooi or you'll be the one responsible for drowning ne.”
In the event, neither of them drowned, although the enthusiasm she di splayed whil e nmaking
sure he stayed afloat nade the process feel |like a bout of mxed westling. And while they were

sitting on loungers at the edge of the pool before or after a swinming | esson it was worse, or
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better, because she could see that he was attracted to her. She kept telling himto relax, to be
| ess serious about everything and to remenber that he was, after all, on |leave. It was obvious
that he was becomi ng a challenge to her. But he wasn’t playing hard to get, just feeling too
enbarrassed and uncertain about hinself to play at all. He kept trying to find e, ~cuses to return
to his cabin to avoid being alone at the pool with ler for too |ong.

He was, after all, only human.

In the dining room on the recreation deck, and in the big observation |ounge, where there
woul d be nothing to | ook at but each other until Kreskhallar enmerged from hyperspace, the soft
assault continued although attines it becanme less frontal. In the |Iounge there was nothing to do
but talk, usually about and often with the other passengers, and drink various other-world
concoctions that were intended to | ower his resistance and/ or renove his inhibitions, which they
didn't. She said very little about herself other than that she had recently graduated top of her
year-she didn't nmention her specialty-and that to celebrate her parents had paid for this five-
worl d, star-traveling convention that would enable her to visit worlds she was never likely to see
ot herwi se whil e indul ging her hobby anong people of |ike nind

O Mara told her even | ess about hinself, because the uniform which he had taken to
wearing on every social occasion like a suit of green arnor, told her what he did in real life.

But there was one evening, when the ship was ten hours out of Traltha's planetary capital
Naorthant, and the stars and nyriad noons of the Tralthan system had been shining into the
dar kened observation | ounge, when he had returned alone to his cabin with his resistance very | ow
i ndeed.

Angrily he wondered why he was acting |ike sonme stupid knight errant fromthe | egends that
t he passengers di scussed endl essly anong thensel ves. What was he trying to prove? She was an
intelligent and very desirable young wonen, so much so that he couldn’t understand why she had any
time for a coarse, ugly person like hinself at all. And there was no way that it could beconme a
per manent commi tnent, because it woul d end when Kreskhallar returned her to Earth in four weeks’
time. Nobody in Sector General would ever know about it, whatever “it” turned out to be, and if
they did find out, neither Craythorne nor anyone e>~ would care. He was on | eave, after all, and
he had been told by his chief to relax and enjoy hinself.

He wasn’t being unfaithful, he told hinself again and again as he tossed sleepless in his
bunk while in the darkness of the cabin pictures forned of Joan wearing even | ess than she had
worn in the pool. It was utterly stupid, probably even insane, to feel that he was being
unfaithful to soneone who didn't even know he was alive.

CHAPTER 19

His idea of casual dress would have been a clean set of Mnitor green coveralls with the
i nsignia renoved, but Joan woul d have none of that. Instead she insisted that he dress like a
tourist for the sightseeing trips of Traltha's faned beauty spots and, inwardly kicking and
scream ng, he was dragged into the Earth-hunman section of the spaceport’s shopping mall, where she
became a sartorial tyrant regarding his wardrobe. He had never been the kind of person who nerged
into the background, O Mara thought ruefully, but the result was so | oud and garish that he was
sure people would be able to hear as well as see him coni ng

Traltha was a heavy planet pulling two-plus Earth Gs which neant that, except when
sl eeping or resting flat, they were required to wear gravity-nullifier harnesses at all tines.
O Mara coul d have stood upright and noved about wi thout one, but the others did not have his
experience on space construction sites and could have fallen over and broken sonething and he
woul d, after all, merely have been show ng of f.

The first time Joan appeared wearing hers she remarked that the antigravity harness could
easily have doubl ed as a nedieval Earth chastity belt.

On the atnosphere flights to justly fanbus Dunelton Gorge and the beautiful Bay of
Tramm th, and during the two-day stopovers for sightseeing, they travel ed, tal ked, seriously and
ot herwi se, and had all their neals together, but O Mara had the feeling that a little distance was
begi nning to grow between them By then he had | earned how to swimwell enough to try doing it
fromthe gently sloping gol den beach that fringed the bay, acconpanied, naturally, by his shapely
|ifeguard. But their tour guide forbade all sw mming, pointing out that Tranmith was a nature
preserve sparsely popul ated by a rare and protected species of sea predators who didn't care what
or who they ate, so there was no cl ose physical contact with her either in or out of the water.

Had she sinply given up on him he wondered, because he had refused to take the nmany
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chances she had gi ven himand was backing off while she still had sone pride left? O, now that he
no | onger wore uni formand was beginning to show nore interest in her, was she trying to encourage
him further by playing hard to get?

Only a nasty, devious-m nded psychol ogist, he told hinself, would have a thought |ike
t hat .

He couldn't believe that soneone with his unfriendly personality could get into a
situation like this. As soon as they returned to Naorthant spaceport he could sinply detach
hinself fromit by going to the Monitor office and boardi ng the next avail able ship going
somewhere, anywhere, else. But that would be a stupid as well as a cowardly thing to do because
he was beginning to realize, he had been having a very enjoyable if recently a frustrating tine on
Kreskhal | ar. So whatever way the situation devel oped, he told hinself firmy, it wouldn't be al
bad.

Early on the first night out they were on the recreation deck |ooking out at the stars and
bl ue-green, nottled i mage of Traltha shrinking astern while they argued about the Arthurian | egend
of ancient Earth.

This is another one of your |egends that |’ve never understood? Kl edenth was sayi ng.
“You had an aging, w se, and enlightened ki ng who, because of the pressures of naintaining order
inits country, neglected the physical and enotional needs of its nuch younger life-mate and
queen, who in turn becane so enptionally involved with its younger and physically nmore attractive
bodyguard that it ignored the pronmises of fidelity it had already nade and ultimtely an unl awf ul
mating for pleasure took place. As a result the once stable and prospering ki ngdom di si nt egrat ed
and everybody died, or lived unhappily ever after. | read the story and watched sone of the
dramati zations, but | still can’t understand why the king allowed it to happen. Was it as wi se as
you say, unable to communicate its enotions, blind, or just plain stupid? | think it’'s a bad story
that doesn’t deserve to be told.”

“The point is’ said Joan, “that it’s a bad, sad story that could have been good. | don’'t
mnd if the characters have to suffer provided there is a happy ending. But if people could read
the signals correctly, there would be a happy endi ng wi thout anyone having to suffer?

She | ooked at O Mara and qui ckly | ooked away again

“I'f it had happened on Kel gi a" said Kl edenth, “both the queen s and the bodyguard’'s fur
woul d have warned the king of what was happening right fromthe beginning. It could have paid nore
attention to its young life-mate or got rid of the bodygard, nonviolently since it |iked them
both. And speaki ng of enotional signals, O Mara, are you still nisreading or just ignoring yours?”

“My favorite character in that story is Merlin? said O Mara, trying to nove the
conversation onto safer ground, “the nagician who went through tine in reverse and net the elderly
king long before neeting Arthur as a boy. Merlin has never been given the attention he deserves,
and even though tinme travel in either direction is inpossible

“There speaks the typical hardheaded technocrat? Joan said softly. “lIs there no roomin
your mnd for magic?”

“As a child | had plenty of room lhere for magic? said O Mara, “but only while reading or
as now, tal king about the story. Centuries ago it was the technocrats who formed groups and cane
toget her as you people are doing now, but they did it to discuss and wite and dream about the
ef fects of future advances in science. Now it has all happened. W have star travel, frequent
contact and commerce with other-species sapients, antigravity, advanced nedicine, everything, and
so there is very little roomleft to us for scientific dreaming. Yet on every civilized pl anet
there are individuals or groups who spend their spare tine thinking about, witing about, or
di scussing the nagic and | egends of their pasts. Magic is all we have left.”

There was a nonment of silence that was broken by Joan. “So you are a closet fantasy fan?
she said. “O Mara, you're a strange and very interesting nan, as well as being a waste of a
val uabl e natural resource, with nuscles.”

Kledenth rippled its fur and said, “O Mara, normally | would tell you exactly what | think
and feel about this situation, and you. But | have been studying a tourist book about polite and
nonof f ensi ve conversational usage and wish to practice it before we visit Earth. | think your
i nsensitive behavior toward this fenal e makes ne conclude that you are nentally di sadvant aged,
visually inpaired, and that your parents were unmarried.”

Before O Mara could think of a suitably polite response he felt the instant of vertigo
that marked their insertion into hyperspace foll owed by a nonmentary unsteadiness in the deck
underfoot. The artificial-gravity system he guessed, had made a | ess than snooth transition
during the changeover from conpensating for the five-Gthrust of the main engines to the
wei ght| essness of hyperspace. Right now the officer responsible would be having harsh words said
to him her, or it by the captain. Even nminor fluctuations in the artificial G could cause nausea
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in sone life-forns and spacesi ckness on a nodern interstellar passenger vessel was just not
supposed to happen. Apparently the others hadn't noticed anything.

“Well, there’s nothing nore to see here? said Joan. She tried to encircle his upper arm
gently with her long, delicate fingers and pull himaway fromthe view ng panel. “Let’s go for
anot her swimming | esson. | haven't shown you everything yet.”

CHAPTER 20

Their single Tralthan passenger had conpleted its round-trip tour and left the ship onits
hone worl d, where two others, who as honeynooners were no |onger single in either sense of the
word, had cone aboard. As yet they had shown no interest in otherspecies | egends or in anything
but each other apart from gall opi ng ponderously up and down the sloping ranp on one side of the
pool

“Theoretically,” said O Mara, “it is possible for two Earthhumans and a pair of
overent husiastic Tralthans to swi mtogeth~r, but...”

“W'd be mad in the head to try it" Joan finished for him Laughing, she added, “Am
right in thinking that you dislike the water, Kl edenth?”

“You're wong,” said the Kelgian, ruffling its fur. “l intensely hate, detest, and abhor
the water. Let’s nove over to the |ounger beside the direct-vision panel. There's nothing to see,
but at least we'll be out of range of the liquid fallout.”

They picked their way between the nulti-species exercising and gam ng equi pnent that
filled the remai nder of the recreation deck area. Apart fromthe swimrers, two N dians playing
sonet hi ng fast and conplicated that involved knocking two tiny white balls between them and a
Mel fan who was |ying reading on sonething that resenbled a surrealistic wastepaper basket, they
had the place to thenselves. Kledenth curled itself into a thick, furry S on a nearby nmattress
whil e Joan and O Mara stretched out on | oungers

Wth nothing but grey hyperspace show ng beyond the big direct-vision panel, they |ay
wat ching the two Tral thans charging in and out of the pooi and slapping at the water with their
total of eight tentacles while naking untransl atable noises to each other that sounded I|ike
hysterical foghorns. Every few seconds they were hidden by clouds of self-created spray.

“Extroverts,” said Kledenth.

Joan | aughed suddenly and said, “Now, there is a life-formthat really enjoys sw nm ng?

“Not so" said O Mara, watching themand trying not to allow the concern he was feeling
fromreaching his voice. “They love playing in water and they’'re safe so long as their breathing
orifices aren’'t below the surface for nore than a few nminutes. But their body density is too great
for themto be able to stay afloat even with the aid of maxi mum nuscul ar effort. Those two are
bei ng very foolish.”

“Li eutenant O Mara" she said, wiggling her slender body int8 a nore confortable position

on the lounger in a way that inmediately upped his bl ood pressure, “I bow to your superior

know edge of nonswi nming Tralthans. But they can’t go on not swi nmm ng and expendi ng energy at that
rate for much longer, and then it will be our turn to make fools of ourselves.. . . Wat the

hel ['1”

Slowy their |loungers were tipping sideways as if trying to roll their bodies onto the
deck, which had devel oped a gentle slope in the sane direction. Water spilled over the nearest
edge of the pool and rolled in a six-inch tidal wave toward them breaking agai nst the deck
supports of intervening equi pnent as it cane. Suddenly the deck tilted in the opposite direction
and the miniature tidal wave gurgled to a stop and began flow ng back into the pooi as the deck
and their |oungers becane | evel again. The Tralthans were still creating so nuch turbul ence that
they apparently hadn’t noticed anything.

Again O Mara felt the instant of vertigo characteristic of reenmergence into nornmal space
He didn't have to look at the directvision panel to know that it was again showing the stars and
that, even though they had been traveling for only a short tine in the hyperdi nension, the Traltha
system had been left far astern. A few seconds |ater the |ounger padding pushed himgently into
the air as they went weightless.

This was not a normal occurrence, he knew, particularly on a passenger vessel. Plainly
Kreskhal | ar was havi ng probl ens, perhaps serious ones. Joan was | ooking frightened and Kl edenth’s
fur was agitated.

“There’s nothing to worry about? he said, knowi ng that he was |ying reassuringly to one
Eart h- person even though there was a Kel gi an present who woul d accept it as the truth. “Is this
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your first experience of weightlessness? It |ooks as if the artificial gravity is on the blink, so
just hold on to sonmething solid until..

He broke off as the ship’s public-address systemcleared its throat.

“This is your captain? it said. “Please remain calm A nminor malfunction has occurred in
our artificial-gravity system There is no danger to the ship and the period of weightlessness is
a tenporary inconvenience for which | can only apologize. WII all passengers currently occupying
their cabins please remain in themuntil further notice. Those in other parts of the ship,
particularly if they are in large, open areas such as the recreation deck, must return to their
cabi ns as soon as possible. Anyone who | acks experience in weightless or | ow G naneuvering shoul d
request assistance froma crew nenber, or froma fell ow passenger with the necessary ability to
assi st you to your quarters...

He was aware of sideways notion, so gentle and gradual that he wasn't surprised that the
others hadn’t noticed it.

“As you will already have seen if you are close to a direct-vision port,” the captain
continued, “we have returned to nornal space, where we are able to apply lateral spin to the ship
so that centrifugal force in the cabin areas inboard of the outer hull will replace the artificia
gravity for the tine necessary to repair the

“You may take me to ny cabin, Lieutenant O Mara,” Joan broke in, holding onto her | ounger
with one hand and grabbing O Mara’s wist with the other. “The captain just nade that an order?

“No!” said O Mara loudly, pulling his armaway and | ooking all around the big roomfor the
near est conmuni cator. He spotted it about twenty neters away on the far side of the direct-vision
panel. It had been years since he’d worked in gravity-free conditions, he thought as he grasped
the sides of the |ounger, drew his knees up until his feet were between his hands and prepared to
make a weightless junp but it was an ability that one never forgot.

“Dammit,” said Joan, her face red with anger and enbarrassnment, “you didn't have to be so
bl oody definite about it!”

“l was talking to that stupid captain, not you,” O Mara said angrily. He l|aunched hinself
carefully in the direction of the comruni cator and conti nued speaki ng quickly as he noved. “Listen
to ne, carefully. You and Kl edenth get out of here. Push off fromthe | oungers, gently, and aim
where you need to go or you'll spin and | ose orientation. Or do it in stages by pulling yourselves
al ong or pushing against intervening fixed equipnment to the nearest side wall and then around to
the entrance. On no account take a shortcut across the deck or ceiling or go anywhere near the
pool. Tell that Nidian and the two Melfans to do the sanme, and the Tralthans if you can nmake them
hear you. Water is dangerous stuff in the weightless condition because it falls apart into
Just listen while I'"mon the communicator, | don't have tinme to explain twce.”

He | anded neatly on his hands and knees beside the unit, steadied hinself, and jabbed the
attention button. The screen |it with the inage of the ship’s crest and a cool, translated voice
said that the call would be dealt with as soon as possible and to please wait. He | ooked around
qui ckly.

Joan was relaying his instructions to the other passengers while trying to help Kl edenth,
but the public-address systemand the Tral thans were nmaki ng so nuch noi se that her voice |acked
the necessary volume and authority to get results. So far as he could see, nobody had noved from
their original positions. He jabbed the button again.

The captain was saying,”... W will increase our spin until the centrifugal force inboard
of the outer hull matches the gravity pull of one standard Earth G al though, until the artificial-
gravity systemis returned, the outer cabin wall will be the floor. Once again we apol ogi ze for
this tenporary inconvenience. That is all.”

O Mara swore again and this tinme he kept his thumb on the button. Behind himhe could see
the water slowy rising above the sides of the pooi and, its edges still held by the cohesion of
surface tension, begin to roll down on themlike a vast gob of clear syrup. Suddenly bul ges and
ri ppl es caused by novenments of the Tralthans appeared all over the slow nmoving, transparent mnass.
Great, uneven lunps grew out of the surface like fat, shapel ess arns that broke free and noved
I i ke nonstrous, slow noving anpebas toward the inner hull. The Tralthan noi se was beginning to
sound frightened, the flailing of their tentacles agitated rather than playful

He noticed the other button then, the yellow one with the transparent cover and the
warni ng sign, and swore again. This time it was at his own stupidity for not renenbering that, on
the older Melfan-built civilian vessels, yellow was the col or denoting urgency rather than red. He
flipped up the cover so hard that it canme away in his hand and stabbed at the button as if it was
a nortal eneny.

A boney, Ml fan head appeared. The eyes stared at himfor an instant; then an inpatient,
transl ated voice said, “Passengers are not allowed to use this channel unless there is."
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“An emergency, | know? he broke in. “O Mara, Mnitor Corps, on the recreation deck. Please
connect me with your captain. | nust speak to him her, or it at once. Meanwhile, cancel the orJer
to spin the ship. Do that now?’

“Sir, you have no operational authority on this civilian vessel? the other replied
angrily. “And the captain is busy right now."”

“Then I'Il talk to one of the responsible ship’s officers? said O Mara. “Presunmably that
means you?”

The exoskel etal features were incapable of changing color or registering enmption, but he
could hear the Melfan’s pincers opening and closing with a sound |i ke castanets. He noved to the
side of the screen to give the other a clearer view of what was happening in the room then
conti nued speaki ng.

“The wei ghtl essness and now the increasing spin are conbining to enpty the sw mri ng pool ?
he said, forcing hinself to speak slowy and clearly. “Unless the spin, and the buil dup of
centrifugal force, is checked right now, within a few ninutes, at the present rate of descent,
many tons of water will fall against the inner hull. The hull structure will take it, but can the
seal s of the direct-vision panel ?”

“The seals can take it,” said the Melfan, and added, “Well, probably.”

“Wth the falling water? O Mara went on, “will be the weight of two adult Tralthan
swimers. Can they take that, too?”

“Negative? said the officer, swiveling its head to | ook offscreen. “Captain! Energency
Bl ue Three. Risk of immnent hull breach on the rec deck. |I'mputting the image on your repeater
screen. Kill the spin and return to weightless conditions, now”

“No? said O Mara sharply. “We need a little weight here, no nore than one-eighth G to
allow the water to stabilize so we can rescue the swimers and nonaquatics. Wightless it will be
scattered in liquid lunps all over the place with no stable surface to swmto. In those
conditions people can panic and drown.”

He stopped as the Melfan’s face was replaced by the hairy, Oligian features of the
capt ai n.

“Understood, Lieutenant? it growl ed through its translator. “No nore thap one-eighth G
You’'ve got it. I'’msending the ship’s nedic, Dr. Sennelt, to you. It’'s all | can spare right now
Keep this vision channel open so’'s we can see what’'s happening..?

Bef ore the other had finished speaking, O Mara had | aunched hinmself toward the tangled
bodi es of Joan and Kl edent h.

The Kelgian was trying to wap itself around Joan, who was trying desperately to push both
of them sideways to escape the slowy falling nass of water that was now only a few neters above
them But neither of themwere in contact with anything solid, so they were just rotating untidily
around their conmon center of gravity. O Mara | anded on the nearest |ounger, w apped his | ower
| egs around it, grabbed Joan firmy by the wists, and pulled her free. Then he transferred his
gfip to her upper arms.

“Listen to me? he said urgently. “There’s no tinme to get both of you to the side wall
You' ve got to junp straight up, as hard as you can, in a vertical dive through the water.” He
gl anced upward at the struggling, shadowy bodies of the Tralthans and added, “No, angle your dive
to the right or you'll hit those two. Dive fast and cleanly, like you always do. You night hit
turbul ence, air pockets, places where there' s nothing but bubbles that you can’'t see through. Keep
going, don't stop to breathe or you could disorientate and drown, until your nomentum takes you

through to clear air and beyond to the entrance wall. Did you understand that? Now, hyperventilate
for a few seconds, then go!”

She nodded and swore, still struggling to pull free of the panicking Kl edenth. O Mara knew
exactly where to grab a nale Kelgian to make it let go. He gripped her by the upper thighs,
steadi ed her feet against the deck, and said, “Don't worry, |I'll take care of Kl edenth. Go!”

O Mara w apped both arms around the Kelgian’s mddle, |ooked up quickly then sideways
toward the wall. The | ower surface of the water was rippling and growi ng enornous blisters that

bul ged downward | ess than two neters and about ten seconds distant in space and tine. They m ght
just nake it to the side wall before the watery mass | anded on them Kl edenth sawit, too, and
began maki ng hi gh-pitched, terrified sounds. Just as he was about to kick away fromthe | ounger
framework on a path that would take themlaterally along the deck, it tried to wiggle out of his
ar ns.

“You'll be all right? he said. “Hold still, dammt!”

But instead of holding still, Kl edenth's body went into a panic convul sion and suddenly
O Mara’'s face was buried in rippling fur. One foot slipped fromthe | ounger franme just as he
junped. Instead of flying toward the side wall they spun together into the deck. He had barely

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (61 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:31 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

time to fill his lungs before the water was all around them

Through the fog of air bubbles escaping fromKledenth’s fur he saw the dark, indistinct
shape of one of the Tralthans falling slowy down on them Desperately he felt around with his
free hand in the opaque turbul ence for the | ounger frane, found it, and, bending at the knees and
changing to a two-handed grip on the Kelgian's frantically wiggling body, he planted his feet
agai nst the frane and prepared to kick out hard. But too |ate.

The Tralthan's nassive body | anded on them pinning O Mara's feet and the Kl edenth’ s | ower
body to the deck. There was a sudden, bright explosion of bubbles as the sudden pressure fromthe
Tralthan’s body pushed all the air out of the Kelgian's lungs. He fought the instinctive urge to
grasp with the pain in his feet and fought instead to keep as nuch air as possible in his own
| ungs.

He was going to need it.

CHAPTER 21

O Mara released his grip ~n Kl edenth and qui ckly bent double to get his hands under the
Tral t han’s massive body. It was unconscious and unable to help him In normal conditions it would
have been inpossible to lift it but, supported as it was by the water and with | ess than a quarter
G acting on it, he should be able to roll the dead weight off his feet and the Kelgian's trapped
| ower body.

The Tralthan’s body had | ost three-quarters of its weight, but it still possessed all of
its inertia. He gripped it solidly at the roots of two of its four tentacles and strained upward
until he felt as if his arms would tear off at the shoulders. Slowy it began to nove and just as
slowy kept on noving. Suddenly his feet were free and so was the trapped Kel gian. But he had used
too much of his avail abl e oxygen. The turbul ence had settled and the water was no | onger cl ouded
by bubbl es, but |arge, throbbing patches of blackness were keeping himfromseeing clearly and he
felt as if the Tralthan beside themwere sitting on his chest. He wapped his arnms around
Kledenth’s niddle again, felt for the deck surface with his feet. The stale air in his lungs burst
out in an explosion of bubbles as he used the last of the strength in his | eaden legs to junp
strai ght up.

He was startled at how soon they broke surface and, gasping desperately for air as he
| ooked around, he inmmedi ately saw why. The captain had renotely opened the airtight doors at each
side of the room Presently they were under the surface and the pool water was gurgling through
the openings into two | arge, adjoining storeroons. The surface was still puckered with tiny, steep-
sided, lowgravity wavelets, but the |level was dropping rapidly. Suddenly his feet were in contact
with the deck and he was able to hold Kl edenth’s head clear of the water.

The upper body of one of the Tralthan swimers was energing slowy fromthe water. It was
choki ng and gaspi ng and obviously in great enotional distress as it slapped at the water with its
tentacles in a desperate effort to find its life-mate, who was still under the surface, but he
knew that it would be fine as soon as it cleared its air passages. Hi gh above himthe Ml fan and
the Nidi an passengers were holding on to fixed equi prent near the entrance and Joan was doi ng the
same about five meters distant. He was about to call to her when a Melfan wearing an antigravity
harness and with a caduceus on its crew insignia appeared in the entrance and came swoopi hg down
toward them Dr. Sennelt had arrived

“Doctor? he said urgently. “This is passenger Kl edenth, Kelgian, non-aquatic, inmersed and
unconscious for two plus minutes with enptied lungs. WIIl you be careful to check for

“Don’t worry, sir? said the nedic as it cradled Kl edenth’s Iinp body inits triple-jointed

forward linmbs. “1'11 take over from here. How about you, Lieutenant?”
O Mara shook his head. “I"mall right? he said inpatiently. “But there could be interna
trauma as a result of it being rolled on by a drowning Tralthan, who is still underwater, |lying on

its side and unconscious.”

“That could be very serious? said Dr. Sennelt as it tapped buttons on its antigravity
harness and the |linp body of Kledenth and it began rising toward the entrance, “but there’'s
not hi ng much I can do right now wi thout special equiprment to lift it upright and out of the water.
I"I'l have a teamwith a Tralthan-sized antigravity pallet here in ten m nutes and be back nyself
to supervise?

“That could be too late.. .“ O Mara broke in.

“Meanwhi | e? Sennelt called back as it rose to the entrance, “lI’mtaking Kl edenth to
si ckbay.”
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O Mara swore, not quite under his breath, |ooked at Joan, who was still clinging to the
furniture above him and said urgently, “Joan, would you clinb down here, carefully but quickly
pl ease? | need your help.” He swung around to the other Tralthan, who was still gasping and

spluttering but no | onger seened distressed, and pointed at its unconscious |ife-mte, whose flank
and one side of its head were coning into view above the subsiding water |evel

“You'll be all right in a few nminutes? he said quickly, “but right now !l need you to help
lift your life-mate onto its feet and hold it there. You know how i nportant that is for your
particular lifeform Mve around to this side. Slide your forward tentacles under it, just here
and here. Now lift! That’s it. But hold it steady, it’'s wobbling all over the place.”

Wth the two storeroons filled and nowhere else for it to go, the water |evel was no
| onger dropping. Only the Tralthan's six stubby |egs and underside were subnerged now. O Mara took
a deep breath, hunkered down underwater, and, one by one, tried to pull the legs laterally outward
as far as they would go in an attenpt to give the body nore vertical stability. It was the nost
i ntensive period of hard work that he had ever done and, he knew, if he hadn’t already been
underwat er he woul d have been sweating like a pig. Wen it was over and he surfaced gaspi ng, Joan
was beside him

“How can | hel p?” she said calmy

“Wth artificial respiration.. .“ O Mara began, but had to stop for a nonent to catch his
breath. Then he pointed to one of the Tralthan’s gills before going on quickly, “Wth their
general physical structure and breathing orifices like those-they have four of themyou can
understand that they can’t give each other nouthto-nmouth resuscitation. But we can. It’s done by

first filling our lungs, pressing our lips tightly around the gill opening, and blowing the air in
hard. Wait for a count of three, then suck to renove sone of the liquid content of the lung, spit
out, and repeat the process as regularly and as quickly as you can. 1'll show you.”

He denonstrated briefly then | ooked at her. “You got that?”

Joan nmade a face and said, “Yes, but I'"'mnot sure | want it. But oh, well, | did offer.”

Hesitating at first but soon getting into the rhythm she joined O Mara in bl owi ng hard,
sucking, and spitting out. Only once did she stop to ook at himand wi pe her lips with the back
of her hand.

“Yuk? she said with feeling. “That stuff snells and tastes awful! Are you sure |’ m bl owi ng
and sucking at the right body orifice?”

“Trust nme? said O Mara.

They continued working for perhaps a mnute while the other Tralthan silently held its
life-mate upright. It had stopped asking themif they knew what they were doing. He becane aware
that their patient’s |legs were beginning to stiffen and its four tentacles, which had been hangi ng
linply at it sides, were beginning to twtch

“Qui ckly, back of P.” he said urgently. “It's coming to.”

Suddenly the unconscious Tralthan canme alive again, stanping its feet and thrashing around
with its tentacles while water, bubbles, and nucus jetted fromits gills, until the conforting
words and encircling tentacles of its |ife-mate nade it settle down. Joan | aughed quietly.

“I think we did it,” said O Mara.

“Yes,” said Joan, raising a fist in triunph as she | ooked at him “And woul d you believe
that was ny first time for giving nouth-tonouth?”

Before he could reply, Dr. Sennelt, followed by two other crew nenbers guiding a w de
antigravity pallet, dropped down beside them

“And that’s the first time |’ve ever seen Earth-humans do it to a Tral than? said Sennelt,
clicking a pincer in appreciation. “Very nice work, people. But now we have to nbve you into the
corridor. The Tralthans first, one at a tine, then you two can share the pallet for the fina
trip. The captain is about to .

“This is the captain? broke in a voice on the PA. “I ampleased to tell you that the
artificial-gravity systemon the recreation deck is again functional and will be gradually
restored to normal pull within the next fifteen mnutes. Passengers are requested to stay clear of
the area for three hours to enable us to nmop up and repl ace danmaged equi pnment. No injuries have
been reported and we are returning to hyperspace as | speak. Once again, ny apol ogies for any
i nconveni ence caused. That is all.”

Wiile the first Tralthan was being | oaded onto the antigravity pallet and noved up to the
corridor, Joan stood waist deep in the water looking up at himintently w thout speaking. Usually
she had plenty to say, and her expression and uncharacteristic silence were disconcerting. He felt
an awkward question comng on that he woul d rather not answer.

“That Tralthan resuscitation technique saved its |life? she said. “You saved its life.
Where did you learn to do that?”
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“I meet lots of different species on space establishnments,” he replied, telling the truth
if not all of it, “and one picks up things. It was sinply a bit of other-species first aid. But
you did well, really well. It was an unpleasant thing to have to do, but you did it like a
professional. You said this was a trip to celebrate your graduation. Was it from nmedi cal school ?”

“No? said Joan. She | ooked unconfortable for a nmonment, then added, “All right, yes.
Technically, that is. I've just qualified as a vet.”

“l see? said O Mara very seriously. “Then you were already accustoned to treating other
speci es, even though the life-forms concerned are not usually sapient. And remenber, it was we,
not me, who saved its life.”

Before she could reply, the pallet returned fromtaking the second Tralthan to the
corridor and the Orligian crew nmenber guiding it growed politely at themto clinb aboard. Their
silence continued after they disenbarked in the corridor and the transparent door of the
recreation deck hissed shut behind them

Gradually the walls of the corridor noved into the vertical again and the floor was down
again, as was that of the recreation deck. Through the transparent door they watched the water
roll fromthe opposite wall and pour out of the two storage conpartments to sl osh about the floor
until it found its way back into the swimrng pool. Apart fromthe itenms of furniture that had
been denolished by the slowy falling Tralthans and a few puddl es here and there, the place had
returned to normal. Suddenly a nearby public-address speaker cleared it throat.

“This is the captain speaking? it said. “Wuld the Eart hhuman passenger Kell eher and
Moni t or Corps Lieutenant O Mara oblige ne by comng to the control deck at hour twenty-one hundred
this eveni ng. Thank you.”

“O Mara? said Joan, smling, “the captain is going to thank us officially, and naybe even
give you a nedal. And so it should.”

She | ooked at himw th sudden concern and went on, “But |'m not sure about the medal.
There was a whil e back there when you seemed to be giving the captain orders. Senior ship’'s

officers can be a bit stuffy about insubordination, even froma passenger. Still, maybe it wll
just say nice, ponpous things to you and allow you to travel free on this trip.”
“As a Corps officer in the space service? he said, “I travel free anyway. The thanks or

medal s aren’t inportant right now It’'s Kledenth that |I'mworried about. Having a Tralthan [ and on
it, even a quarter-weight one, could cause serious injury...”

He broke off as Dr. Sennelt appeared suddenly behind them It said, “Passenger Kledenth is
doing fine, sir. W' ve punped out its lungs, are in the process of drying out its fur, and have
given it a head-to-tail internal scan with optimumresults. As a precaution we have placed it on
continuous nonitor observation, so it is unable to receive visitors at present. But please believe
me, you have nothing to worry about. The Tralthan you resuscitated also said that it is fine and
insisted that it requires no treatnent other than the ministrations of its newlife-mate. It
elected to return to their cabin, presumably to rest. But it’'s you two who concern nme now. Are you
sure you're feeling all right? Have you any respiratory difficulties? O delayed shock? Wul d
anyone want to visit sickbay for a checkup?”

They shook their heads.

“Anmong Eart h-hunans? said the doctor, “I’mtold that particular formof head gesture
i ndi cates a negative response. Good. The captain will speak to you after dinner, but before
| eave you | would like to express nmy own personal thanks for what you' ve done. A passenger
term nating during a pleasure crui se, whether through age, injury, or a stupid accident as this
could have been, is a bad thing. It is bad in itself and, it shames me even to nention this, very
bad for the future prospects of the small, independent, and, well, econonically run spaceline to
whi ch Kreskhal | ar bel ongs. So we have to thank you for nore than you perhaps realize. But now
have a | ong accident report to wite.”

“Before you go, Doctor? said O Mara quickly, “I’mstill worried about Kledenth. |1'd be
grateful if you could let ne know of any change in its condition, however small:
As Sennelt turned to go it said, “I would be pleased to do that for you, sir:

A few nminutes after it left themthe door of the recreation deck hissed open to allow four
m xed-speci es cl eaning and repair personnel with their robots to go inside. O Mara had never
derived much pl easure from watching other people work and, it seemed, neither had Joan because she
was | ooking only at him Before she could say anything, he pretended to shiver

“The corridor air-conditioning is a bit low,” he said, smling. “If you Il excuse me, |'1l
go and dress for dinner.”

CHAPTER 22
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A few of the Kelgians at their table noticed the absence of Kl edenth and tal ked about it
and the artificial-gravity failure, but only anmong thenselves. Plainly the news of the recreation-
deck incident was not yet common know edge, and O Mara didn’'t want to talk about it, either. In
fact, except for the occasional polite nonosyllable, he was refusing to tal k about anything. Joan
was begi nning to | ook annoyed with him Then suddenly she stared over his shoulders and snil ed.

“If you're still worrying about Kl edenth? she said, “you can stop right now.”

He twisted around in his chair to see Dr. Sennelt and Kl edenth picking their way between
the tables toward them The Kel gi an undul ated forward quickly and curled its body into its seat.
It was the doctor who spoke first.

“You wanted nme to tell you how nmy casualty was progressing, Lieutenant,” it said, “so
deci ded to show you instead. Kl edenth is physically nobile and says that it is feeling well, but
hungry. Clinically these are very good signs. It has absolutely nothing to worry about.~~

It clicked a pincer in farewell and turned away.

Joan was still smiling, but not O Mara. He was relieved, but at the sane tine he was
inclined to distrust a well-nmeaning but overoptimstic ship’s doctor who could have only linmted
physi ol ogi cal knowl edge and experience where an ot her-species patient was concerned. Simlar
t hought s nust have been goi ng through Joan’s m nd

“It’s great to have you back? she said. “But how are you really feeling?”

“How d’you think I'’mfeeling?” K edenth replied in its ungracious Kelgian fashion. “I was
sat on by a Tralthan, nearly drowned, ny fur got wet all over and stuck to ne for hours. It was a
horri bl e sensation, like 1'd suddenly lost the ability to conmunicate feelings. I'mfeeling

terrible, but all right. Kelgians don't have much bone structure, except in the head, so we're
inclined to squi sh and bounce back instead of breaking up. Your concern is appreciated.”

O Mara still wasn't satisfied. He said, “Are you sure there are no synptons of-"

“Li eutenant ? Kl edenth broke in. “You re beginning to sound |ike Dr. Sennelt, who told ne
that you probably saved ny life. For that favor | feel grateful, nore grateful than | can say in
simpl e, unsupported words to a being who is unable to read ny fur. But this great favor | shal
totally discount if you cause ne to die of starvation. | need to eat, O Mara, not talk.”

Bot h Eart h- humans | aughed and O Mara found conversation easier as they continued the neal.
Even Kl edenth was talking as well as eating, but nostly to its sanme-species friends farther up the
table. But his attention kept drifting fromJoan to the animated fur of the Kel gian beside him He
t hought she hadn’t noticed until she | eaned suddenly toward him

“O Mara? she said quietly, “what the hell is bothering you?”

He forced a | augh that sounded holl ow even to hinself and said, “You nean, apart from
you?”

She shook her head inpatiently. “Unfortunately,” she said, “I don’t bother you, at |east
not very much. You've hardly taken your eyes off Kledenth since it arrived. Why?"

He hesitated and tried to choose words whi ch woul d sound neither egocentric nor too
critical of the ship doctor’s ability, which, he felt sure, would in ordinary circunmstances have
been adequate. O Mara was a |laynman, after all, and not supposed to know anythi ng about the
subject. But he did know a | ot about Kel gi an physi ol ogy, every bit as nmuch as his mnd partner and
top nmedi cal specialist knew, and he would be in serious trouble if he told anyone el se how he knew
it, because the Marrasarah nmind tape should have been erased. The trouble was that when a Kel gi an
was apparently sharing his mind, it was very difficult to lie.

“Sennelt is a good enough doctor,” he said. “What worries nme is that it mght not know
enough about Kel gi an anatony.”

“And you do?”

“Yes? he said.

She frowned at himfor a nonent, then said seriously, “Apart froma few hints about space
construction work, for which you certainly have the muscl es, you ve been reticent about what
exactly it is that you do. Are you a nedic, or were you once a nedic, but for some reason want to
hi de that fact?”

He shook his head. “1 have no formal nedical qualifications.”

“But you think you know enough about other-species first aid? she went on, “to second-
guess the ship’s nmedical officer? Wat the hell do you do, exactly?”

O Mara wi shed again that there weren't a truth-telling Kelgian influencing so much of his
m nd.

“1"ma psychol ogi st,” he said.

She sat back suddenly in her chair, her face reddening with anger and enbarrassnent. After
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a nmonent she said, “And in the way of psychol ogists, you have been calmy and clinically observing
my behavior while | was trying to, to nake a fool of myself over you?”

O Mara shook his head and held her eyes for a long nonent, then said quietly, “I was
observing nyself, not very calmy nor dinically, trying not to make a fool of nyself over you

She continued to stare at himw thout speaking, but her angry color was slowy returning
to nornal

Apol ogetically, he went on, “l should have told you, | suppose. But |I’mon |eave and,
wel |, nobody needed to know.” He smiled. “If it helps you feel any better about it, |I’man other-
speci es psychol ogi st.”

“An other-species . . . ?“ she began, then |l aughed quietly. “I think that nakes ne fee

worse! But it explains your concern for Kledenth. Are you diagnosing a condition Sennelt m ssed
purely from behavi oral observation?”

“Not entirely? he replied, still telling the truth but not all of it. “In nmy job I've met,
tal ked with, and come to know many Kel gi ans, one in particular very well, and I know how they fee
and think. Kledenth may not yet be aware that there is anything wong with it, but there is.

Joan’ s anger and enbarrassnent had been replaced by interest now. She said, “If |

understand you correctly, the conpression of its body when the Tralthan fell on it, and the
subsequent neardrowni ng, have caused a del ayed-action but potentially severe enotional trauma. Are
you trying to avoid or relieve this condition by tinkering with its mnd?”

O Mara shook his head. “Unfortunately? he said very seriously, “Kledenth’s condition is
purely physical. If left untreated the enotional problens will surely follow ~~

“Then | don’t understand you? said Joan. “Explain it to ne.

He didn't want to explain, because that would lead to telling her all about the nind-tape
trials and virtually everything el se about hinself, but neither did he want to lie to her. He was
saved from having to nake the decision by Kledenth turning suddenly to rejoin the conversation

“l thought | heard tal king about nme? it said. “Is it nore interesting and i nmportant than
the things these others are saying?”

“Probably not as interesting? O Mara replied, slipping automatically into direct, Kelgian
speech node, “but certainly nore inportant. Have you retold your adventure often enough, and heard
enough praise and synpathy fromyour friends, to give us your undivided attention?”

Kledenth's fur rose into irritated spikes, but Joan spoke before it could reply. Plainly
she was happier with the nore tactful and gentle approach.

“W were worried? she said, “in case you are not as well as Dr. Sennelt thinks you are. W
think there may be aftereffects. To reassure us, the lieutenant wi shes to ask you a few
questi ons?’

“Mre than a few said O Mara.

A new pattern of ripples disturbed Kledenth’s fur. It turned its attention from Joan and
brought its small, cone-shaped head to within a few inches of O Mara’'s face and said, “Then ask
t hen?

“Right? said O Mara. “Your nedial body and | egs were pressed between the drowning Tralthan
and the deck for a period of fourplus mnutes before you were freed. Are you aware of any
di sconfort in these linbs, or fromthe nuscles that operate them or fromthe tegunent overl aying
those areas to which the fur is attached? Have you noticed any inpairment of novement or |ack of
sensation in these |linbs? Any feelings of surface pain, or tingling or any other unusua
sensations fromother parts of the body not directly affected by the temporary constriction?
realize that the recent nature of the incident and the associated enotional trauma means t hat

there will be a psychol ogi cal conponent in your relating of the synptons. | shall nake all owances
for any enotional coloration, so be as objective or subjective as you wi sh. Speak.”
Joan was frowning again. “O Mara, aren’'t you being a little insensitive ... ?“ she began

but Kl edenth cut her off.

“l am aware of many aches and pains" it said. “They may be subjective but frominside they
feel as objective as hell. The doctor didn’t ask as many questions as this. Wat’s wong? You' re
begi nning to frighten ne.

He coul d see that growing fear, or rather the nenories and clinical experience of the top
Kel gi an surgeon in his nmind enabled himto see and read it fromthe tight, uneven pattern of
ripples that were agitating Kl edenth' s fur

“Fear" he said, “is a temporary condition which di sappears when the cause and uncertainty
associated with it is understood and renoved. Your condition nay or may not be tenporary, that is
what I'’mtrying to establish. What exactly did Sennelt say and, nore inportant, do to you?”

“It said a lot,” the Kelgian replied, “nostly reassuring things and advi ce about taking it
easy for a few days and not worrying. It went over ne with one of those portable scanner things,
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then suspended ne in null-Gwhile it used a hot-air fan to dry ny fur. It made ne wal k around
si ckbay and watched until | told it |I felt hungry, then it brought me here. \Wat else did you
expect it to do?”

O Mara paused for a nmonent, thinking about the limted facilities and, conparatively,
nonspeci ali zed and even nore linited experience of a ship’s nedic who was expected to know only a
very little about everything. Sennelt was a good enough doctor, but Kreskhallar wasn't Sector
Gener al

“In the circunmstances~ O Mara replied, “nothing el se. Before or during the drying of your
fur did Sennelt spray it with any surface nedication, conditioner, or simlar substance?”

“No" said Kledenth. “I wouldn't allowit. My fur needs no such enhancenents. ~~

“l can see that~'" said O Mara. “It is remarkably beautiful and expressive fur. But when
you arrived with Sennelt and during the initial conversation with your friends, | noticed a
slowing in its overall nmobility conpared to ny earlier observations of you. The fur’s reduced
response time to vocal and enotional stinmuli is minor and could be due sinply to del ayed shock or
associ at ed psychol ogical factors stemring fromyour accident, but I’'mnot entirely satisfied with
Sennelt’s prognosis and | intend-"

“You think there's sonmething wwong with ny fur!” Kledenth broke in, its fur standi ng out
in spikes of fear and anger. “But, but what do you know, you're only a bl oody policeman! And if
you happen to be right, what can you do about it? O Mara, you shouldn’t frighten me with talk |ike
this.”

Everyone el se at the table had stopped talking to watch, and the fur on the other Kelgian
diners was twitching in synpathy with Kl edenth's distress. Even Joan, who was unable to read fur,
had sensed Kl edenth's feelings and was staring furiously at him O Mara raised a hand quickly
bef ore she coul d speak, knowi ng that she woul d consider the gesture ill-mannered, but he needed a
monent to regain control. For the past few minutes his mnd partner had al nost taken over.

He knew that the feeling was purely subjective because the nmind tape inpressed only the
donor’s menories. But those nmenories had included personal experience with dysfunctional fur that
it would not have wanted any other nenber of its species to share. But nowit was tinme to stop
thinking and talking |like a Kelgian and to say sone kindly, reassuring Earth-human words to the
badly frightened Kl edenth, even though he knew that the reassurance he would give would be | ess
t han honest.

“Right now!l don't know what | can do for you~' said O Mara, “but | promise to do
sonmething. In a short time Joan and | will be talking to the captain, who considers that it owes

us a favor. | shall ask it for a long consultation with Dr. Sennelt, during which | shall ask for
answers to the questions that are troubling us both. It is possible that ny worries are w thout
foundati on and the doctor will be able to set nmy nmind at rest when, naturally, | shall pass the

good news to you without delay. But until then try not to worry because there may not be anything
to worry about ~

Kl edenth said a word that their translators had not been progranmed to handle and its fur
began to settle into normal levels of nobility. But before it could go on, the other Kel gians at
the tabl e began asking it nore questions about what mght be wong and it was suddenly too busy to
talk to him Joan was still looking unfriendly rather than angry. She didn’t speak to himeither
until they were in the corridor on the way to their appointnment with the captain. It was probably
subj ective, he thought, but it felt as if the airconditioning tenperature had been reduced by
quite a few degrees.

She said, “You were unnecessarily rough on Kledenth, especially for someone who m ght not
know what he's talking about. Earlier you told me that you weren't a nedic. But you weren't
talking first aid back there. |Is there sonmething you re keeping to yourself, and are you going to
tell nme about it?”

“No" said O Mara

“Then all | can say" she said coldly, “is that if you were a doctor, or maybe a nedica
student who couldn’t pass the finals, then they certainly failed you on your bedsi de nmanner?

CHAPTER 23

The invitation to visit Kreskhallar’'s control deck was a courtesy rarely extended to nere
passengers, because it was there that the shipboard god, who was also known to | esser nortals as
Captain Gulya-Mar, dwelt and had its august being. For a great, hairy, and bearlike Oligian, it
was gracious, unsparing in its conplinents and thanks, pompous and condescendi ng. The
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condescensi on was probably due to its thinking that this was their first tine to see a starship’s
control deck, but it didn't stop talking |ong enough for O Mara to tell it that it was only half
right.

He coul d see that Joan was trenendously pleased and inpressed and was payi ng rapt
attention to everything Gulya-Mar said or showed them but he wasn’t sure that he could respect a
captain who onmitted to introduce its nixed-species fellow officers by nane while acting as if they
were part of the ship’ s equi pment he was pointing out. As the brief tour neared its end, the
other’ s graci ous manner becanme increasingly diluted with inpatience.

“l1 hope you have enjoyed this visit to nmy control center? it said, “but now there are
operational matters | nust attend to. Once again, ny sincere and personal thanks, and those of ny
tour operator, for your quick thinking and assessnent of the situation on the recreation deck
Li eutenant, and to both of you for your pronpt and concerted action in what followed. You may well
have saved two lives, Sennelt tells me, and you have certainly preserved the unbl em shed safety
record of ny ship:’

Joan, | ooking pleased and enbarrassed, gave a final |ook around the control deck and said,
“W were pleased to help. Thank you, Captain, for your time and courtesy.”

“I't was a pleasure? said Gulya-Mar, “but as |I’'ve already said, the thanks are due
entirely to you two, and if there is any favor, anything at all within my power, that | or any of
my officers can do for you, you have only to ask.”

Joan began turning away, but stopped when she saw that O Mara had remained still and
facing the captain. He said, “Sir, there is something | would Iike you to do, and it isn't a
snmal |, shipboard favor.”

The captain hesitated. There was too nmuch facial hair for himto read its expression but
its eyes had a wary look as it said, “Wat exactly do you want ne to do for you, Lieutenant?”

“For nyself, nothing? O Mara replied. “The favor is for passenger Kledenth. | strongly
suspect that its injuries require urgent specialist attention in a same-species hospital. |
respectfully request that Kreskhallar divert to Kelgia w thout delay.”

“lInmpossi ble!'” Gulya-Mar burst out. “Qur next scheduled world is Melf, where our present
Mel fan passengers will be | eaving us and new ones comi ng on board. My medi cal officer has exam ned
Kl edenth and reported it to be uninjured and in excellent health.”

“I't will not remain that way for long,” said O Mara

“Your request is utterly preposterous? said the other angrily. “If you mention your
suspi cions to passenger Kl edenth, you will only cause it unnecessary enotional distress. Sennelt
is the expert in this field. O have you nedical qualifications that you haven't nentioned to us?”

O Mara shook his head, then said carefully, “I have no fornmal nedical training, but in ny
work |’ve come to know many Kel gians well.. .“ Especially the one who is presently sharing ny
nmi nd, he thought dryly, and knew that what he was about to say was the absolute truth. ..... and

have pi cked up nmedical information of a kind that is not available to Dr. Sennelt.”

“I'n your work where?” said the other sharply.

“At Sector Ceneral,” said O Mra.

There was a nonent’s silence. He was aware of the captain’s organic ship’ s equiprent
turning away fromtheir control consoles to |ook at him Joan was staring at him too, |ooking
i mpressed but puzzled. There were very few sapient beings in the Galactic Federation who were
unawar e of Sector General and what it stood for, and even the angry bristling of the captain's fur
was beginning slowy to subside.

“l see? said Gulya-Mar finally, returning to his ponpous, condescendi ng manner. “However
you yoursel f have admitted that you ve no qualifications so that the nmedical information or

hearsay that you have picked up, even in the gal axy’s npbst advanced nulti species hospital, is
irrelevant. | will not alter ny flight schedule, Lieutenant O Mara, but | will conpronmise to this
extent. Qut of gratitude for the good work you did on the recreation deck, and to relieve the
obvious if mnistaken concern you feel for this Kel gian passenger, | shall instruct ny nedica

officer to reexamne it in your presence in order to provide you with further reassurance. But
only if you yourself can convince Kledenth of the necessity for the reexam nation and to acconpany
you to sickbay.”

It raised a |large, hairy hand and added, “You have my permission to go.

When they were back in the corridor |eading to the passenger section, Joan said, “You're a
very reticent man, O Mara. Wiy didn’'t you tell ne you were from Sector General? |'’ve got a mllion
questions | want to ask about that place, especially from sonmebody who knows the answers
firsthand, and I’ m sure the other passengers feel the sane way.

“Maybe that’s the reason? he said dryly. “But 1'Il answer sone of your questions while
we’'re finding Kledenth and bringing it back with us to sickbay. If you don’t mind, | need you
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there, too. But persuading it to submit to another exam nation won't be easy.”

“l don’t mnd? she said. “In fact, I’mlooking forward to having a ringside seat at this
three-cornered nedical battle, because neither Kl edenth nor Sennelt will be pleased with you:’ She
sm |l ed suddenly and added, “But don’'t worry about your powers of persuasion. A nulti-species
psychol ogi st from Sector General should be able to talk anybody into doing anything:’

It took nearly two hours of intense conversation to convince Kledenth to return to the
si ckbay, and then it did so only because O Mara had nmade it afraid again. Were he was concerned
its manner was conpletely hostile, with Joan it was neutral, and toward Sennelt its fur was
reflecting a desperate pleading that the doctor would be able to prove beyond a shadow of O Mara’'s
doubts that it was all right.

As it spoke the Melfan’s voice was clinically cal mbut the pincers that were not engaged
in noving the scanner over Kl edenth's |ower body were clicking angrily.

It said, “As you can see, if you are capable of reading this deepscan imge, the earlier
conpressi on effects have cleared and there is no interruption of the blood supply between the
hearts, lungs, brain, and the mjor anbul atory nuscles serving the | egs and forward mani pul at ors.
The areas of subdermal contusion affecting the local capillary and nerve networks that you and,
since you talked to it, passenger Kledenth are worried about is mnor bruising and transitory.
There is no justification for thinking otherw se unless, for sone obscure psychol ogi cal reason
you are trying to justify yourself:’

O Mara took a firmhold on his tenmper, then reached forward to take an even tighter grip
on the scanner, knowing that in a tugof-war between the Melfan’s pincers and his Earth-human hands
there woul d be no contest.

“May | borrow this for a nmonent? he said, naking a verbal pretense at politeness. He ran
the scanner slowy over the area of bruising while closely studying the visual display before
goi ng on. “The general contusions are disguising the fact that the blood flowin the capillary
network that supplies the tiny, individual nuscles that control each strand of fur has been
reduced. No gross, traumatic damage i s apparent, but the stagnant blood is not clearing fast
enough and the mcromusculature is being slowy starved of nutrients. The condition is so gradua
that there are no marked synptons, and it is quite understandable that a nonspecialist |ike
yourself would niss them But the condition is irreversible and, if it isn't dealt with urgently,
conpl ete necrosis of the nuscles controlling the fur is at nost a few days off. Doctor, will you
| ook again at the ..

“No? said Sennelt firmy. “There is nothing new or dangerous to see that would cause nme to
i nfluence the captain into altering course. And let nme rem nd you, Lieutenant, you are needl essly
worrying the patient.”

“I amvery worried? said Kl edenth suddenly. “If | ask, would the captain change course for
me?”

“At least you' re adnmitting that it's a patient? said O Mara angrily, before Sennelt could
reply, “which inplies that you think there just mght be something wong with it.” He turned
suddenly to Joan and went on, “Please, you have a look at this area and tell ne what you think
I"lIl focus the scanner for you so you can ..

He broke off as the doctor began clicking, loudly and continuously |ike an overl oaded
radi ati on counter. Wen it spoke its sarcasm was apparent even through their translators. “Does
every passenger on this dammed ship think it’s a medic? Well, given that we are not going to
divert to Kelgia, what would you two woul d-be doctors consider an acceptabl e second form of
treat ment ?”

Joan, unknown to the Melfan doctor, was far from being a nedical ignoranus. Her face was
reddeni ng wi th anger and enbarrassnent, but before she could protest, O Mara shook his head
warningly at her. In its present mood Sennelt was likely to be even nore sarcastic about a newy
qualified veterinary surgeon. He strove for cal mess and clinical objectivity.

“l woul d suggest nassive bed rest with heavy sedation? he said, “in the hope that the
reduced bl ood supply to the area will be enough to naintain the resting nuscles. There should be
roundt he-cl ock nmonitoring and, as the condition worsens to the point where both the patient and
medi cal officer becone aware of it, enotional support of a verbal nature will be hel pful until..

“I need sone of your verbal support right now? said Kl edenth. “Enough!” said the doctor
“Frankly, Lieutenant, your behavior in this matter is incredibly insensitive and conpletely
irresponsible. In spite of what you' ve done for us earlier, | intend to report this to the Monitor
Corps authorities at our next port of call. As for your suggested line of treatnent, passenger
Kl edenth may take massive rest here or in its own cabin, or indulge in violent exercise on the
recreation deck, as and when it chooses. There will be no medical nonitor or nassive sedation
because in ny”-it laid heavy stress on the word-"professional opinion they are totally
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unnecessary. As for enotional support, that it deserves. | strongly suggest that you talk to it
while it rests here, for as long as it takes for you to negate the enotional trauma you have
caused. And if passenger Kl edenth tires of listening to you, which it may well do since this is
your sleeping period, it has nmy permission to return to its cabin and subsequently resune norma
passenger activities at any tine no matter what you say to it.

“I will leave you now? it ended, “before | use |anguage not befitting a ship's officer.”

The sickbay door hissed shut behind it and the clicking sound of its feet dimnished as it
moved down the corridor. Joan | ooked at Kledenth’s agitated fur and then at its face

“I"'msorry? she said. “All | can do is talk to you, but I won't know what to say because
don’t know what |’ mtal king about. Lieutenant, as an ot her-speci es psychol ogi st can you think of
anyt hi ng appropriate to say or do?”

O Mara was wal ki ng qui ckly around the room staring through transparent doors into the
medi ci ne and instrunent cabinets. A few of themwere |ocked, but the fastenings were | ess than
robust and were easy to force open. He didn’t answer until he had rejoined them

“l have a lot to say and nore to do? he replied briskly, “but I'lIl need the agreenent and
hel p of both of you. First | want you to pay close attention to what |I’msaying, and while |’ m
talking | want you”-he |ooked intently at Joan-"to run that scanner over the affected area so
can explain what you will be seeing..

O Mara described a condition that was encountered rarely anong Kel gi ans, and then usually
in the very young, and a procedure to relieve it that was sinple, radical, and not w thout risk.
The alternative to not having the operati on was progressive and irreversible paralysis of the
medi al body fur. It was his own voice he was using, but the calmauthority and certainty of his
manner was based on the specialist knowl edge and clinical experience of the donor of his mind
tape. As he finished his step-by-step description of the indicated procedure, he knew fromthe way
Kl edenth’s fur was reacting and Joan was | ooking at himthat there was a yawning credibility gap
openi ng between them Even before she spoke he knew that he would have to end by telling themthe
truth. Al of it.

“Lieutenant? she said, “you certainly sound as if you know what you’'re talking about, but
how do you know? This, as |’'ve told you before, isn't the kind of stuff you picked up in a first-
aid lecture.”

“You don’t know what this neans, O Mara? Kl edenth said, its fur rising in stiff, agitated
spi kes, “because you are not a Kelgian.”

“Believe ne, | do know? said O Mara. He took a few seconds to rem nd hinmself of how stupid
he was being, because if either of themtold anyone el se of what he was about to say and do, he
woul d be out of Sector General and the Mnitor Corps within days and probably find hinself
sentenced to an indefinite stay in one of the Federation' s psychiatric-adjustment facilities. But
that was a risk that neither he nor his mnd partner considered inportant conpared with the fate
that might |ie ahead for Kl edenth. He took a deep breath and began to speak

He told thembriefly about his work in Sector General and, w thout nentioning Thornnastor
or the tape donor by nane, the psychol ogical investigation that had led to himinpressing hinself
with the Marrasarah tape, which, although it was conpletely against regulations, he still carried.
The menory-transfer technique was not w dely known, he expl ai ned, because singl e-speci es,
pl anet based hospitals had no interest in it unless one of their senior staff became so eninent in
the field that it was invited by the Galactic Medical Council to be a nmind donor

..... It is the conplete nenories and experience of just such a person that | carry in ny
mnd now? O Mara went on. “In its time it was reputed to be the nost able specialist in thoracic
surgery on Kelgia. That is why you have to trust and accept everything | tell you?

Joan was staring at himintently, her expression reflecting a strange ni xture of wonder
excitenent, and concern, while Kl edenth’s fur was a mass of silvery spikes. It was the Kel gi an who
spoke first.

“So your mind is partly Kelgian? it said. “lI wondered why you tal ked straight |ike one of
us. But if half my fur is going to lose nobility |ike you say, what are you going to do about it?”

Wthout replying, O Mara turned away and wal ked quickly to the nedi ci ne cabinets, where he
began filling a tray with the instrunments, anesthetic, and nedication that would be required. He
hi nsel f had no idea of what he was doing, but his nmind partner knew exactly what was needed. The
instruments were designed for Sennelt’s use, but Earth-hunman digits were acknow edged to be the
nost adaptabl e and efficient manipul atory appendages in the Federation.

“Oh, God? said Joan in a frightened voice when he returned with the filled tray, “he’s,
he’s going to operate on you

O Mara shook his head firmy. He held out his hands to her at waist |evel, and rotated
themslowmy to show the thick, blunt fingers and the palnms which, in spite of his recent elevation
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to the status of officer and gentleman, still bore the calluses of his years in space
construction.
“These are not the hands of a surgeon.. .“ he said.

He bent forward quickly, took her hands gently but firmly in his, and lifted themup. They
| ay cupped in his roughened pal ns, slender, beautiful, and strong, as if fashioned in warm and
I'iving porcelain.

but these are.

She shook her head, |ooking suddenly frightened, but she didn't pull her hands away. He
gave them a reassuring squeeze.

“Please listen to ne? he said, “because |I'mbeing very serious. You are used to operating
on snmall life-forms, which nmeans that at tines the procedure requires fine work in a severely
restricted operative field. The fact that your patients are nonsapient is irrelevant. You now
understand the clinical problemand the necessity for imrediate surgery if Kl edenth is not to be
condemmed to a future that, for any Kelgian, is too terrible to contenplate. The procedure,
al t hough considered radical, is fairly straightforward. You have the necessary surgical skills and
I shall be guiding your hands at every stage. Please.”

“Yes, Earth-person Joan? said Kl edenth, “please do it?

He was beginning to realize that her hands, |ike the rest of her well-fornmed body, were
really beautiful. Even when she was being subjected to the present severe enotional stress, they
weren't shaking a bit.

CHAPTER 24

O Mara sat as confortably as it was possible to be in Sennelt’s Melfan chair, watching the
tiny dreamstirrings of Kledenth's fur as it slept off the anesthetic while he tried to calcul ate
the exact anount of trouble he could expect. But of one thing he was sure:
the trouble woul d involve hinself and nobody el se.

Bef ore Joan, at his insistence, had returned to her cabin to get some sleep before
breakfast, which was only three hours away, they had cone to an agreenment about the operation. She
had performed it, her techni que had been flaw ess, and the prognosis was favorable, but so far as
outsi ders were concerned she had not even been there. It was O Mara who had done all the work,
woul d bear the entire responsibility for and take all the blane or, if there was any, the credit
for what could be regarded as an irresponsi ble and unl awful surgical assault on a defensel ess
patient. The patient, who was incapable of telling a lie, had prom sed to exercise the Kel gi an
option of saying nothing at all to anyone about the incident.

No matter what happened to hinmself, O Mara was pl eased that the not so innocent bystander
woul d not be involved even though he, personally, was beginning to wish that he could be closely
i nvol ved with her. He sighed, checked the audi ble warning on the nonitors they had attached to
Kl edenth, then wiggled into a | ess unconfortable position on the Melfan chair and tried to sleep

But the inside of his closed eyelids were slowy beconi ng a three-di nensi onal viewscreen
di spl ayi ng pictures of Joan. He watched again the delicate precision of her technique as she
wor ked on Kl edenth, and saw her as she pointed out the scenery and tal ked ani matedly about the
beauties of the Dunelton Gorge, and in formal dress at dinner. But nostly the pictures, bright and
sharp and tactile, were of her teaching himto swimin the pool. Sone of the things she was saying
and doi ng were not as he renmenbered them and as a psychol ogi st he coul d recogni ze the begi nni ng
of a wishfulfillnent dream when he saw one. But before it could end as all such dreanms end, he was
awakened by the steady clicking of Melfan feet nmoving along the corridor.

Sennelt entered and stopped as if surprised to see anyone there. Then it hurried across
the roomto the sleeping Kl edenth and saw the dressing that was covering the operation site. It
| ooked at O Mara for a nonment and used words that his translator refused to accept, then jabbed
keys on the roons comuni cat or

“Captain? it said urgently. “Medical emergency in sickbay. | need you here at once.
Li eutenant O Mara is involved. Bring security backup.”
G ulya-Mar arrived within three m nutes, acconpanied by two security officers who, |ike

itself, were large, muscular, and unarmed Oligians. They watched O Mara intently w thout noving
or speaking, which wasn’t surprising because Dr. Sennelt was plying its scanner and doing all the
tal ki ng and begi nning to repeat itself.

As | said, sir? it went on without |ooking up fromthe scanner, “this could be a very
serious, perhaps even a tragic situation. Lieutenant O Mara, unlawfully and on its own initiative
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has perfornmed an operation on passenger Kl edenth. | don't know what exactly it has done or was
trying to do, but the surgical procedure was invasive. My know edge of Kel gi an physiology is
mnimal, normally I only have to contend with other-species mnor accidents and abrasions, but in
this case serious and potentially |ethal damage coul d have been done. A nonnedic perforning
surgery, even if it talked the passenger into giving its perm ssion, doesn't bear thinking
about....”

“Your recommendations, Doctor?” the captain broke in.

Sennelt put down its scanner and said, “The patient should remain in deep sedation so as
to reduce the body novenents which m ght otherw se cause adverse postoperative effects. Continuous
round-the-cl ock nonitoring should be maintained until specialist treatnment is available in an own-
species hospital. That neans, sir, in the best interests of passenger Kl edenth you nust divert to
Kel gia with mnimum del ay.”

G ul ya-Mar hesitated for less than three seconds before it noved quickly to the
communi cator. The screen lit up with the head and shoul ders of a Nidian

“Astrogation? it said.

“Reconpute and lay in a course for Kelgia? said the captain. “Do it now. Of.”

Grulya-Mar turned then to join the others in staring silently at O Mara, who stared back
at themfor as long as he could before breaking the silence.

“Sedation, nassive rest, and specialist attention on its home planet,” he said quietly,
“was all | wanted you to do for it in the first place. |'mpleased that Dr. Sennelt agrees with
me.”

The nedic didn't respond. Its pincers were snapping open and closed while its entire body
quivered as if it was about to have some kind of fit. O Mara wondered what the |ead-up to a
cardi ovascul ar incident would |l ook Iike in an exoskeletal |ife-formwhose face coul d never change
color. He turned his attention to the two Orligian security officers and added, “Now what?”

Li ke Gulya-Mar, they were large, heavily built, and at | east ten inches taller than he
was. He knew that he could take one of them and al nbst certainly both, because space construction
was a tough school and he had had barefisted di sputes with menbers of their species many tines.
But if the captain joined in as well, all four of themwould be sharing the sickbay wi th Kl edenth.

A fight like that could never be conceal ed fromthe passengers or Gul ya-Mar’'s superiors.
Their star-tour operation would suffer, and so would the professional futures of the officers
concerned. Besides, when Major Craythorne got to hear about it he would certainly not be pleased.
O Mara wasn't pleased at the thought hinmself, because he had hoped that the bad ol d days of
gai ning respect solely by the use of his fists were long gone. But he was feeling bad over the
trouble he was in, and even though he and his nmind partner had had no choice but to operate on
Kl edent h, he hoped these hairy heavies wouldn’'t push himtoo far. Simlar thoughts nust have been
goi ng through Grulya-Mar’s nind

“Since you cannot |eave the ship? it said in a voice of quiet fury, “and even though your
mental stability may be in question, | see no reason why you should be forcibly restrained. At the
same tine it is in both our interests that the Kl edenth incident be kept fromthe other passengers
until we reach Kelgia and the full extent of the damage you have done is assessed by their nedica
authorities, after which you will leave ny ship to await the indicated | egal proceedi ngs and
di sciplinary nmeasures that will be taken by your superiors. Until that tine you will confine
yoursel f to your cabin and nmake no further use of the recreation-deck facilities or dining room
Is this agreeable to you?”

“Yes? he said.

Wil e the captain had been talking, the two security officers had been edging closer in
t he expectation of immnent violence. They relaxed visibly and backed away again, |leaving hima
clear path to the door

“Pl ease | eave now,” said Gul ya-Mar

O Mara nodded, but paused when he was hal fway to the entrance.

“May | be allowed comruni cator contact with sickbay? he said, “so that | can check on the
progress of the patient?”

The captain gave an untransl atable grow and the hair bristled all over its body, but it
was Sennelt, who was plainly anxious to naintain the peace, who replied.

“You may contact nme here at any time, Lieutenant,” it said, then added with heavy sarcasm
“although I will not promise to take your nedical advice regarding the patient’s treatnent.~~

He was in his cabin only a few m nutes when a Nidian steward arrived to | eave a breakf ast
tray, explaining that it contained the type and anount of Earth-human food that O Mara usually
consuned, but if he wanted sonething different to eat in future or if there were any card or board
games or puzzles that might help himto pass the tine, the |ieutenant had only to ask. Plainly, he
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t hought wyly, the captain was doing all it could to keep the ship’'s madman pacified. But the
characteristic heavy breathing and snuffling sounds from outside the door told himthat Oligian
security guards had been posted outside his door. He shifted the contents of the tray without
really tasting it, then threw hinself onto his bunk to think dark thoughts about his uncertain and
probably unhappy future.

It was about an hour later that a quiet knocking on the door brought his mnd back to the
here and now. Thinking it was the steward returning for the breakfast tray he grow ed, “Cone in.

It was Joan.

She was wearing an incredibly abbreviated white swinsuit and sandals with the
i ncandescently patterned towel she had bought on Traltha draped around her shoul ders. He began
swinging his feet to the floor, but she noved forward quickly, placed a snall, firmhand on his
chest, and pushed hi mback into his bunk

“Stay there? she said. “You didn’'t get any sleep last night, remenber. How is our patient
and, nore inportant, how are you?”

“l don’t know,” said O Mara, “twice.~~

She gave a small frown of concern, turned away, and sat down in the only chair. The cabin
was so small that she was still disturbingly close.

“Seriously? she said, “what is going to happen to you as a resuit of this Kl edenth
busi ness? WII it be bad?”

O Mara tried to snile. “Same answer? he said.

She continued staring at him her expression reflecting puzzlenment and concern. For the
first tinme since he had cone aboard over two weeks earlier, she wasn’t actively trying to attract
him and for sonme strange reason that was nmaking the attraction stronger. He wanted to | ook away
fromher steady, brown eyes, but he could not | ook anywhere el se without feeling even nore
di sturbed and possibly giving of fense.

“All right? he said finally. “Depending on whether or not Kl edenth's op was successf ul
and in di mnishing order of inportance, | could be kicked out of the Mnitor Corps, | could be
prosecuted for pretending to be a doctor, sent for psychol ogi cal reconstruction because | believed
I was a doctor.” He forced a laugh. “Or maybe all three at once.

She shook her head. “1 don't understand you, O Mara? she said. “You're throw ng your whol e
career away because of a Kel gian you thought was sick.”

“No,” he corrected her quietly. “lI knewit was sick.”

“So you knew or thought you knew or maybe firmly believed that it was sick? she continued,
“enough to talk me into operating on it. | still don't believe |l did that. It was sonmething |’ ve
al ways dreaned of doing, of using ny skill to save the life, not of soneone’'s pet but of a fully
sapient being. I've no wish to repeat the experience, it carries too much responsibility, but you
talked me through it. | think it was successful because you gui ded ny hands at every stage and you

seened to know what had to be done. But | didit, not you, and it’'s not fair that you should take
all the blame when you didn’t even lay a bl oody knife on the patient!”

“You did the real work? he said, “all of it with your own hands. They are very ni ce hands,
sensitive, precise, lovely hands that did what they had to once you knew what that was. But as |
said before, you will take none of the credit, now or ever, or you'll be in worse trouble with the
medi cal authorities than | am and you nust take none of the blane, either. Kledenth owes you an
awful lot for saving its fur, but it has promised not to nention the op to anyone, on the ship or
at home, and I've told it not to thank you verbally in case it is overheard and you land in
trouble, too. Talking about it won’t help either of us, so you won’t be able to tell anyone, ever
unl ess possi bly your grandchil dren?

“l can live with that? she said, “but there nust be sonething | can do.” She | ooked down
at her hands suddenly and smiled. “Do you realize that is the first conplinment you ve ever paid
me, and then it was only to ny hands. Isn't there anything el se nice about nme that you can
conpl i ment ?”

O Mara kept his eyes firmly on her face so as to avoid staring at the other nice things
about her, but he couldn’t do anything about his peripheral vision. Neither could he trust hinself
to speak.

“A gentleman woul d invent a few? she said. Apparently changing the subject, she went on
“When you didn't show at breakfast | came to see how you were, and to ask if you wanted to go to
the pool. As an amateur, one-species psychologist | wanted to take your mnd off your troubles and
generally help you to relax. But that pair of grizzly bears outside said you were confined to
quarters. | asked again nicely and tried very hard to nake them change their mnds.. .“ She sm|ed
and shook her head. ..... but | guess |'mjust not their type.”

“That nuch is true? said O Mara, laughing in spite of hinself. “But after yesterday |
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didn't think I needed any nore swinming | essons. You taught me very well, and the way you handl ed
that Tralthan resuscitation was first-class.”
“Two nore conplinents? she said in nock disbelief. “OMra, I'll nmake a gentleman of you

yet. But there’'s sonmething else |I’ve wanted to show you for several days now. W won't need the
pool .”

She stood up slowy and dropped her towel onto the chair before she noved to the edge of
his bunk to bend over him It was no |onger possible to ook only at her eyes and, he thought, in
that swinmsuit there wasn’t very much nore that she could show him He pushed hinmself up onto his
el bows so that her nose bunped gently against his forehead. Her fingers brushed |ike warm feathers
along the bristles at the side of his unshaven face and jaw, then they noved gently to the back of
his neck. Her eyes were only a fewinches fromhis. He felt her breath on his face as she spoke
quietly.

“Just relax? she said seriously. “For this lesson I'l|l begin by denonstrating a little
same- speci es nout h-to-nmouth.”

The denonstrations with many variations continued at every possible opportunity until
Kreskhal | ar | anded at Kelgia's main spaceport. During those three days they didn’t even nention
their worries about Kl edenth to each other, and O Mara, although he could not be conpletely honest
with her, felt nore relaxed and happier than he had ever remenbered being in his entire life and,
Joan told himseveral times, so did she. Their worries surfaced again as they stood at the cabin’s
vi ewpoi nt staring down at the tiny shape of the anbul ance that was taking Kl edenth to hospital
but anot her four hours passed before the communicator lit to show the bony features of Dr.
Sennel t.

“Lieutenant O Mara? it said, “please cone to the captain’s cabin at once. Your security
guard will escort you there.”

“I want to go with you? said Joan pleadingly. “I won't say anything or take any of the
bl ame but, but | want to know right away what they're going to do to you. O Mara, please.”

He | ooked at her steadily for a nmonment, then he nodded and followed her into the corridor
The guards made no comment about Joan acconpanying himto the captain’s |arge, well-appointed
cabin, and O Mara spoke before Grul ya-Mar had a chance to object to her presence.

“As you know, sir,” he said quickly, nodding toward Joan, “this passenger’s help was
i nval uabl e during the sw nming-pool incident, and | have kept her fully inforned about the
subsequent devel opnents. Be assured, that information and anything else you tell ne now will not
be di scussed beyond this room Wat have you to say to ne, Captain?”

G ul ya- Mar nodded at Joan before returning its full attention to O Mara, but for a | ong
monent it said nothing. Joan, who was | ooking increasingly apprehensive as the seconds dragged
past, gripped his armtightly. Finally the captain made the disgusting, guttural sound that
O ligians nmake when clearing the throat.

“l must begin by apol ogi zi ng? said Gulya-Mar. “We have just received a signal fromthe
hospital saying that the operation you performed on passenger Kledenth was radical-it has been
done only a fewtinmes in their recorded nedical history-inpressive, and nost of all, tinmely. Had
it not been performed within a few hours of the conpression injury being sustained, they say,

Kl edenth woul d have lost fur nobility and been disfigured for life. Against the doctor’s nedica
advi ce and ny opposition you insisted that you knew best, and you did, because we have been
assured that the patient is well and, barring future accidents, will continue so for the
indefinite future. Dr. Sennelt and | apol ogi ze for m sjudgi ng you, and we thank you again for the
good work done by both of you on the recreation deck.

Joan was smling broadly. Her grip on his armtightened, in relief now instead of
appr ehensi on.

but we are faced with a problen? the captain went on, “because the Kel gian doctors wish to
thank you officially for.

“No? said O Mara firmy. “If it cane out that an unqualified nonmedi c who happens to have
a good nenory for clinical detail had done the work, | would be in serious trouble. You know that.
May | make a suggestion?”

“Pl ease do? said the captain.

O Mara | ooked apol ogetically at Joan, who nodded happily at himbefore he went on
“COfficially I ama passenger who took no part in this. The only nedically qualified person on the
ship is Dr. Sennelt. Let it take the credit. The Kel gians would find that nmuch easier to believe
than the truth.”

“But | don’t deserve.. the doctor began. Grulya-Mar cut it off with a raised hand

“Thank you, Lieutenant O Mara? said the captain. “That solution satisfies everyone's
needs. As this was an unschedul ed stop for a nedical energency, we will |eave again within the
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hour and so avoid the possibility of the Kelgians wanting to nmeet and ask enbarrassing clinica
questions that ny nedical officer is not equi pped to answer. Wien we return for our schedul ed
stopover in ten days’ tinme it will be old news, but if they still want to neet Dr. Sennelt it wll
be regrettably confined to its quarters with an incapacitating and non-life-threatening condition
that precludes its having visitors. The secret of what happened here will be kept because it is in
everyone concerned’s best interest to do so. But there is another matter, Lieutenant.

“I realize that | sound ungrateful? the captain went on, “but in addition to the
possibility of you talking about this matter to your friend at the wong tinme and perhaps being
over heard, your continued presence on this ship would be a constant rem nder and an enbarrassnent
to ny nedical officer and nyself. A few m nutes ago we received a signal from passenger Kledenth's
famly inviting you to stay with them whenever you are on Kel gia. They say that they owe both of
you an obligation beyond discharge. You just have tinme to pack your personal bel ongi ngs and | eave
bef ore Kreskhallar takes off. O Mara, | do not want to see or speak to you again.”

O Mara felt Joan’s grip tighten on his arm again, and he spoke quickly to head off her
i npendi ng eruption. He | ooked steadily at the two officers and said, “You are bei ng ungrat ef ul
but no matter. My leave is nearing its end and | plan to do a little traveling on Kelgia for a few
days before returning to Sector General. | will not see or talk to you again, either, which wll
be a considerabl e negative pleasure. |'ll |eave you, now.

Joan’s farewell at the nouth of the boarding tube was warm and sad but not tearful. She
didn't offer to stay with himduring his final few days on Kel gi a, because she had to resune her
own |ife when the ship put in to Earth. But her arms were wapped tightly around his waist and she
didn't seemable to let go. Neither did she seemable to stop tal king.

I don’t know what | expected on this voyage,” she was saying, “except to neet a |ot of
extraterrestrials and tal k about their legends and, if | was really lucky, neet sonebody
interesting of my own species. Wll, | did all those things, and nore that | wouldn't have
bel i eved possible for me. It feels as if we created a | egend of our very own. |'Il never forget
this. O you.”

Two Nidian crew nenbers were waiting nearby, inpatient to renove the boarding tube. He
detached her arns gently and said, “Nor | you. But | have to go.”

Rel uctantly she stood back and | ooked up into his face. Her expression very serious, she
said, “You are a strange person, O Mara, a big, strong, ugly, caring, and, and a very gentle man
that | would like to know better. There will be other |eaves, and you know where | live. O naybe
Kl edenth’s people will let us neet halfway on Kelgia.”

She stood on her toes and kissed himbriefly but with feeling, and added, “As | renenber
it, I"'mgood at neeting you hal fway."”

On his return to Sector General he reported at once to the departnent. Major Craythorne | ooked up
and smled as Q Mara entered the chief psychologist’s office. He regarded O Mara’s face intently
for a nonent.

“You | ook well,” he said, “relaxed and rested. How did you spend your | eave?”

“l1 traveled a lot" O Mara replied seriously, “did some sightseeing, visited with a friend
had a whirlw nd shi pboard romance. You know, the usual kind of thing.”

Craythorne raised his eyebrows, then |aughed quietly.

“And you seemto have found a sense of hunor too" he said. “For the next job | have for
you, you'll need it.”

CHAPTER 25

Over the next twelve years O Mara settled into the abnormal routine that was considered
normal for a nenber of the O her-Species Psychol ogy Department. The early operational problens of
the hospital had been solved; the nedical and nmmintenance staff, regardl ess of species, had
| earned and accepted each other’s alien ways and were living together in often noisy accord. He
was allowed to work with little or no supervision because, as Craythorne was fond of telling him
it was better for the major’s peace of nmind to sinply point himat a problem and take his report
on its final resolution w thout having to worry himsel f sick about the unorthodox things O Mara
did in between. In that tinme he took many periods of |eave as soon as they becane due, traveling
to wherever the available transport took himbut always ending up on the sane destination planet.
Hi s chief didn't ask how he spent his | eaves because, fromthe observed beneficial psychol ogica
results, Craythorne thought he knew. But on his return fromhis nost recent one, O Mara thought
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Crayt horne | ooked alnost ill at ease, which was strange behavior indeed for the mgjor.

“Sit down, Lieutenant,” Craythorne said in the manner of one who is working around to a
subj ect gradually. “During your absence the departnment nanaged to function w thout you but,
needl ess to say, |I'mvery glad to have you back.”

“Sir,” said O Mara, “are you trying to find a gentle way of telling me sone bad news?”

“Renmind me never to play poker with you, Lieutenant,” said Craythorne with a snile that
| ooked disquietingly synpathetic. “The news is good and bad, depending on our points of view |’'m
| eaving the hospital.”

O Mara didn’t speak and he tried not to think until he had enough information to know what
to think about.

“I'n many ways |'’mreluctant to go,” Craythorne went on, “but in the Corps one goes where
one is told. Besides, it will nmean a significant pronotion for ne in that it involves ny taking
conpl ete responsibility for the psychol ogi cal assessnment of other-species recruits fromthe whol e
of Sector Ten. | could be a full fleet commander, admi nistrative of course, in three years?

“Congratul ations,” said O Mara, neaning it but waiting for the bad news.

“Thank you,” said Craythorne. After a nonent he went on, “W both know that the work of
t he departnent cannot be done effectively by Padre Carnody and yoursel f, so a new Earth-hunman
psychol ogist called Braithwaite will be joining the staff. |’'ve seen his psych file and had no
hesitation about giving himthe position. Admittedly he is a little green where other-species
therapy is concerned, his personality is pleasant if a little serious, he is intelligent,
adapt abl e, ent husi astic about the job, and, like nyself...” He smiled. ..... very wel | - mannered
and i npeccabl e regarding his uniform |’msure you Il be confortable with himand will soon be
able to show himthe ropes and settle himin very quickly?

“l understand,” said O Mara stiffly.

The maj or smiled again and said, “Wuat exactly do you think you understand?”

“l understand that | amto wet-nurse a keen young career officer until he is in a position
to give me and everyone el se orders in such a way that he sounds as if he knows what he’s tal king
about. Sir?

“And you wouldn’t feel confortable,” said Craythorne, “in the role of a stern but kindly
father figure? Frankly, O Mara, neither would |, but that is what you |l have to do. But that
isn't all | want you to do.”

“First,” Craythorne went on, “a staff of three psychol ogi sts-and I’ mincluding the padre
because in many respects he is a nore effective hands-on psychol ogi st than either of us-are barely
enough to operate this departnent. But that is all we're allowed right now and that is why, in
addition to dealing with the work piled on your desk in the outer office, you and the padre nust

bring the new man up to speed as quickly as possible. Before | leave, |I'd also |like you to |l earn
to wear your uniform if not with pride, then at least as if you hadn’t thrown it on as an
afterthought. And while you're doing that, 1'd like you to |ose that habit of speaking w th al nost

Kel gi an honesty in your conversations with nmenbers of the senior nedical staff, because | won't be
here to apol ogi ze for you or act as a diplomatic buffer. So, just to keep nme fromworrying nyself
sick about you when I'min far-off Sector Ten, will you do that?”

“1" 1l try, sir,” said OMara in a voice totally lacking in selfcertainty.

“Good,” said Craythorne. “Until | leave, in three days’ time, 1'll be too busy tying up
adm ni strative | oose ends and sayi ng good-bye to our coll eagues and, at tines, past patients to
spend much time hel ping you in the departnment.” He grinned suddenly. “Meanwhile | want you to nove
your paperwork in here and start using nmy desk. The sooner people get used to the idea that you
are the new chi ef psychol ogist the better. Your nouth is open.”

O Mara closed it w thout speaking. He was too surprised and pl eased to have anything to
say.

Crayt horne stood up, |eaned across his desk, shook his hand firmy, and said, “I know how
you hate these enbarrassing fornmalities, but this is probably the last chance I'll have to tel
you exactly what | think of you, which is a lot. My warnmest congratul ati ons, O Mara. The pronotion
is well deserved and, when the Corps subnmitted a |ist of several other possible candidates, the
hospital's seniors would accept nobody but you...?

He wal ked around his desk, still shaking O Mara's hand and letting go of it only to point
at his vacant chair.
“Sit down,” he ended, “while it’s still warm’

The bi ggest problemduring the first few weeks followi ng Major Craythorne’'s departure and
the installation of Lieutenant Braithwaite was renenbering that he was supposed to sit in that
chair instead of being sent all over the hospital to talk to and assess troubled staff nenbers who
just night becone the departnent’s patients. Now Li eutenant O Mara wasn’t sent to deal with them
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because, unless they were biting their tails or otherwi se throwing enotional fits all over their
wards, they had to make appointnents to see the newwy promoted Major O Mara. A large part of the
probl em was convi nci ng hinsel f that he was now Sector CGeneral’s chief psychol ogi st and acting the
part because he just could not |learn, never in a thousand years, to behave |like his predecessor

O Mara had tried very hard. He had forced hinself to snile at people nore often, a strange
and unconfortabl e process for facial nuscles unused to that form of exercise, and he felt sure
that anyone capabl e of reading his expression would think that he was projecting the worst kind of
insincerity, that of trying to act |ike the diplomt he nost definitely was not, or that he was
unsure of hinself, unhappy with his new responsibility, or, worst of all, that he was unable to do
his job. That was not so. He was fully capable of doing the job, provided he could do it his own
way.

Trying to say one thing while nmeani ng another had never cone easy to him and with the
totally open and honest personality of Marrasarah sharing his mnd, diplomacy was next to
i mpossi bl e. The people in the hospital, regardl ess of their species, social graces, or the kind of
personal feelings they held toward him would have to be told that. Fortunately, O Mara thought as
he sunmoned his staff to the inner office, he no longer had to tell themin person

He | ooked up at themthrough | owered brows as they filed in to stand in front of his desk
the frail, old, and gentle Padre Lioren and the eager, fresh-faced, and inpeccably uniforned
Brai thwaite, who constantly renmi nded O Mara of his former chief except that the |ieutenant had
nmore and darker hair. Presunably their consciences were cl ear, because neither of them| ooked ill
at ease, just warily expectant. In O her-Species Psychol ogy one | earned to expect the worst.

“Rel ax,” he said, “I amabout to inpart information, not add to your workload. And stand
You won't be here long enough to warrant the expenditure of energy sitting down and getting up
again.”

He placed his hard, callused hands fiat on the desk for a nmonent before |ooking up, then
went on, “As a person ny predecessor, Mjor Craythorne, was known throughout the hospital as a
kind, gentle, and very approachable man. | am none of those things. For the past few weeks since
he left us | have been trying to emulate himand, judging by the reactions | had to this new,
sof t spoken, and polite O Mara, totally w thout success. So |I’'ve decided to stop trying.

“l shall, of course,” he went on, “continue to treat ny share of the patients, or rather
the enmotionally distressed doctors, nurses, and maintenance personnel who may becone our patients,
as and when necessary. These cases | shall handle with the degree of sensitivity and expertise
required. | am as you know, very good at this job. But | shall not, repeat not, try to be nice to
peopl e, regardless of their species or rank, unless | consider their particular condition warrants
a soft approach. The old, nasty O Mara is back. Is that understood?”

The padre nodded and said, “Good.” Braithwaite’'s nod was nore hesitant. As the new boy he
hadn’t had the opportunity of neeting the old, nasty O Mara and was worryi ng about what the future
ni ght hol d.

“Since | have the rank,” he went on, “it seens a pity not to abuse it. My behavior toward
patients will be as their conditions warrant. Wth the nedi cal and nmai ntenance staff, ny friends
i f any, working colleagues, and those others | consider to be nentally healthy or at |east quasi-
normal, | reserve the right to relax and be ny nasty, sarcastic, infuriating self.

“l know how much work you have out there waiting for attention" he added. “Standing there
gaping at me isn't getting it done.”

As they were | eaving, O Mara overheard the padre saying softly, “Relax, Lieutenant, he
thinks we’re quasi-normal. Don’t you know a professional conplinment when you hear one?”

O Mara continued paying the same form of professional conplinent and, thanks to the padre
and Braithwaite talking freely about their chief, the people with whom he cane into contact becane
nmore rel axed and even pleased in inverse proportion ~3 his degree of nastiness. H s subordinates
had done a good job of convincing everyone that, psychol ogically speaking, black was white. Only
the seriously distressed personnel got as far as his inner office, his staff were fond of telling
each other when he was within earshot, because the | ess troubled people preferred to trust
thenselves to the friendlier padre or Braithwaite-if they didn't have second thoughts and deci de
to solve their problens thensel ves. Which was fine by O Mara, because he had always held that in
the long termself-help was the best kind.

As the weeks and nont hs passed into years, O Mara grew accustonmed to his new rank, nostly
by conpletely ignoring it and treating the higher and | ower ranks as if they were the sane. He
saved the increased salary and duly took all of the leave to which a najor was entitled, although
soneti mes he returned saddened and angry rather than relaxed. But Iron Man O Mara, as runor had
it, was capable of suffering nothing |less than netal fatigue, so he was not supposed to have
enotional problens. If anyone out of polite curiosity asked where he had been or whether or not he
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had enj oyed hinmself there, he told themnothing in such a way that they never asked hi m again.

But there were tinmes when he could not be inpolite even with those people he adnmired and
thought of as the closest thing he had to friends. Thornnastor-who had been appoi nted
di agnosti ci ani n-charge of Pathol ogy, although it preferred to keep its subjects alive and advi se
on their cure rather than di ssect them postnortem had nany problens. They were not its own
because, in spite of its mnd carrying six different other-species Educator tapes, it was the nost
intelligent and enotionally stable entity in the hospital. But it had to discuss the envotiona
upsets, interstaff conflicts, and possible xenophobic reactions within its department’s w dening
sphere of influence, as well as requesting psychiatric support with patients whose conditions
i ncl uded a psychol ogi cal conponent. And there was Seni or Tutor Mannen (whose ot her-species
students insisted that he and his dog had a synbiotic relationship), who worried continually about
the mental health and professional future of his charges. Mannen was especially concerned, as was
O Mara hinsel f, about a nale and a fenal e Earth-human, both of whom were exenplary students with
bright futures in other-species nedicixie ahead of them It was snmall consolation that the trouble

they mi ght cause thensel ves, their coll eagues, and the succession of less brilliant superiors they
woul d encounter on their clinb to nmedical em nence would not be their own fault.
Mannen did not want himto tinker with two such strong, healthy, and well-integrated m nds

even if he’d had the right to do so, and when, at the senior tutor’s insistence, O Mara
interviewed themin depth, neither did he. Some personalities were better left as they were. But
the situation with themwould have to be closely nonitored and, indirectly, controlled.

He had few ethical qual ms about exerting influence of a nonpsychol ogi cal type on them
through the deliberate mani pul ation of their duty schedules. It was, after all, for their own
good.

Wth the best will in the world-and he would adnit only to hinself that he Iiked and
admired both of themvery nmuch-he would have to see to it that for the time being trainees
Mur chi son and Conway were kept apart.

CHAPTER 26

Mur chi son had created a precedent and delighted Senior Tutor |Vi Mannen by bei ng appoi nted
charge nurse of Ward ThirtyNine, the m xed Mel fan, Kelgian, and Nidian surgical recovery unit,

i medi ately upon graduation fromtrainee status. There she asked nothing of her nursing staff that
she wasn't able and willing to do herself, and she led her teampolitely, firmy, and with
absolute fairness fromin front. On O Mara’s recomendati on, delivered via Mannen, she was gi ven

i ncreased responsibility for certain problem patients who were not responding to orthodox |ines of
treatment. As a result, her ability to observe, analyze, synthesize, and diagnose fromthe often
sparse avail abl e data brought her work, as O Mara knew it would, to the attention of Thornnastor
who said that she was performng original work of a quality not expected of a nember of the
nursing staff and, if she was willing, her talents could be nore gainfully enployed in its own
department as a junior pathol ogi st. Miurchison, as her psych file said she would, was happy to
transfer up and across the | adder of pronotion, because original xenobiol ogical research was the
ki nd of work she had al ways wanted to do.

She al | owed herself no distractions because, she had told Mannen pleasantly but firnmy,
she had no tinme to waste on socializing with its risk of her beconing enotionally involved with a
mal e nenber of her species. This conplete dedication to her career pleased the senior tutor very
nmuch, but not her Earth-human nal e col | eagues, who were fond of admitting to everyone including
O Mara that, so far as they were concerned, she was the only person in the hospital that they
found i nmpossible to regard with anything resenbling clinical detachnent. Every one of them had
attenpted vainly to conquer and exploit what they considered to be one of the hospital’s npst
desirabl e natural resources, only to be rejected firmy and with such good hunor that their
feelings of desire never turned to dislike.

But unrequited love, as O Mara knew from | ong experience, was rarely a life- or sanity-
threateni ng condi tion.

The younger Conway, he renmenbered, had been the only Earth-human male on the junior staff
who had not shown, or had done a good job of concealing, his feelings for her during the first few
occasi ons when they made professional contact. It wasn't that he was antisocial, anything but; it
was sinply that he honestly preferred making friends with other-species staff. He had told O Mara
during the initial interviewthat his life's anbition was to practice nedicine in a nulti-species
hospital, he had succeeded in gaining entry to the biggest and best in the gal axy, and a serious
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romantic relationship would be an unwanted di straction fromhis studies. Normally an Earth-human

person who preferred socializing with Tralthans, Ml fans, and the other even nore alien patients

and staff menbers woul d have been a matter for psychiatric concern, but in Sector Ceneral such an
abnornmal ity was a distinct advantage.

The psych profiles of Mirchi son and young Conway, he renenbered, had been so alike that if
the ol d adage about opposites attracting and |ikes repelling had held true they should never have
becone an item But O Mara had taken such a fatherly interest in themfulfilling their future
potential that he had shamelessly tinkered, not with their minds, but with their single and | ater
their joint work assignnments. He had been deliberately hard on themby forcing themto naeke
clinical adaptations and decisions and to take responsibility far above their nom nal rank. And
what he hadn’'t done to themfate had-in the shape of the Etlan War and a successi on of conbi ned
rescue and first-contact missions on the special anbul ance ship Rhabwar-testing themnot quite to
destruction until they were really good, separately and together. At all times he had remmined as
sarcastic and nasty toward them as ever. But he wondered if they would ever realize how much he

liked them as people and how i ntensely proud he was of the fact that Mirchison, still so maturely
beautiful that Earth-human nal es | ooked after her when she passed, was nowin line to succeed
Thornnastor as head of Pathol ogy, while the brilliant young Conway, no |onger quite so young, was

t he di agnosti ci an-i n-charge of Qher-Species Surgery, and that he felt especially pleased that
they were now |ife-mates.

Wth the exception of two other beings, one of whomwould never visit Sector CGeneral in
person and the ot her of whomwould not talk to anyone other than hinself about it, O Mara was able
to conceal those feelings. He shook his head abruptly in self-irritation at his increasing
tendency to spend so nmuch of his nmental life in the past, |ooked at his watch, and prepared once
again to have all his feelings read |like an open book

When Senior Physician Priicla entered the office a few nonents later, O Mara pointed at
the itemof furniture resenbling a surrealistic wastepaper basket, which the G nrusskin enpath

found nost confortable, then said gruffly, “Wll, little friend, how am| feeling?”

Priicla nmade a nusical trilling sound that did not translate because it was the
Ci nrusskin’s equival ent of laughter, and said, “You know your feelings, friend O Mara, as do I, so
there isn’'t nuch sense in either of us listing themaloud. | assunme the question is partly

rhetorical. The other part nay have sonething to do with your feelings of general anxiety coupled
with the enmotional tension characteristic of a mind that is about to make a suggestion that nmay
not be well received. I'’man enpath, remenber, not a telepath.”

“Sonetinmes | wonder about that,” said O Mara quietly.

“Cbservation and deduction" it went on, “even without the ability to read enotions, can
anount to the sanme thing, as you would know i f you played poker. | know what you feel, not what
you think, so if you are forcing yourself to inpart bad news, you' |l have to tell nme exactly what
you are thinking?

O Mara sighed. “You are a psychiatrist’s psychiatrist" he said, in addition to everything
el se?

For a nonent the other’'s fragile, insectile body trenbled in response to his enotiona
radiation, but it waited in silence for himto speak. O Mara | engthened the silence while he tried
to choose the right words to break it.

“Little friend" he said finally, “I intended the purpose of this neeting to be a
di scussion of possibilities and a request for help rather than to give you anot her work
assignment. You may know that my tine at Sector Ceneral is |linmted, and that | will be |eaving as
soon as | have chosen and installed ny successor, who will be both the hospital’s adm nistrator
and its chief psychol ogist. The choice will be difficult?

Priicla opened its iridescent wi ngs and shook them out before refolding themtightly
against its body again. It renmained silent.

He went on, “All of the people | have in nmind, the outsider as well as those already on

the staff, are good. | could | eave now knowi ng that any of them would do an adequate job. But I
want to know nore than ny own insight and experience can tell me about the successful applicant’s
i nner feelings. Frankly, | feel possessive. For a very long tinme the psychol ogical health of this

pl ace has been ny baby, the only one | have, or will ever have, and | don’t want to hand it over
to a parent who is nerely adequate. That's why | feel it necessary, if you agree, that you nonitor
the feelings of all the applicants and report themto nme so as to guide ne in ny final choice.”

“l1 know your feelings, friend O Mara, and those of every other source of enotiona
radi ati on whether it is large and strong, sinple, conplex, weak, or even nonsapi ent. They cannot
be concealed fromne, but that doesn't nean that | will inpart themto a third party if the ethic
governing privileged information is involved; otherwise | will be pleased to advise you. But you

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (79 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:31 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

rarely take advice. Since | detected the presence of your Kelgian mnd partner and you reluctantly
confided the details to nme, nmy advice has been that its continued occupancy of your m nd has
caused you as ruch enotional disruption as contentnment over the years and that you should have it
erased. | feel its presence still affecting you

“It is,” said O Mara, “but we both know that the Marrasarah business is not the strongest
feeling in ny mnd, and that you are trying to change the subject)’

“Natural ly" said Prilicla, its body trenmbling slightly, “because | feel you nerving
yourself to say something that you believe | will find unpleasant. Be direct like your Kelgian
mnd partner and tell me what it is.”

“Right" said OMara. “But first | want to talk about you, little friend, before | talk to
you. Think back to the tine you first came here, for a probationary period because neither of us
beli eved that an enpath with your degree of sensitivity could survive here for long. In Sector
General people in |arge nunbers suffer physical trauna, fear, and enotional uncertainty. That is
an accepted fact of hospital [ife. To an enotion-sensitive |like you it must have been, and
probably still is, hell. The therapeutic help | was able to give you in the early days was
m ni mal . But against all the odds you did survive. Not only that, you assuned extra surgica
responsi bilities and renmi ned effective and nentally stable during the processing of the hundreds
of extra casualties that resulted fromthe Etlan War. \Wen you were pronoted to senior physician
and took over nedi cal charge of Rhabwar, you and your hypersensitive enpathy clinbed about in
shifting ship weckage and di saster areas so you could point out the dead fromthe dying inside
their spacesuits and very often save the latter’s lives. And now, well, you don't need to use
tel epathy or enpathy or anything but your tiny ear slits to know that

He broke off for a nonent to snmile, then went on, “Cf course it’s only a runor that you
will shortly be promoted to full diagnostician, but | can unofficially confirmit.”

The enpath’s pipestemlinbs trenbled faintly as it said, “Friend O Mara, you are heapi ng
me with high professional praise that | knowis sincere. It should be making ne feel good but it
isn"t. Wiy are you enoting so nuch anxiety?”

O Mara shook his head and said, “Before | answer that | want to tal k about nyself,
briefly, youll be glad to hear. Since | started in this job over thirty years ago, wi thout any
formal qualifications and with an enornous chip on nmy shoulder, | deliberately refrained from
trying to be friendly. Mst of the people think they know the reason, that |I'ma self-confessed,

t horoughl y nasty person who saves his professional synpathy only for the nost troubled patients.
But only you, little friend, with your dammed enpathy were able to piece together the conplete
truth.

“I't has been a fact long hallowed by hospital tradition~" he went on, “that the chief
psychol ogi st be an uncouth, nasty, sarcastic, conpletely undiplonmatic, and thoroughly unlikable
person. But it is not an imutable | aw of nature. W shoul d consider the appoi ntnment of an
entirely different personality type, one who is well-mannered and di pl omati c because he, she, or
it always says the right thing, one who is sensitive to the feelings of others but who, when
necessary, can politely be very tough. In short, one whom everyone |oves rather than |oves to
hate. That kind of person would be ideal both as adm nistrator and chi ef psychol ogist, wouldn’t
you agree?”

Prilicla had begun to trenble again. “Qther than anong your own staff" it said, “where
woul d you find such a paragon?”

“l mght be looking at itP said O Mara

The enpath began shaking so hard that it threatened to fall out of its chair. “Now | know
the reason for your anxiety, friend O Mara, because you're expecting ne to refuse, which | do. I'm
not a psychol ogist, |I'’ma doctor who is soon, according to you, to becone a diagnostician and the
carrier of many other-species nmnd tapes. Half the time I'll be so confused | won't know who or
what | am At the risk of sounding inpolite, friend O Mara, | think you re nad. The answer is no.”

O Mara smiled. “The new appointnment calls for nedical as well as psychol ogi ca
qualifications. What better experience could an adm nistrator have than to be a diagnostician with
i nsi de knowl edge of the workings of many other-species mnds, or a chief psychol ogist who is able
to detect the deeply buried enotional problens that cause the nminds of its patients to go wong?
That’'s why I'd Iike you to consider offering yourself as a candidate. Personally, | think
Adnmi ni strator and Di agnosti ci an-in-Charge of Psychology Prilicla would have a nice ring to it.

St op shaking and |isten.

“Any one of ny present staff could nmake a pretty good stab at the job,” he continued, “as
could Cerdal, who is very highly thought of, not least by itself. If you refuse it, one of them
will succeed. But nostly they are followers rather than | eaders, gifted but reluctant to take
final responsibility. They are perfect subordinates who will be pleased to take the day-to-day
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runni ng of the departnent off your hands so that you will have maxi numtine avail able for

adm nistrative work and the really serious patients. There will be no bad feelings fromany of
them except possibly fromCerdal if it chooses to stay, because you they really like. Relax,
there’s no need to give ne your answer right now.

Prilicla stood up. It said, “lI can give you ny answer now. It is no.

“Please, little friend,” said O Mara, “take tinme to think about it.”

The enpath clicked across the office floor on shaking Cnmrusskin | egs, then paused inside
the door to make a soft, trilling sound

“Don’t forget to say sonmething nasty to ne as | leave, friend O Mara’ it said, “just so

you can renmmin in character.”

CHAPTER 27

Li eutenant Braithwaite kept his eyes firmly on the remains of a | arge hel ping of synthetic
st eak, roasted potato slices, and mushroons that no longer filled his plate, thanking the DNA he
had inherited fromhis parents, which enabled himto indulge in the pleasures of overeating
wi t hout suffering the penalty of beconing overweight, so that his enjoyment woul d not be spoil ed
by the sight of what Cerdal was eating. Because of the high I evel of background noise in the
dining hall, they had to raise their voices to be heard, but their strong feeling of nutua
irritation was making it very easy for themto shout at each other between the periods of angry
si | ence.

“Dr. Cerdal, we are conpeting for the same job,” Braithwaite said after one of them *“but
that doesn’t nmean we have to dislike each other now or when one of us, or perhaps neither of us,
is successful. But lately you have been displaying signs of a growi ng personal hostility toward
me. \Wy?”

“It’s not only you,” said Cerdal w thout |ooking up, “but you are particularly irritating
with your continual advice that is nothing but thinly veiled criticism You gave ne a patient who
is visually | oathsonme, unfriendly, and has now refused even to speak to me. Tunneckis is, is
i mpossible. 1've spent days on end with it since it canme out of surgery. You gave ne the
assignment knowing that | would fail, fail both to provide therapy for a stupid, uncooperative
patient and to inpress O Mara with ny fitness for its position. You and the others have shown ne
that strangers are not wel cone here.”

“That’'s ridiculous,” said Braithwaite. “We're all strangers here, and sone of us are a | ot
stranger than others, at least until we get to know each other. Lioren, Cha Thrat, or | could have
taken the case, but you said that you had never before treated a telepath and it would be a
chal | enge. You specifically asked for the assignnent. | decided to give it to you.”

“But without obtaining your superior’s permssion?” said Cerdal. “It was solely your own
deci sion, correct?”

“Yes,” Braithwaite replied. He hesitated for a nmonent before going on, “As the new
adm ni strator, O Mara has nondepartnental business to attend to at present. You know this. He
instructed me to take full responsibility for such assignnent decisions, which I did. Wuld you
like to be relieved of the Tunneckis case?”

Cerdal |ooked up fromits plate to stare at himfor a nonent; then it said, “ls that what
you want, Braithwaite, to see nme fail? But no matter. Follow ng several days of attenpted therapy
|I"ve come to regard the patient as a stupid, obdurate, disrespectful, personally repulsive, and
wor t hl ess bei ng who should not have so nuch of ny tinme wasted on it. If O Mara had given ne the
assi gnnent, he would have wanted ne to fail, too, just like the rest of you. And don’t waste ny
time or insult my intelligence with your |lying, Earth-human protestations of innocence. And now I
expect you' Il run as fast as those |long, m sshapen Earth-human legs will carry you to tell your
chief exactly what | said with, |I've no doubt, a few enbellishnents?”

Braithwaite felt his face reddeni ng. He opened his nouth to speak, then brought his teeth
together again with an audible click as he tried to inpose calmon hinmself. In an angry Kel gi an
such a conversational exchange m ght have been excusable, but his first assessnent of Cerdal was
that it was a cool, self-assured, snoothtal ki ng di pl onat who was in conplete control of its
enotions. That inpression had been shared by everyone else in the departnment during the job
interview. So what he was seeing here was a serious, conpletely uncharacteristic, and potentially
danger ous change in behavior which was verging on outright paranoia and possi bly xenophobia. It
was his duty to report such sudden and uncharacteristic personality changes to O Mara. But he
didn't want to do that until he could also include the reason behind it.
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“Doctor,” he said quietly, “are you feeling all right?”

Cerdal didn't answer; instead it left the table wi thout excusing itself.

He couldn’t approach Tunneckis directly for information, Braithwaite thought as he
finished his neal, because it was Cerdal’s patient and that, in the other’'s present touchy state
of mind, would cause even nore offense. But as a psychol ogist, O Mara was constantly rem ndi ng
him indirection was the nost well-used tool of his trade. Besides, it was information on Cerda
and not its patient that he needed, and that could be nore easily obtained through a third party.

Cul cheth was the Kel gi an charge nurse on the m xed-species surgical recovery ward which
i ncluded, at a distance sufficient to mnimze the telepathic radiation of the other patients, the
i sol ati on chanber that housed Tunneckis. Because Cul cheth was a Kel gi an, Braithwaite would not
have to waste tine on msdirection or naking tangential approaches.

“Charge Nurse, how is patient Tunneckis doing?” said Braithwaite. “This isn't a visit, |
just wanted to know your feelings regarding the patient. Is it friendly, cooperative?”

“Patient Tunneckis is doing as well as can be expected,” Culcheth replied, its fur spiking
inirritation, “but neither of the diagnosticians will tell me what their expectations are. It
cooper ates because it has no choice. It is not friendly and I will say no nore about it.”

The other couldn't lie but it could refuse to speak. Braithwaite tried again.

“Qur new psychol ogi st has been attenpting to treat it,” he said. “Wat do you think about
Dr. Cerdal ?”

Cul cheth’s fur becanme even nore agitated. “That, that organic black hole,” it said. “Its
fur doesn’t nove and it’'s disgusting and its eyes ... It'’s like a nightmare | used to have as a
child when-”

“But surely,” Braithwaite broke in, “you’ve grown out of childish nightmares? Especially
in a place like this where you neet and work with them every day?”

“l still don't like it,” said Culcheth. “Neither do nmy nursing staff. W won’'t be happy
until both Tunneckis and Cerdal |eave the hospital.”

The charge nurse would say no nore, and when he persisted with the questioning it becane
personal |y abusi ve. Kel gi ans al ways sai d what they thought, but this one, he was beginning to
realize, wasn’'t thinking straight.

O Mara was spending a few hours in the luxurious adninistrator’s office when Braithwaite arrived
| ooki ng cool and inpeccable but nmore worried than usual

“As | remenber,” he said, pointing to the nearest chair, “you were supposed to handl e your
own problens for a while. If you' ve come up agai nst one you can't solve, for your sake |I hope it’s
serious. Briefly, what is it?”

“I think it’s very serious, sir,

“Try,” said O Mara.

“Sir,” said Braithwaite, “we are all aware that you have introduced an el ement of
conpetitiveness anmong the candi dates for your job. That being so, | nust first assure you that in
no way have | tried to place Cerdal in a situation beyond its |evel of conpetence, or undern ne
its position in any way that would nake it | ook bad and so elimnate it fromthe conpetition.

said the lieutenant, “but | can’'t be brief.”

woul dn’t be confortable doing that and with respect, sir, I'’mnot sure | want your job that nuch.”
“So Cerdal is the problem” said O Mara. “Are you still trying to solve it?”
The |ieutenant nodded. “I feel sure that Cerdal is show ng increasing signs of enotiona

di sturbance,” he said. “Over the past few days it has di splayed sudden and marked changes in
personal ity and behavior, but that nay be only a small part of a greater problem the part that
came to my attention first. | now have reasons to believe that a surgical post-op patient called
Tunnecki s, currently in recovery and in need of psychol ogi cal suppport, may al so be invol ved as
well as a presently unknown number of other-species nedical staff |'malso aware of a subjective

change in nmy own personality. Wthout being overtly insubordinate, I no longer feel quite so
frightened of or even respectful toward those in authority, including yourself, sir
“Lieutenant,” said O Mara dryly, “I’ve been hoping for years to hear you say that. Go on.”
“Sir?” said the other, |ooking puzzled, then went on, “I’mstill trying, or maybe just

hoping, to solve this problemby nyself, but I will need the cooperation of senior departnent
heads, certain nenbers of their nedical staff, and nmaybe their technical -support and nai ntenance
personnel as well. | don’t have the rank to request the kind of help |I need but you do, which is
why |1’ mhere. But frankly, sir, I’mnot sure nyself what is going on except that-"

O Mara held up a hand. “Wose hel p do you need?”

“Initially,” Braithwaite replied pronptly, “Diagnosticians Thornnastor and Conway, because
I don’t think that ordinary mnds will be able to solve this problem If there is a problem that
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is, and it isn't sinply a case of me scaring nyself unnecessarily. And Senior Physician Prilicla
will be needed for a precise analysis of the emptional radiation of the people involved, and you,
of course, for your other-species psychiatric experience. Dependi ng on devel opnents there may be
ot hers.”

“I's that all?” said O Mara with heavy sarcasm “Are you quite sure it’'s Cerdal and not
yoursel f who's enotionally disturbed?”

“Sir,” said Braithwaite, “this matter is serious. And it may be urgent.”

O Mara continued to stare at Braithwaite's face for a nonment, while the other stared
unbl i nkingly at his, which was very unusual behavior for the lieutenant. “Tell ne exactly what
hel p you need, begining with mne.”

Braithwaite gave a relieved sigh, then went on quickly, “First I1'd like you to open
Cerdal's psych profile to me, or better yet, discuss its contents. Fromits initial job interview
and during a few later conversations with it, | fornmed the opinion that it was a stable, well-
integrated, if a trifle self-inportant, personality..

“You nean bi gheaded,” said O Mara.

..... who woul d have no difficulty adapting to the multiplicity of life-forms we have
here,” the other went on. “Over the past few days, since | assigned patient Tunneckis to it at its
own request, Cerdal has displayed a narked change in its professional and social behavior, and
there are clear indications of a worsening case of xenophobia. This behavior seens to ne to be
totally uncharacteristic in the entity I thought | knew. | made discreet inquiries and di scovered
that the people with whomit had had recent contact al so noticed a change for the worse inits
behavi or, so nmuch so that sonme of them have come to dislike it so much that they can barely bring
thensel ves to speak to it anynore, and they, too, are exhibiting xenophobic behavior, of a |ower
intensity.

“l know that a nental abnormality isn’t contagious,” Braithwaite went on quickly, “whether
it stems frompatient Tunneckis or Dr. Cerdal. But Tunneckis is the one conmon factor in all this
because Cerdal, and to a |l esser extent the people associated with the patient’s post-op nedica
care, are the only ones affected. Ridicubus as the idea sounds, the nmental -contagion theory has to
be elimnated fromthe investigation before | clutch at some other stupid straw.”

The lieutenant took a deep breath and continued, “There could be a sinple explanation for
this behavior if Tunneckis bears a physical resenblance to sonething or soneone in its past life
about whi ch Cerdal has a deeply buried phobia or if, during the course of Cerdal’s therapy, the
pati ent has reveal ed sonething about itself that triggered this extreme phobic reaction. That's
why | wanted to look at its psych profile.”

O Mara nodded, tapped keys on his console, then swng the screen around so that they both
could read it

“Move closer, Lieutenant,” he said, “and be ny guest.”

Wt hout appearing to do so, he was studying the information on the screen as intently as
Braithwaite was doing. Wen they were finished the other sighed, sat back, and shook his head.

O NMara allowed a little synpathy to enter his voice

“Sorry, Lieutenant,” he said, “this is the profile of a person who is in all respects
sane, well-adjusted, and conpletely |acking in xenophobic tendencies.”

Brai thwaite shook his head again, stubbornly. “But, sir, that isn't the profile of Cerda
as it is now That's why | need Prilicla to do an enotional -radi ati on readi ng on everyone
concerned, beginfling with Cerdal and Tunneckis. And | want to know the details of what was done
to the patient and, if there was any chance that the procedure was likely to cause nore than the
sinpl e post-op depression, why we weren't told about it. |I've |earned that the procedure invol ved
sonme very delicate work and that Thornnastor and Conway insisted on doing it thenselves. | fee
sure sonething is badly wong here, but | don’t know what exactly. Qur two top diagnosticians are
in the habit of coming up with answers to some very strange questions and nmaybe they' Il do it
again, if only it is to tell ne that |I'’mmaking a fool of nyself..

He hesitated and for a nonent the old, self-effacing Braithwaite returned as he added,”..
whi ch | probably an®?

“Possibly you are, Lieutenant, not probably,” said O Mara. He swung the screen around to
face himagain, hit the conmunications key for the outer office, and went on briskly, “Get

Thor nnastor, Conway, and Priicla up here at once.... No, hold while | rephrase that... ? In an
undertone to Braithwaite he said, “Damit, Lieutenant, | keep forgetting ny new em nence and the
need for politeness and fake humlity that is supposed to go with the job.” In a conversationa

tone he resuned, “Please |ocate and contact Diagnosticians Thornnastor and Conway and Seni or
Physician Prilicla, give themny conplinents and tell themthat their presence is required
urgently in Administrator O Mara’s office?
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Braithwaite smled. “Sir,” he said, “lI couldn’t have worded that better nyself.”
O Mara ignored the conpliment and added, “You stay where you are, Lieutenant. | don't want
to sound bike a fool to those three by relaying your suspicions to them secondhand. | know you

don’t know what is going on, but before they arrive | want you to tell me what the hell you think
is going on.”

CHAPTER 28

The world was known as Kermin the | anguage of its inhabitants, which was their spoken and
witten word for “world:’ They didn’t often use those forms of communication, but their telepathic
range was restricted to their own-planet species and did not extend to joining with the ninds of
the nenbers of the startraveling other-worlders who nade contact with them including those of the
Moni t or Corps who asked and were granted permi ssion to establish a cultural-study facility on
their planet. Wiile agreeing to its presence, they insisted that it be sited in an uninhabited
area because, regardl ess of the species concerned, they received the closer-range thoughts of its
personnel as a constant and di stressing barrage of nental static. As a result the base was
mai ntained in a state of voluntary nental quarantine and all messages between them were exchanged
via sound or vision comrunicators.

Physiologically the Kerm were classification VBGM the V prefix indicating the telepathic
faculty in an ot herw se unexcepti onal warm bl ooded oxygen-breathing life-form Their body nass was
simlar to that of an average Earth-human but that, apart froma high degree of intelligence, was
all that they had in common. Visually they resenbl ed | arge, dark-brown slugs whose neans of
| ocomotion was a wi de apron of nuscle attached to the underside rather than |legs. A cluster of
three short tentacles, each termnating in four digits, grew fromthe tops of their heads. They
were totally lacking in natural weapons of attack or defense.

The species had clinbed to the top of the evolutionary tree by using their telepathic
faculty alone, either to avoid danger or to cause the danger, in the shape of natural enemes, to
avoid them Too weak to fight and too slowto run, they |learned howto control the mnds of any
predat ors who posed an inmnent threat to either turn the predators agai nst one another or to
di sappear fromthe attackers’ nmental and sensory map. In tinme they w dened the process by nmaking
use of these lesser life-forns to work for themand to maintain a bal anced pl anetary ecol ogy of
flora and fauna and, ultimately, to give their nonsapient brothers who had hel ped themto devel op
their present civilization the protection they had earned and deserved.

There was a monment’s silence in the roomwhile Diagnostician Conway, who had been giving
the potted history of the Kerma culture, paused to | ook around at O Mara, Braithwaite
Thornnastor, Prilicla, and back to O Mara. Wen he went on there was a hint of enbarrassnent in
his tone.

“Medical science on Kermis pretty basic" he said, “and when a life-threatening condition
arises with no possibility of a cure, there is nothing nuch that their doctors can do beyond
giving nental solace. In a telepathic culture, renenber, there can be no secrets between doctor
and patient and this includes not only the bad news but the conplete sharing of the associated
pain. In this they are like the Telfi VIXMs and, like them the being who is termnating will
voluntarily withdraw itself and its nental and physical pain beyond the telepathic range of its
friends so that they will not share its dying angui sh

“When the ranking Monitor Corps officer on Kerm base heard of the Tunneckis case" Conway
continued, “it offered the facilities of Sector General. The patient was fully acquainted with the
risks plus the fact that we woul d be | earning as we went along instead of knowi ng what we were
doing fromthe start. This did not matter to Tunneckis and it asked ne to proceed. The patient’s
condition was extrenely serious although it was and is not life-threatening, but then neither is
that of a Kelgian with dead fur. In the event, the operation was clinically unsatisfactory and
Tunnecki s now requires psychiatric support.”

In its open, bow -shaped relaxer Prilicla s |linbs began trenbling in response to a strong
source of enotional radiation in the room Thornnastor cleared its throats with a sound like a
hoar se foghorn.

“Administrator’ it said, “Conway is being too hard on itself. It, or nore accurately we,
were operating in conpletely unknown surgical territory. There was no background anatom cal or
met abol i ¢ knowl edge available at all. For religious and ecol ogical reasons the Kermi will not
all ow strangers to interfere physically with the bodies of their dead or even to investigate those
of their nonsapient brothers although in time, when the cultural contact with themw dens, this
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situation may change. As it is, we had to learn what we could while the surgical procedure was in
progress. This was not an ideal situation for the surgeon-in-charge. ~~

“l1 know all that" Conway joined in again, “but | think I still nmade a nmess of it, O Mara
and ended up handi ng your departnent a seriously distressed ex-patient to sal vage what you can of
its mnd. Oiginally the patient had nothing nore to |l ose and | considered the risks acceptable.”

The trenbling of Priicla s linbs increased for a nonent, then subsided as Conway regai ned
control of his enmptional radiation and went on, “But why are you interested in the details of our
surgical foul-up when it’s the nental fallout that should concern you? I'’mfar from happy about
this result because frankly I didn’t know what the hell | was doing.”

O Mara | ooked at Braithwaite for a nonent and said, “This is your case, Lieutenant.”

Braithwaite took a deep breath and nmanaged to sound respectful as he said, “Sir, it’'s
because | don’'t know what the hell |1’mdoing, either, that | asked for you people. |I’m hoping that
sonething in the overall clinical picture, | don’t know what, might suggest a |ine of
i nvestigation?

“And if you don’t know what you’'re | ooking for? said Conway, you have to | ook at
everything. Right?”

Before Braithwaite had finished noddi ng, Conway was on his feet and noving quickly toward
the big wall screen facing O Mara’s desk. He tapped keys and the greatly enlarged features of a
Ni di an appear ed.

“Medical records? it grow ed

“Patient Tunneckis" said Conway briskly. “Planet of origin, Kerm Cranial surgery, unique
procedure, surgeon-in-charge Di agnostician Conway with Di agnostician Thornnastor and Seni or
Physician Prilicla assisting, |location OR One-Twelve. Run the conplete op without edits from
anesthetic to the transfer to Recovery. Co.”

“Sir,” said the Ndian. “This one is flagged by you as restricted. It is narked for the
i nformation of the participating OR staff only, and on no account is it to be used for teaching
pur poses or general public viewing. Do you wish to anend this instruction?”

“Qoviously? said Conway. “But | want one screening only to this location, please. Run it
now. ’

The big screen was suddenly filled with the sharp, bright inmage of OR One-Twel ve, in which
pati ent Tunneckis was held rigid by tight body restraints. A shaped bl ock was further imobilizing
its head while serving as a rigid support for the fixed-focus scanner that was centered above its
cl osed eyes. A short length of the narrow, hollow tubing that would guide the instrunent probe
projected fromone ear, and a two-sided viewscreen was suspended above the operative area at a
hei ght convenient to the surgeons’ eyes. Just below the screen on Conway’'s side there was a snal |
rigidy nounted set of controls for the renptely controlled probe instruments. Thornnastor and
Conway were bending over the patient and Prilicla was maintaining stable hovering flight close
above it.

“This patient? said the i mage of Conway, with the briefest of glances toward the recording
equi pnent, “was the single occupant in a self-controlled groundcar which sustai ned an acci denta
lightning strike. The safety systens functioned to earth the charge through the vehicle s outer
shell so that the patient apparently escaped without injury. Wthin a few hours of the accident,
however, the patient reported an increasing inmpairment of its telepathic faculty which within five
days culminated in it becom ng telepathically deaf and dunmb. Surgical intervention to relieve a
dysfunction in the telepathic faculty is beyond the medi cal science of its home planet or, for
that matter, any other world in the Federation, and we were asked to help. Is the patient ready?”

“Yes, friend Conway? said Prilicla. “The level of enotional radiation is characteristic of
a deeply unconsci ous patient:’

As Conway nodded, the picture on the big wall screen split to show two i nages. One was a
cl ose-up of the patient’s head and Conway's fingers gently inserting the tube into Tunneckis's ear
cavity, while the other showed the magnified deep scanner inmage of the operation site.

“Rat her than open the cranium and hack a path to the trouble spot through brain tissue of
whose sensory functions we are entirely ignorant? Conway went on, “we wll approach as closely as
possi ble to the operative field via an existing channel, in this instance through one of the two
ear openings. Aural rather than tel epathic deafness may result on that side, but probably not,
because we can rebuild the inner-ear structure nuch nore easily than the job we are attenpting
now. Increase to six magnifications. |’mgoing in...

Conway’s fingers were gently noving the thin, hollow tube inside the ear, but his eyes
were on the magnified i nage, where it seemed as if a |l ength of heavy piping with rounded edges was
being forced in a series of jerks and pauses deeper into a narrowi ng, fleshy tunnel

“That's as close as we'll get to the site without risking serious damage? sai d Conway

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (85 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:31 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

finally. “Now we'll move in with the fine stuff”

A cluster of cables that | ooked fine even under the high magnification was threaded into
the holl ow tube and noved forward to its inner end. They included a tiny but intense |ight source,
an al l around visual sensor, and various cutting and sanpling tools whose bl ades and beari ngs
verged on the mcroscopic. The cable strands emanated froma flat, transparent box with a pair of
metallic operating gauntlets inside it. Slowy and carefully Conway noved his fingers from around
the fine strands of cable and slipped his hands into the box and the gl oves.

“Magni fication two hundred? said Conway. “lInstrunent notion reduction down one-five
percent:’

Even the tiny novenents of his hands and fingers, rendered incredibly mnute by the
reducti on nechanism |ooked |ike the awkward, barely coordinated notions of a twitching
convul sive

“Motion stepdown to one-fifty? he said.

On the screen the novenents of the strand with the cutting head at its tip becane snpother
and nore assured as it burrowed a path through the inner ear nmenbrane and into the tissue beyond
It was closely followed into the narrow, fleshy tunnel it was creating by the |ight source, the
vi sion pickup, and the instruments that woul d gather tissue and fluid sanples for analysis. The
tiny tunnel was beginning to | ook crowded.

“There is sone collateral tissue damage? said Thornnastor

“The reduced size of the instrunents has rendered it minimal, and allowable.”

“This is newterritory? said Conway quietly. “W don’'t know what is allowable. Ah, we're
in.

The split-screen inages fromthe external scanner and of Conway’'s hands in the reduction
gaunfl ets was replaced by the trenmendously nagnified view fromthe internal vision pickup that was
novi ng t hrough what appeared to be a series of interconnecting, submerged caverns. In the strong
light their convoluted walls showed pink with patches of yellow and they were covered with
pl antli ke growths whose tight clusters of slender stems were topped by single, crystalline flowers
that were pale blue or red verging on black. The majority of the stens were headl ess and on the
few that weren t the crystals | ooked deforned or damaged. Pieces of crystalline debris stirred in
the eddies created by the notion of the invading instruments.

“1"I'l need a specinen of the fluid for analysis,” said Thornnastor. “Also sanples of that
floating debris, which appears to be fragmented crystalline material, and a few conplete crystals

if you can detach themfromtheir stalks. 1’'Il need stalk sanples as well, conplete with their
crystal flowers.~~
“Right? said Conway. “lncrease the magnification to two hundred.”

A tiny amount of the fluid which included the debris was withdrawn. Then the cutter and
grabs, looking like gigantic earthnmoving nachi nery under the high magnification, noved in to
harvest the required stal ks and crystals.

“l have enough for the analyzer, now? said Thornnastor. “But the fluid is sonething nore
than a sinple saline solution. This will take a little tinme.”

“l feel your concern, friend Conway? Prilicla’s voice joined in, “but it is unnecessary.
There is no change in the patient’s enotional status even at the subconscious |evel, which is the
nmost accurate guide to anything going wong. The invasive procedure is so delicate that | doubt
that it would have felt anything even if it had been fully conscious.”

There was a faint, rustling sound that m ght have been Conway sighing with relief, and
then he said, “Thank you for the reassurance, little friend, you nmust have felt | needed it. But
what we're seeing here is an organic telepathic transnitter and receiver that is damaged and
i noperative. Dammit, in primary-school science class | couldn't even build a homenade radi o that
wor ked. ”

It was Thornnastor who |ooked up with one eye fromits analyzer to break the |engthening
sil ence.

“This is interesting? it said. “The fluid is a conplex of nmetallic salts, predom nantly
copper, with a large nunber of other mnerals in trace quantities that have yet to be identified.
It seens that the crystals, which are very faintly radioactive, growwithin the fluid and attach
thensel ves to the clusters of stalks only when they are fully formed. Apart from providing cup-
shaped attachnment points at their tips and serving as a protective sheath for the connective nerve
pathway to the central brain, they are nerely the supports for their individual crystals.

“We can reproduce the fluid? it went on, “and seed it with fragments of the damaged
crystals and regrow and reirradi ate them Pathol ogist Mirchison is standing by in the lab and it
tells ne that the crystals formso quickly that it should be able to conplete the process in just
over an hour. This would give us enough tinme for |unch.”
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“What ?” said Conway.

“Friend Thornnastor is a massive and energy-hungry lifeforn? said Prilicla, “but it is
sinply nmaking a pleasantry ained at reducing enotional tension.”

The i mage showi ng the site of Tunneckis's telepathic faculty remmi ned steady on the wal
screen, but the conversation of the operating teamdiscussing it becane so densely technical that
O Mara found it difficult to follow even with both his nminds. He was gl ad when the regrown
crystals in their growth nmediumarrived and were injected slowmy into the cerebral fluid.

It was obvious even to O Mara that there were probl ens.

The newy introduced crystals refused to attach thensel ves to stal ks. Conway stepped up
the magnification several tines and, sweating in his effort to nmake m nimal novenents, tried to
use his mcroinstrunents to nudge and hold themtogether, in vain. The enotional radiation in the
roomwas so intense that Prilicla, trenbling in every linb, was forced to I and. Finally Conway
shook his head, regai ned enough control over his feelings for the enpath to stop trenbling, and
| ooked up.

“The receptor cups on the stal ks appear to fit the new crystals? he said calmy, “which
means that either the reproduction of the new crystals or the fluid in which they were grown was
at fault, or both, so that they are either rejecting or tenporarily ignoring the stalks. I'm
hoping, in fact |1'm being hopelessly optinistic, that it is the latter and that the joining
process sinply requires nore tinme. That being the case, and unl ess anyone has any other ideas, |
suggest we withdraw at once in the hope that the patient, as so many of them do, proceeds to heal
itself?

There was total silence in O Mara’s office as Conway switched off the wall screen before
turning to face them again.

“The rest of this is sinply the op debriefing and ny general instructions to the nedica
staff of the recuperation ward? he went on, “and frankly | dislike listening to nyself making
excuses. Patient Tunneckis did not recover. In addition it has becone enotionally disturbed to the
stage where psychiatric assistance was requested. It's gratifying to belong to a hospital with the
reputation of doing the nmedically inpossible, but, regrettably, we can't do it all the tine.
Patient Tunneckis, I'mafraid, remains as it was, telepathically deaf and dunb.”

Conway silently resunmed his seat and the silence | engthened. Thornnastor and Prilicla
joined the others in saying nothing. O Mara was totally surprised and very pleased when it was the
usual 'y quiet and self-effacing Lieutenant Braithwaite who broke the silence.

“Di agnostici an Conway? he said politely, “I conpletely disagree.

CHAPTER 29

Conway, Thornnastor, Prilicla, and O Mara turned their total of ten eyes on the
i eutenant, who kept his fixed unwaveringly on Conway. He spoke again before the other could
react.

“There is evidence to suggest,” Braithwaite continued, respectfully but firmy, “that your
patient is making some formof projective telepathic contact with the nmenbers of several different
species, specifically those belonging to the nedical staff who have been or are attending it. So
far as | can gather fromtheir reported conversations with the patient, Tunneckis and they are
conpl etely unaware of what is happening.”

Conway | ooked quickly toward O Mara, then back to Braithwaite. He smiled and said, “Has
your chi ef made you aware of the brain-itch phenonenon, Lieutenant? It’'s very rare, but |’'ve
experienced it a fewtines myself around telepaths. It's a tenporary irritation, not a physical or
mental health risk.”

Braithwaite nodded. “lI’maware of it, sir. It occurs when a nenber of a species who is not
normal |y tel epathic but whose di stant ancestors possessed the gene for a telepathic faculty, and
evol ved speech and hearing instead, encounters a transmission that its |ong-atrophied receiver

cannot process. The result, if they feel anything at all, is an unlocalized itching deep inside
both ears. COccasionally, as happened with you, a conplete telepathic mndpicture is received which
fades within seconds. The effect with Tunneckis is nmore insidious and, | believe, dangerous.

“Since you took part in the operation” he went on, | ooking briefly toward Prilicla and
Thornnastor, “are any of you aware of uncharacteristic changes in your behavior or thought
patterns, however snall? Do any of you find yourselves feeling unusual |evels of irritation toward
ot her - speci es col | eagues or subordinate staff? Are you worried about what they nmight do to you
sonmeday? Do you find yoursel ves wi shing you had own-speci es assistants rather than a bunch of
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weird aliens who

“Dammit, Lieutenant"” Conway broke in, his face deepening in color, “are you suggesting
xenophobi ¢ behavior in people |ike us?”

“I'n people with your w de, other-species experience and | ength of hospital service"
Braithwaite replied calmy, “xenophobia is unlikely. But it is a possibility that nust be
consi dered.”

Bef ore Conway could respond, Prilicla said, “Friend Braithwaite, the five sources of
enotion4l radiation in this roomgive no indications of xenophobia, either now or in the past. You
are now feeling relief. Wiy is that?”

“Because" said the lieutenant, “I thought you m ght have been infected, contam nated,

i nfluenced, whatever is the proper word to describe a tel epathic contagion, by Tunneckis during
the operation, as was our Dr. Cerdal while practicing its therapy. Goviously this did not happen.
Perhaps the duration of exposure is a factor, which would explain why it is Dr. Cerdal-who as its
therapist is frequently in attendance-is the person nost strongly affected at present. The
synptoms of the nursing staff, who have nore inportant things to do than talk for |ong periods
with the patient, are | ess obvious.”

“Dr. Cerdal’ said O Mara before anyone could ask who it was, “is an able psychol ogi st and
one of the contenders for ny job, although beconing one of ny departnent’s patients is an unusual
way of inpressing ne.

Conway smiled and Thornnastor stanped one of its nedial feet in polite appreciation of
O Mara’s attenpt to lighten the atnosphere, but Prilicla was shaking again. It was the slow,
irregular trenor the G nrusskin made when it was nerving itself to say sonething which m ght give
rise to an unpl easant enotional reaction which its enpathy would cause it to share.

“Friend Braithwaite" it said hesitantly, “have you considered the possibility that friend
Cerdal 's problem may be sel f-generated? That the enptional pressures of conpeting for the top job,
in surroundings which to it nmust seemvery strange and perhaps frightening, have uncovered an
unsuspected flaw in its normally well-integrated personality? And that your xenophobia theory,
wi th apol ogies, is all wong?”

“1"ve considered that possibility, Dr. Prilicla,” said the lieutenant, “and discarded it.
But | would be very relieved and pleased if any of you can prove ne all wong.”

Prilicla nmade the nusical trilling sound that was G nrusskin |aughter and said, “Then
woul d take great pleasure in relieving and pl easing you, friend Braithwaite. How, precisely, can |
prove you w ong?”

The lieutenant told Priicla, followed by Conway and Thornnastor, what he wanted done. In
the presence of three of the npbst senior nmedical staff in the hospital his nanner was respectful
O Mara was pleased to see, but without the slightest trace of subservience. He renained silent for
several minutes after the three nedics had left the office.

“You may not know exactly what you’' re doing, Lieutenant" he said finally, “but you seemto
be doing it very well. And now, after ordering the top nedical brass around for the past ten
m nutes, presumably you have a job for ne?”

“l woul d appreciate any hel p and advice you could give nme, sir~ said Braithwaite. “O
instructions. If it is convenient 1'd like us both to talk to Tunneckis’s ward staff?

“Suppose? said O Mara, “lI were to tell you, less tactfully than Prilicla, that you re all
wong and advi se you to cease and desi st your present line of investigation forthwith, what then?”

“In certain circunstances? Braithwaite replied, calny ducking the question, “negative
advi ce can be hel pful ?

“Diplomat? said O Mara in a voice suggesting that he had just used a dirty word. For a
monent he | ooked around the |arge, beautiful, and well-appointed room and through the transparent
wal | that reveal ed his nixed-species secretarial staff busy at their consoles, then went on. “If
you do eventually nake it to this office, Lieutenant, you'll like it. Once the initial panic is
over and you realize that you can be polite when you choose and not because you have to pl ease
others, you'll be able to apply the diplomatic oil that will keep the hospital running snoothly.
can’t do that, and al ways feel happier when |’ m sonewhere el se.”

He stood up suddenly and circumavi gated his enornous desk to stand beside Braithwaite
before he added, “This is still your show Lead the way, Lieutenant.”

Val | eschni was the off-duty charge nurse on Tunneckis’'s recovery ward, which neant that,
when they asked and received permission to talk to it inits private quarters, they had to wear
their protective suits while the chlorine-breather wore nothing. The personal nature of the
conversation nmade it inpossible for one of themnot to | ook at the obnoxious thing. After a brief
nod of greeting, O Mara kept his attention fixed on a | ank bunch of sonmething oily and decayi ng
hangi ng fromone wall (it was probably decorative vegetation and, for a chlorine-breather, sweet-
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snelling) while he allowed Braithwaite to do the talking.

“l had thought? said the Illensan when the lieutenant had finished, “that a visit fromtwo
psychi atrists presaged inportant and perhaps fearful revel ations concerning my own nental state.

I nstead you want to know precisely how nuch nursing time has been spent on Patient Tunnecki s,
which in ny owmn case is only a few minutes per day, and whether there have been any sel f-observed
changes in ny own personality or behavior or in nmenbers of ny subordinate nursing staff who, you
say, may or may not require therapy; and you tell me that these changes that are so subtle that |
could be forgiven for missing them

“Are you quite sure? it added, squelching closer on legs that | ooked Iike stubby col ums
of yellow green, oozing seaweed, “that it isn't the psychiatrists who are in need of therapy?”

O Mara started to |augh softly, then thought better of it. Unlike Kelgians, the Illensans
were capabl e of polite conversation when they felt Iike it. Perhaps this one wasn't in the nood.
O maybe it was feeling hostile and uncooperative because it had devel oped a | ow order of
xenophobi a after being exposed to Tunneckis’s psychol ogi cal contagi on, whose exi stence Braithwaite
had still to prove. But nore likely it was sinply irritated at themfor wasting its offduty time.

“l am aware of npod swi ngs and behavi oral changes in nyself and ny staff every day?
Val | eschni went on, “and sone of themaren't subtle. They can be caused by nany things-worry about
a tutor’s remarks in |lectures, a sex-based relationship with a colleague that is not progressing
well so that the ward work is suffering, or many things that have a purely subjective inportance
to the people concerned. These m nor |osses of tenper or flashes of insubordination are directed
toward myself as a person. My culture is fortunate in its scientific acconplishments, particularly
i n otherspecies nedicine, and unfortunate in that the stupid, small-mnded majority of oxygen-
breathers |ike yoursel ves considers us |ess than physically beautiful. Even your own superior
prefers to |l ook at a stupid flower rather than at me. This being the case, it is understandable
that we dislike each other, but | do not believe that xenophobia is the problem”

“And | believe,” said Braithwaite, nmonentarily losing his tenmper, “that xenophobia is the
probl em and that..?

O Mara cut himoff by gently clearing his throat. The |ieutenant caught what was plainly a
nonver bal signal to disengage.

“Now t hat we have made you officially aware of the problen? said Braithwaite, regaining
his calm “our departnent woul d appreciate having any further information you can provide. W
will, of course, be interview ng the other menbers of the ward staff who have had cl ose cont act
with patient Tunneckis. Thank you for your cooperation, Charge Nurse.”

When they were in the corridor, the |ieutenant shook his head, nodded toward Vall eschni’s

door, and said, “lIllensans are not usually so inpolite, sir. That could be an early indication of
a xenophobi c reaction.”

“It’s still your case, Lieutenant? said O Mara. “Were to next?”

Normal ly O Mara did not use the dining hail, because he had al ways been unconfortabl e

maki ng polite small talk with people discussing a subject-mnedicine-in which he had no training, or
whose conversation mght reveal the early synptons of an enotional disturbance, or who were nerely
swappi ng hospital gossip, of which he might also have to take professional cognizance. His well-
known irascibility and inpatience with people, although they never suspected it, was principally
due to the fact that he still carried the nmenories and personality of his mind partner

Marrasarah, and over the years that honest and intensely forthright Keigian tape donor and hinsel f
had becone very close in their thinking. He had chosen therefore to eat privately in his office or
living quarters, and so now all the diners were going to stare at himand wonder why the hell he
was breaking with precedent. But in the event he and Braithwaite mght just as well have been

i nvisible, because the center of attention was el sewhere.

Practically all the staffers in the vast roomwere on their feet and raising a
nmui ti species din while gesticulating with arms, tentacles, or whatever, towards a table close to
one wal |, where he saw a sight that he had hoped he woul d never see in Sector Ceneral: an all-out,
no- hol ds- barred, m xed-species fight.

“Call for a security detail? O Mara snapped as he hurried towards it. “Arned and with
heavy restraints.” But the |ieutenant was already tal king urgently into the nearby comruni cator
and doi ng just that.

They were mixing it up so thoroughly that O Mara had difficulty at first in seeing who and
how many were invol ved anong the debris of the partially denolished table and furniture, and the
vol une of untransl atabl e noi se they were nmaki ng gave no clue as to the reason for the fighting.
But it was immedi ately obvious that they were fighting indiscrimnately anong t hensel ves and not
gangi ng up on one individual. That, O Mara hoped, mi ght reduce the severity if not the nunber of
casualties. A Tralthan was trying to batter in the bony carapace of a Ml fan, who was snappi ng

file:///D|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (89 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:32 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

with its pincers at the other’s leathery hide while jabbing with a stiffened leg at the | ower
torso of a large, bear-like Oligian, who was hanging onto one of the Tralthan's free tentacles
and trying to kick its elephantine | egs out fromunder it. A well-rnuscled Earth-human charge nurse
with blood that was probably his own running down his face and white tunic was in there sonmewhere
using fists and feet. The Orligian’s fur was al so showi ng patches of blood and one of the Melfan's
Iimbs was hanging linp. As O Mara noved closer, a Nidian he hadn’t noticed until then was expelled
fromthe affray and cane to a skidding halt at his feet.

He went down on one knee and grabbed the tiny, red-furred figure by the shoul ders.

“Why the hell are you fighting?” he yelled above the din. “Stop it, stop it at once or
you' Il wreck your careers here.”

“l know that, dammit,” said the other crossly. “I was trying to stop it, but they have the
advant age of weight. You try to talk sone sense into them”

O Mara grow ed an apology, lifted the Nidian to its feet, and began circling the group of
conbat ants, who were conpletely ignoring the advice he was shouting at them Suddenly he saw his
chance and noved in on the Earth-hunman and gave hima hard doubl e ki dney punch. As the other
gasped and buckl ed at the knees, he grabbed himaround the wai st and dragged hi m backward onto the
floor a few yards away.

“Don’t nove fromthere, Charge Nurse? he said furiously, “or I'Il damm well stanp on your
stupid face.”

As he returned to the fracas he felt so furious at the stupidity of these people who had
started the first inter-species fight in Sector General’s history that he al nbst neant what he had
sai d.

He took out the Melfan by encircling its underside with his arnms and, keeping the side of
his face close to the carapace so that it couldn’t reach around to poke himin the eyes,

i mobilized it by sliding it onto its back at a safe distance fromthe Earth-human charge nurse.
Moving the Orligian was going to be nuch nore difficult. Even in the old, wild days when his body
wei ght was made up of nuscle rather than fat, he had rarely bested one of them Feeling ashaned of
hi msel f because he m ght al nbst be enjoying what he was doing after all the years of civilized
behavi or, he grabbed the other by its long, furry ears, planted a knee between its shoul der

bl ades, and pul | ed back hard.

The O'ligian gave a growing bellow, released its hold on the Tralthan’s tentacle, dropped
onto its hands and knees, and tried to throw O Mara over its head |like a naddened horse trying to
unseat its rider. It m ght have succeeded if a pair of slim iron-hard Hudlar tentacl es hadn’'t
encircled his waist and | egs suddenly and dragged himaway fromit and high into the air. Another
pair oftentacles were doing the sane to the Oligian

“What the hell are you doing?” said O Mara, startled. “Put ne down, danmit?

Bel ow and between the suspended bodies of the Oligian and hinself the Hudlar’s speaking
nmenbrane vibrated as it replied politely, “Only if you pronise to forgo your attenpt to settle
your dispute by physical neans. You are guilty of behavior unbecom ng to civilized beings.”

“It’s all right, Nurse? said Braithwaite to the Hudlar, trying hard to keep fromsmling
“The Earth-human was trying to separate the conbatants. He's one of the good guys.”

Wen O Mara’s feet were on the floor again, he glowered at the other and said, “Are you
enjoying this, Lieutenant?”

“Only a small part of it, sir; the rest is much too serious? Braithwaite replied
unabashed, then went on quickly, “While | was calling Security a Hudl ar nurse was passing al ong
the corridor and | asked for its help to .

He broke of f and waved at six nassive Orligians with a selection of pacifiers suspended
fromtheir equi pment harnesses as they canme through the dining-hall entrance at a dead run

“Here's the security detail now? he went on. “l suggest we take care of the wounded- at
| east there’s no shortage of nedical assistance in here-then confine themunder guard to their
quarters until we can interview themindividually and get to the bottom of this business.”

“Then do that? said O Mara. “Is there sonething el se on your m nd?”
“Yes, sir? Braithwaite replied worriedly. “The Earth-hunman charge nurse and the Oligian
recogni zed, and the other two I'mfairly sure about even though Melfans and Tralthans still | ook

the sane to ne. They are all currently attached to Tunneckis's recovery ward.”

CHAPTER 30

Padre Lioren was a Warer of the Blue Coak of Tarla which, in Earth academ c circles,
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woul d have been placed on the same | evel of professional achievenent as the old-time Nobel Prize
for Medicine-al t hough, since the Cronsaggar Incident, it had forsworn the practice of the art.
Everyone on the Sector Ceneral staff knew the reason that he was the Psychol ogy Departnent’s
ot herspeci es religious counselor rather than a senior physician, but nobody until now, not even a
Kelgian |ike this one, had ever been so crassly insensitive and stupid as to remind himof it to
his face.

Lioren took a firmgrip on his anger with all eight hands and said gently, “Wat is
troubling you, friend?”

“You are troubling ne,” said the Kelgian, its fur heaving into angry tufts, “you
sanct i moni ous bl oody nurdering hypocrite. Go away, and stop trying to poison ny mnd with one of

your stupid religions. | won't tell you anything or listen to a thing that |ooks |ike a diseased
shunpid tree. Leave ne al one.”
In general configuration his tall, cone-shaped body with the four stubby, rootlike |egs,

four medial and four upper arms could be described as resenbling a Kelgian shunpid tree if the
describer wished to be offensive, which for sone reason this one did. But it was the reason for
the other’s totally uncharacteristic behavior that interested him

“I1"I'l leave you alone,” said Lioren quietly, “if that is what you really want. But what |
want to do is to listen to your troubles, and personal insults if they are part of the problem
not try to teach you anything you don’t want to learn. And there are many trees on Tarla that | ook
alittle like me, and some of themare infested by small, furry creatures that resenble you. Both
species live and grow in the nmanner originally ordained for themw th no choice in the matter
Unlike them we are self-willed, civilized, and sapient.

“Supposedl y? he couldn’t hel p addi ng.

The Kelgian's fur continued to ripple and tuft in what was plainly intense agitation, but
it remained silent.

“Pl ease renmenber,” Lioren went on, “even though | am attached to the Psychol ogy
Departnment, | amnot bound by its rules nor am| required to report anything you may tell me to ny
superior or include it in your psych file unless you give your perm ssion to do so. There is
conplete confidentiality. Plainly sonmething is troubling you that is serious enough to affect your
behavi or toward your superiors, the other ward staff, and, |’'ve been told, your off-duty other-
species friends. Whether the problemis personal, ethical, or even crimnal in nature, it will go

no further than we two unless or until you allow otherwi se. Now would you like to tell ne about
it?”

“No,” said the other. “I wouldn't like to, because | don’'t like you. | don’t want you near
me and | don’'t believe what you say. You'll just go back and tal k about me to the Earth-hunmans and
that horrible Somaradvan in your departnment. Everybody in this place says things they don't mean
and they don’t have the fur to show what they truly feel. | don't trust any of you because the
only people | can trust are other Kelgians. For your information there is absolutely nothing wong
with me. | don’t have a personal or ethical or any other kind of problem Just go away.

After that tirade, Lioren thought sadly, there was nothing else to do.

And in another part of the hospital Cha Thrat, recently described as the departnent’s
horri bl e Sommar advan, was begi nning tactfully to probe the suspected enotional difficulties of an
Eart hhuman trai nee nurse. Her great size and disposition of linbs nade it necessary for her to
i nterview the subject through the other’s open door

“I"'msorry for calling during an of f-duty period, Nurse Patel ? said Cha Thrat, “but Senior
Tutor Cresk-Sar is becom ng increasingly concerned about your recent inattention and genera
behavior during lectures. Since you joined the hospital it tells nme that your nulti-species
anat om cal studies and general practical work on the wards has been exenplary, but recently there
has been a marked deterioration both in the quality of your work and in your professional contacts
with ot her-species coll eagues and patients. So far none of this is serious enough for the
Psychol ogy Departnment to take official notice of it, which means that it hasn’t gone into your
psych file, but I was asked to have an unofficial word with you about it and, perhaps, give you a
word of advice. Cresk-Sar wonders if the cause lies outside the training program Is there
anything that you would like to tell ne, Nurse?”

The other’s already dark facial skin coloration darkened sone nore. In Earth-hunans, Cha
Thrat had |l earned, this was an indication of the presence of a strongly felt enbtion such as anger
or enbarrassnent.

“Yes? said the nurse loudly, “I would like to tell you that CreskSar is a nosy, snall-

m nded, flea-bitten runt .. .“ She tw tched her shoul ders. * who gives nme the creeps every tine
it cones near ne. And you're as bad as it is, only bigger.”

As a Nidian, the senior tutor possessed just over half the body nass of the Earth-human
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femal e, but Cha Thrat doubted that its tight, curly body fur harbored insect parasites. Plainly it
was the other’s enotions rather than its reason that was tal king. Like the warrior-surgeon she had
been and the trainee ruler-wi zard she had beconme, she tried to bury her own enotional response

under a deep | ayer of reason and, above all, control her usually short tenper.

“l have need of information about you, Nurse Patel,” said Cha Thrat, “not Senior Tutor
Cresk-Sar.”

“Then you still need it,” the other replied, speaking too |oudly considering the short

di stance separating them “Wy should | tell you anything about me, you outsized pervert? W know
all about you, how your own people got you sent here by pulling political strings, and how you cut

of f one of your own arns during an op and, and.. . A warrior-surgeon, indeed. You're a bl oody
swor dswi ngi ng, Somar advan savage. Go away.
Cha Thrat forced herself to speak in a quiet, reasonable voice as she said, “I amnot a

warrior, a welder of weapons, or, as it is in these civilized tinmes, a user of dangerous

technol ogy. The termsignifies ny nedical rank only. At the bottom are the nenial physicians, who
deal out potions and poultices to the workers; then there are the warrior-surgeons |ike nyself who
used to treat the wounds of those hurt in battle before warfare was outl awed; and then, the nost

i mportant, are the w zards, the healers of the mnd, that is, whose duty it is to keep the
mentalities of the rulers and subrulers in stable good health. Naturally, if a nenial were to
sustain a serious injury or a nmental dysfunction, the nearest warrior-surgeon or ruler-w zard
woul d attend

Cha Thrat stopped speaki ng when Nurse Patel’s door hissed shut in her face. After a
monment’ s pause for thought, she nmoved quickly to the nearest conmunicator and keyed for staff
i nformati on.

“I require the present |ocation of Adm nistrator O Mara,” she said briskly, “and, if it is
in a neeting or on rest period, use the Code Orange One priority break-in.”

Just over three standard mnutes passed before the screen lit with the image of O Mara. It
was out of uniform wearing a soft, |oose garnent over the visible portion of its body and rubbing
at the fleshy flaps that covered its Earth-human eyes.

“Damit, Cha Thrat? it said angrily when she had finished talking, “why is a psychiatrist
reporting the suspected presence of a contagious di sease to ne, another bloody psychiatrist? Since
you joined the departnment you no | onger practice nedicine, but if you re noonlighting and have
found something then tell your suspicions to one of the nedics and hope that you' ve sonething to
back themup. It’'s the mddle of my night and I shall have harsh things to say to you in the
nmorni ng. Of.”

“Wait, sir? said Cha Thrat quickly. “I believe that we are faced with the presence of an
unsuspected contagion, how limted or widespread it is | don't know, because up until a few
m nutes ago it woul d have been based only on hearsay and staff gossip. But now | think there is a
solid basis to the runors.

“Then tell me why you think that? said O Mara in a quieter voice. “And, Cha Thrat, this
had better be good?

“I"’mnot sure what is going on, sir? she said, “because what I'’mthinking isn't possible
Normal |y a mental or enotional dysfunction, however serious, cannot be transmitted to the mind of
anot her person unl ess there has been protracted association with the troubled personality and the
other mind is extremely weak-wi |l ed and open to suggestion. |'ve ali~eady studied the psych files
of the people nentioned in the runors as well as that of ny last interviewee and none of them or
for that matter any other nenber of the staff, would be allowed to work here if they had mi nds
like that. | believe it to be a purely psychol ogi cal xenophobic contagion, sir, and a nonnedi ca
Code Orange One was the closest | could cone to describing it. Did | do wong?”

“You didn't,” said O Mara. Its eyes were no longer partially covered by their |lids and Cha
Thrat could hear the sound of its fingers tapping as if it was inpatient to use the call keys.
“Return to the departnent at once. Discuss your suspicions with Padre Lioren and Lieutenant
Brait hwaite and pool your information until | arrive. Of.”

When t he Sommaradvan’s image flicked off his screen, O Mara asked for the |ocation and
duty roster of Senior Physician Prilicla and found that the C nrusskin was awake and about to

begin its day. When faced with the possibility of a nonnedical illness, an enpathic doctor should
know best .

It was three hours later. For various nonmedi cal reasons, |like the pressures of his new
adm nistrative job spilling over into his free tine, O Mara had already m ssed two nights’ sleep

H s mnd ached fromchasing itself in circles and he woul d have given a good chunk of his nonth's
salary if he could have allowed hinself the luxury of a large, jawdislocating yawn. |nstead he
hel d up one hand for silence and | ooked slowy fromBraithwaite to Cha Thrat to Lioren and finally
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at Prilicla, the only person there who knew exactly how tired he felt, and tried to speak like an
adm ni strator rather than the chief psychol ogi st three of them thought they knew and | oat hed.

“My conplinments on the psychol ogical detective work all of you have performed,” he said,
“and on the evidence you have gat hered, which seens to point to an inpossible conclusion. But now
we have to stop rem nding each other endlessly of how inmpossible it is and do sonething about the
si tuation.

“I'tem” he went on. “We have three nenbers of the nedical staff and another who is
currently being assessed for ny job and who may or nay not become a staff menber. Wthout prior
behavi oral indications, it and several other nenbers of the staff have suddenly exhibited
xenophobi a of a degree which cannot be tolerated in this hospital and nust, if |left untreated,
lead to their dismissal. About twenty other nenbers of the staff, whom| amignoring for the
monent, are displaying simlar synptonms at a lower intensity. So we are faced with evidence that
sone formof mental contagion is present in the hospital which, by its very nature, is inpossible.

“But if two inexplicable events occur at the same time? he said, “there is a strong
possibility that they have a common cause. And when four or nore of themoccur within a few days
of each other, that possibility becones a probability anmounting to virtual certainty. So let us
consi der how this inpossible, nonnedical, nmental disorder entered the hospital and howit is being
propagat ed. Wel|?”

Braithwaite | ooked toward Prilicla, giving the senior physician the chance to speak first,
but plainly the enpath was feeling his inpatience. It waved a delicate insectile hand for himto
go on.

“Sir? said Braithwaite, “if it is a contagious di sease, whether nedical or mental, then we
nmust assune the presence of a carrier who was originally infected and is transmtting the disease
to everyone it contacts. But this disease isn't behaving |like that, because so far the evidence
points to a single source with the victinms exhibiting dimnishing degrees of infection depending
on the time they spent, or are presently spending, in contact with the source, whom| believe-we
can now i dentify?

Cha Thrat dipped its head in agreenment, Lioren nade a gesture with its nedial hands that
meant the sanme thing, and Prilicla, who usually tried to agree with everyone so as to keep the
anmbi ent enotional radiation pleasant, did nothing.

“Co on? said O Mara inpatiently.

“The source? Braithwaite continued, “has to be the recently arrived VBGM cl assi fication
pati ent Tunneckis fromKerm who is recuperating frombrain surgery and postoperative enotiona
conplications, which Dr. Cerdal asked for and was given ny permission to treat. The Kerni are a
tel epathic species and this, in my opinion, is the crucial datum

“Dr. Cerdal ? he went on, “has spent several hours every day, the longest tinme that anyone
has spent in its conpany, interviewi ng the patient, so far without any success in solving its
probl ems. But Cerdal, without any previous history of nental disorder, is displaying synptons of
xenophobi a so severe that it has been confined to its quarters. Less seriously affected are the
Il ensan PVSJ charge nurse Valleschni, who has ward responsibility for Tunneckis’s aftercare and
who checks on its condition at frequent intervals, and the Earth-hunan DBDG trai nee nurse, Patel
who was also in regular attendance checking the wound dressings, serving neals, and such. These
three have been withdrawn fromduty and confined to their quarters, as have the people who were
fighting in the dining hail. Their synptons were not as marked as the others, but they had no
cl ose contact with the patient and were sinply on duty nearby. Wuld you all agree that this
suggests that the nmental infection or whatever it is has a single radiant source and that its
effects are tinme-cunulative? Not only that, the sudden worsening of the observed synptons in
everyone concerned suggests that the source is strengthening and increasing its effective range.
But how do we isolate a nonmaterial infection?

“Doctor? Braithwaite said, turning suddenly to face Priicia, “is there anything in the
enotional radiation of the peripheral victins you observed whi ch suggests ot herw se?”
“No, friend Braithwaite,” said Prilicia, “it is as you say. There is a coarsening, a |ack

in the nore subtle shading and structuring of their enpotions, as if the finer and, for want of a
better word to describe it to a non-enpath, nore civilized feelings are being stripped away.
However, renoval fromthe source seens to have halted the process, which may be reversible. The
mnd as well as the body has ways of rebuilding itself, but perhaps | amerring on the side of
optimsm”

It | ooked at O Mara for a nonent, then went on, “This is a nice piece of observation and
deduction on the Lieutenant’s part, friend O Mara, and | hope it will be rewarded accordingly. Now
I know why you would not allow me to approach Tunneckis for an enotional reading even though the
results mght have been hel pful. You were afraid | might catch it, whatever it is.”
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“That was the Lieutenant’s idea, too,” said O Mara, scowing and refusing to join in
conmplimenting his subordinate, “and |I'’mstill thinking about how best to give himhis just deserts
whi | e maki ng sure he doesn’t enjoy them”

O Mara knew that Prilicla was fully aware of his feeling of admration for the quality of
Braithwaite’s work but he had, after all, a reputation for nastiness to naintain. The enpath
returned its attention to the Lieutenant. A faint trenmor began to nove along its |inmbs and w ngs.

“l feel your suspicions, friend Braithwaite? it said. “Wat is troubling you?

“What troubles ne,” Braithwaite said, “is that, apart fromviewing its operation and being
asked to provide psychiatric postoperative support, we know nothi ng about Patient Tunneckis. Wy
was the patient isolated in the first place? Was soneone al ready suspi ci ous about what m ght
happen and taki ng precautions? Doctor Priiicla, it is inpossible to hide enotional radiation from
you. As an enpath, have you been able to pick up any feelings fromanyone regardi ng this case,
feelings that nmay have a bearing on the problemand that you are at liberty to disclose? O better
still, do you yourself know anything at all about the patient’s enotional background?”

The trenmor in Prilicla’s wings and | egs spread to its fragile, egg-shell body.

“Your feeling of suspicion is unjustified, friend Braithwaite? it said. “The isolation of
the patient was intended to mninize the level of telepathic noise generated by its medical staff,
noise that it may no longer be able to hear. But | can tell you a little nore about the case.

CHAPTER 31

By the tine Priicla had finished telling themeverything it knew and they had devised a
pl an, not for solving the problembut for finding a nethod of containing it in the hope that an
answer m ght sonehow be found, O Mara was feeling nore than usually irascible through | ack of
sleep. As it was, the partial solution was going to turn a |arge nunber of the hospital’s nedical
mai nt enance, and security staff on their collective ear and even the new, self-assured Braithwaite
coul d not be expected to order so many senior staff around wi thout someone telling himexactly
where to put his instructions. That was why O Mara kept the Lieutenant at his side while he nade
noi ses like a hospital adm nistrator to the person primarily responsible for the ness.

It was strange, he thought as the long-famliar Earth-hunan face appeared on his
vi ewscreen, how many of the hospital’s past energenci es had begun by this nman either trying to do
or often doing the nedically inpossible.

“Conway,” O Mara said sourly, “you and your telepathic patient have really landed us in it
this time. Arrangenents are being nmade as we speak to isolate Tunneckis fromall contact with the
medi cal and mai nt enance staff. Except for the few minutes spent with it by the bare m ni num
personnel needed to nmeke its isolation as confortable as possible, it is not to be approached by
any living person. Renpte-controlled nonitoring and nedical -treatnent servos and a nobile food
di spenser will be provided. Fortunately it has recovered sufficiently to use its own toilet
facilities. If you have any other patients on Levels One-Ni nety-N ne through Two-ZeroThree, they
aren’t there anynore and you'll probably find themon Two-Ei ghty-Five. But first | have orders for
you whi ch rmust be obeyed without argument or delay if-"

“Wait? Conway broke in. “You can’'t do that. | have three patients in that area and one of
themis tricky.... Dammt, this isn't a convenient time for holding a stupid evacuation drill. You
shoul d have consulted ne first. So forget your bloody orders, O Mara, and tell ne what the hell is
goi ng on!”

Li stening to such an angry exchange between two of the hospital’s top people was a brand-
new experience for Braithwaite, and he was | ooking very unconfortable. Before O Mara could reply,
the Lieutenant | eaned forward so as to bring his face into visual range of O Mara's conmuni cat or
and tried to pour a little diplomatic oil over a manner that his chief’s fatigue was naki ng nore
abrasi ve than usual .

“Sir? he said quietly, with an apologetic glance at O Mara beside him “a dangerous
situation has arisen which, anpbng other things, has caused us to lose a |lot of sleep and caused
tenpers to fray while we tracked it to its source. Rather than waste tinme trying to tell you about
it in detail, | suggest you speak with Dr. Prilicla, who is now fully informed and who will be
able to describe the emergency nmuch better than we can. There is nothing to stop you attending
your other patients once their new |l ocations are known, and Adnministrator O Mara doesn’t wish to
gi ve of fense

“Hah!” said Conway.

..... but? Braithwaite continued firmy, “he nust still forbid Diagnostician Thornnastor
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Seni or Physician Prilicla, and yourself physical contact with patient Tunneckis. Security has
orders to forbid access to this patient by any sapient life-forms or any approach to wthin one
hundred nmeters in any direction of its present |ocation, although we expect this distance limt to
be reviewed and extended in the light of further reports on the progress of the infection. Wth
respect, sir, you, too, nust be bound by these orders.”

“Wth respect, Lieutenant,” said Conway, “what bloody infection? Tunneckis isn't infected
with anything. | suppose you could best describe the case as a road traffic accident, or naybe as
an act of its planetary God. It was just driving hone when its ground vehicle was struck by
i ghtning. Tunneckis wasn’t even sick.”

“I't is now,” said Braithwaite very seriously. “W have incontrovertible evidence that a
formof nmental contagion is radiating from Tunneckis's present |ocation and that, according to Dr.
Prilicla, who is charting the rate of expansion for us, it is spreading at an accelerating rate
into the adjacent |evels of the hospital and beyond. In effect, it seems to strip away the nore
sensitive layers of consciousness, those which we use to nake friends, or to trust rather than
fear strangers, and, in short, enable us to behave like civilized individuals. | nmentioned earlier
to you that Tunneckis might not be telepathically dunb. Now we know that it is producing a |oud,

i ncoherent, telepathic shout that is slowy destroying the minds within its increasing range. W
don’t know what the final stage will be, alnost certainly a condition of ranpant xenophobia with
possi bly a descent into pre-sapience. That is why we cannot allow the hospital’s best nedica
mnds to be affected, because we will need themto find a solution.

“1f they can? he added.

“lgnore the Lieutenant’s clunsy attenpt at flattery, Conway,” O Mara joined in suddenly.
“According to Prilicla, it was you agreeing to accept and treat the hospital’s first Kernma patient
that got us into this ness, so you can use your fine mnd to help us get out of it. Right?”

Conway frowned, then nodded.”But it isn't a nmedical condition? he said. “It’s a, a state
of mind in an enotionally disturbed patient who happens to be a telepath. Wat is Psychol ogy
Depart ment doi ng about it?”

“All we can? O Mara replied.

“COF course you are? said Conway. “I’'Il talk to Prilicla at once. And Thornnastor, who's
al so involved. But if this nmental infection is radiating and strengthening as you say, how | ong
before we start transferring patients to another hospital ?”

“Or nove Tunneckis out of this one?” said O Mara. “But if its present condition continues

to worsen, | doubt whether the Kermi or anyone else will want it. You have to find the answer to
this one, Doctor, or you'll be faced with an interesting and very urgent ethical dilema.”
Braithwaite cleared his throat and | ooked back to O Mara. “It mght not be all that
urgent, sir? he said. “lI didn't have the opportunity to get your approval, but | used your nane
freely with the engi neering and nedi cal -technol ogy people to put themto work on a tenporary
solution. They are currently nodifying a four-person survival pod I-1 mean we-conmandeered from

one of the Orligian supply ships and are installing Kerma |ife-support, medical nonitoring, and
the equi pment that will enable the pod to be supplied and serviced by renote-control devices
sensitive enough for patient care. That will take themat |east three days. They might trima few
hours of f that estimate, sir, if you were to speak sternly to themin person

O Mara’s imedi ate reaction should have been to Ilift the skin off the Lieutenant’s back
with a tongue-lashing for using his superior’s nane and rank without permission. But it was a good
i dea that he m ght have thought of hinmself given time, and his feelings were too desensitized with
fatigue to be hurt.

I nstead he just nodded and said, “I'lIl do that.”

“Wth Tunneckis in the pod outside the hospital ? Braithwaite went on, turning back to
Conway on the screen, “You can maintain the medical treatment necessary at |long range while the
department tries to provide psychotherapy over the comunicator. Dr. Prilicla will tell us if and
when the patient has to be noved farther out.”

Conway shook his head, in puzzlenment rather than negation, and said, “Wll done,
Li eutenant; at least that will give us tine to think. But how can a case that began as a sinple
vehi cul ar casualty with suspected brain injuries turn suddenly into sonething that, w thout the
pati ent being aware of what it’'s doing, is sucking out the higher levels of intelligence and
sensitivity fromthe people around it |ike sonme kind of mental black hole? This doesn’'t make sense

“Wth respect, sir,” said Braithwaite, “what was the exact nature of its injuries?”

“Apart from m nor scorching of the body surface, which was healing well before it was
admtted,” said Conway, apparently taking no offense at a nmere lieutenant daring to question a
seni or diagnostician, “I couldn’t find anything serious enough to treat. The problemwas an
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impairment of its telepathic faculty, which we couldn't cure, acconpanied by a major psychol ogi ca
conmponent to the case which we passed to Psychology to see if you people could help.”

“Then the condition may have been present before Tunneckis arrived here,” said
Braithwaite, still saying all the things O Mara was too tired to say, “and you just inherited the
probl em wi thout knowing it was there.”

“A conforting thought? said Conway, dividing his attention between them “but as the
physi ci an-in-charge |I'm | ooking for answers, not excuses for ny negative behavior. First |’ m going
to contact the Monitor base on Kermfor nore details on Tunneckis's accident, and to find out if
anything like this has ever happened there in the past and what, if anything, the Kerm were able
to do about it. Even with a triple-A nedical -energency coding, that will take several hours. In
the meantinme I'Il talk to Priicla and the nedical and engineering teans to get a detail ed
assessnent of the extent of this nonmedical contagion and its rate of progression, then call a
nmeeting with the senior staff concerned for this tine tonorrow in the adnministrator’s conference
room That will inpress themw th the inportance we’'re placing on this job. Sorry for making free
with your offices, sir, but as you know, in an energency of this kind it is the nedic in charge
who has the rank?

He smiled faintly and went on, “lI wouldn't presune to give you an order, Adm nistrator
O Mara, but ny present nedical advice is to stop working and even thinking and catch up on your
sl eep while you can. For the next few days we’'re going to need your fresh, rested, devious, and
nasty mind. Yours, too, Lieutenant. Of.”

In the event, O Mara thought, his stale, partially rested, devious, and nasty nind had
very little to contribute during the first two hectic hours of that neeting, and Braithwaite, who
al ways | ooked fresh and rested, did nothing but listen attentively to the sonetinmes heated
exchanges between the senior engineering and nedical staff.

Maj or Okambi of Engineering reported good progress with the installation of the Kerma
VBGM s |ife-support and medi cal nonitoring because it was a sinple, warm bl ooded oxygenbreat her
but its small body mass neant that the |ong-stay furnishings, comunicator, and facilities had to
be nodified to fit its tiny digits, and the fact that it could be approached only by a variety of
renotely controlled devices neant that the pod’'s entry lock had to be completely rebuilt. Okanbi
said that his people were doing their best, but the original three-day estimate had been a trifle
optimstic and the pod would not be operational for at |east five days.

Prilicla, its linbs trembling with the effort of saying sonething that woul d cause
unpl easant enotional radiation, said, “At its present rate of propagation, friend Ckanbi, in five
days we will have to evacuate eight |evels above and bel ow friend Tunneckis’s present |ocation
The inconvenience to patients and staff during the transfer of treatnent and catering facilities
will be inmense, because the levels to be vacated will also include the main dining hall. If the
hospital personnel are not to risk their nminds as well as their digestive processes, the food-
service operation will have to be made fromthe ward kitchens or to the staff living quarters.
Shoul d your estinmate overrun by a single day, the hospital’s entire kitchen and food-storage | eve
woul d have to be evacuated as well. That woul d add considerably to the al ready serious
di sruption.”

The enpath’s trenbling increased as its words caused an upsurge of unpl easant enotiona
radiation in the room Mst of it, O Mara thought as he | ooked at the faces whose expressions he
could read, nust be the dark negation of barely controlled fear for the personal safety of
t hensel ves and t he thousands of beings who were their direct responsibility. It was Okamnbi who
spoke first.

“l know we’re supposed to care for our patients, Doctor~' he said angrily, “but this one
is causing trouble out of all proportion to its individual inportance. Wiy don't you just chalk it
up as one of the few failures and send it home?”

“Sir,” said Braithwaite before the other could reply, “you're forgetting the nature of the
patient’s disease. By the tinme the ship got back to Kerm the crew m ght not have enough of their
mnds left toland it. And if they did, we would be returning a being that is capabl e of
destroyi ng Kerma mnds over a presently unknown but |arge radius, perhaps even their entire
civilization.” Turning to Prilida, he said, “Doctor, is there any possible way to contain this
nonnmat eri al contagi on other than by sheer distance? By enclosing it in a nodified hush field,
per haps, that deadens nental rather than sound radiation?”

“That was the first thing we tried, Lieutenant,” said Ckanbi inpatiently. “Tel epathy uses
a delicate, organic transnmitter and recei ver whose radi ati on cannot so far be reproduced, rmnuch
| ess shielded.” He | ooked at O Mara. “You've had several sessions by communicator with Dr. Cerdal
the first and so far worst-affected victim as well as Tunneckis itself. |Is there any possibility
of a psychiatric solution?”
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O Mara shook his head. “Unfortunately, Dr. Cerdal is a clear case of mind being ruled by
enotion rather than reason, and the enotions are those of a frightened child being plagued by the
nmost horrible nightmares, the other-species nightmares all around it who are trying to help. Its
xenophobia is extreme. My staff talked to the others who had shorter exposure to Tunneckis. They
exhibit the sane synptons in | esser degree depending on their distance and total tinme of exposure,
whi ch appears to be cunulative. Tunneckis itself is enotionally disturbed, conpletely and utterly
despairing as a result of the accident that left it telepathically deaf and dumb. For severa
mnutes at a time it is coherent and communicative, but is so far unresponsive to ny attenpts at
providing therapy. It is totally unaware of the mental havoc it is causing. Unless | can think of
a strong therapeutic reason for telling it, | intend not to do so because, well, it feels bad
enough al ready:’

For a nmonent the personality, feelings, and nenories of Marrasarah surged into the
forefront of his mnd. The loss of fur nobility was the worst thing short of death that could
happen to a once-beautiful Kelgian, but Tunneckis’'s situation was much worse. He found hinsel f
blinking a couple of tines to clear a sudden fogginess in his vision, but he tried to conceal the
pain and anger in his voice with a thick | ayer of sarcasm when he spoke.

“I't would be a nice change if ny psychol ogi sts instead of you wonder-working doctors coul d
produce a nedical mracle~ he said, dividing his attention between Conway, Thornnastor, and
Prilicla, “but the very best we can do is sal vage what we can froma m nd danaged as a result of
the original accident, or by your subsequent surgical intervention, or both. Even if it is
successful, the psychotherapy would be palliative, an attenpt to help the patient nmake the best of
its sensory inpairment, and not curative. Its present condition was the result of physical trauna
the shock of a lightning strike, and the effect that had on its brain or nervous system So the
problemis basically a nmedical one and the primary responsibility for solving it is yours.

Thor nnast or began stanping angrily with its nmedial feet, while Prilicla s trenbling
i ncreased. Conway junped to his feet, then sat down again and said quietly, “Sir, we're not trying
to shift responsibility here. It is ours and we accept it, but that doesn’'t hel p solve the
problem As the chief psychol ogist as well as the administrator, what do you suggest we do?”

O course you're not trying to shift the responsibility, O Mara thought wyly, except to
make me responsible for finding the answer. Al oud, he said, “The serious postoperative
devel opnents in this case may be blinding you to sone of the factors of the original causation
Patient Tunneckis’'s condition is rare, perhaps unique, and certain)ynothinglike it has occurred in
recent Kerma history Wiy is this? What is there different about the physical circunstances or the
surroundi ngs or some other undi scovered factor of Tunneckis’s accident that did not happen, or
per haps coul d not have happened, in the past?

“Are you sure you have all the facts, Doctors?”

Thor nnastor stopped vibrating the floor with its feet. Prilicla s trenbling di m nished.
Conway was frowning and | ooki ng as though he was thinking hard. But O Mara wasn’'t finished with
them yet.

“As chief psychol ogist |1’ve probably known what you have been thinking before you knew it
your sel ves,” he said, |ooking at each of themin turn, “but as your hospital adm nistrator |'m
obliged to nmake the position and the decisions required of you as clear and unequi vocal as
possi bl e. Sector General may be faced with the greatest threat in its history, not to its
structure but to its personnel and continued exi stence as the greatest nulti-species hospital in
the Federation. The duration of this threat is presently unknown and totally dependent on the life
expect ancy of patient Tunneckis, which is likely to be short and nentally unpleasant if it is
condemmed to solitary confinenent inside a vast, deserted hospital with only robot devices to feed
and care for it until they malfunction beyond their ability to self-repair. So we may well be
absent fromthe hospital for only a few nonths or years.

“We nust therefore ask ourselves" he went on, “whether the indeterminate lifetime of one
patient is worth the financial and emptional cost and the physical disruption it is causing to the
establishnent, the staff, and the other patients, sonme of whom particularly the water-breathing
Chal ders and ultra-lowtenperature crystalline life-forns, may not survive the necessarily hasty
evacuation. There is a very sinple, conpletely sensible option if the answer to this problemisn't
found. It is the easiest answer to our problem although ethically it is alittle tricky, but all
of you nust have considered it or are considering it now”

O Mara paused for a nmonment, then ended grimy, “Should we assist patient Tunnekis to
term nate painlessly without further waste of tinme?”

Prilicla s body was shaking in the enptional gale that was sweeping the room O Mara
| ooked at it apologetically, knowing that it would know exactly how he was feeling, too. But
strangely, the enotional radiation was causing the enpath’s quivering body gradually to grow
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still.
“Friend O Mara,” it said finally, “there is nobody here or, | believe, anywhere else in
the hospital, who will accept that option.”

CHAPTER 32

Patient Tunneckis was transferred fromthe ot herw se enpty recovery ward and through the
silent and deserted adjoining levels to the original ORon a renotely controlled litter and
i mobilized on the operating table. Sensor pads were attached to its oval, sluglike body and it
was prepped for the operation, all w thout being touched by human or any other hands. It was
totally relaxed by the local anesthetic but it was and would rermain fully consci ous.

Watching it intently on a large |lecture screen ten |levels away were Diagnhostici ans Conway
and Thornnastor, Senior Physician Prilicla, Lieutenant Braithwaite, and O Mara hinself. It was
O Mara who spoke first, and solely to the patient.

“Tunnecki s~ he said with gentle reassurance, “we are trying to cure you. Even though you
may think that you are telepathically deaf and dunb you are not, at |east not conpletely. Since
shortly after you arrived here you have been unknowingly transmtting a continuous, sense-free
tel epathic shout, a sound so |oud, so intensely unpl easant and far-reaching that our mnedical staff
and patients have had to be noved beyond its range. That is why renptely controlled devices
i nstead of people have been taking care of you.”

Besi de him he heard Conway give a quiet, incredulous grunt at his massive understatenment
of the situation. O Mara ignored himand went on, “But if you can still use your telepathic
faculty to shout then it is not conpletely lost. That is promi sing because it may be only a short
step frombeing able to shout to being able to speak, and listen, normally. That is why the
hospital’s two best doctors are going into your brain to try to rectify the fault. You will be
fully conscious during the operation, but as the brain interior has no pain receptors you should
feel no physical disconfort. You may, however, feel sensory changes while the doctors are working
there. It would be helpful if you told us what they are or how they are affecting your nind

Tennecki s, do you agree to us performng this operation and will you help us during it?”

He knew that they were going to do the operation anyway, with or without the patient’s
cooperation, but it would be kinder to let it think that it still had a say in the matter

“I'"'m I'"mafraid" the distant Tunneckis replied. It nade a | ow, hissing sound that did not
translate, then went on, “I'"mafraid of this place, and your cold, shiny, clicking nachines that
do things to nme, and of all the horrible people in the hospital including you. Mstly |I'mafraid
of going on living this way. Please, | just want this black, awful, continual fear of everybody
and everything to stop.”

O Mara thought of Dr. Cerdal as he had seen it |ast, heavily sedated but still babbling

and crying and conpletely out of control, and of the others, who had had | ess protracted contact
with Tunneckis and who were in proportionately better shape. He could have said that he understood
because others were feeling the sane intense and unreasoning fear of all those around themthat
mani fested itself as mani c xenophobi a, but that would have been adding guilt to the patient’s
al ready crushing nmental | oad.

Instead he said gently, “W want to cure you, Tunneckis, and renove the cause of that
fear. WIIl you help us?”

The silence seened to |last nuch | onger than the few seconds shown on the roonis
chrononeter, but finally the answer cane.

“Yes.”

O Mara gave an al nost expl osive sigh of relief and | ooked away fromthe screen
Brait hwaite was | ooking quietly pleased, Thornnastor was stanping a forefoot against the floor in
agitation, the enotional radiation fromsone person or persons in the roomwas giving Prilicla the
shakes agai n, and Conway was frowning and chewing at his lower lip. O Mara sighed again nore
quietly.

“Conway,” he said dryly, “lI know the signs. You are thinking about doing sonething stupid.
Vel | ?”

“1’ve been too busy to thank you properly or bring you up to date on the |ater
devel opnents" said Conway quickly. “That was a really good steer you gave us about reinvestigating
Tunnecki s’ s accident. The Oligian nmedical officer on Kermbase was once a forensic scientist, and
it took the scene of the crinme-1 mean the accident-and related circunstances apart and used a
ni croscopi ¢ sieve on the evidence. It sent us detail ed anal yses of the netal structure-the

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...ector%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (98 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:32 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

paddi ng, and even the body paintwork of Tunneckis's groundcar follow ng the lightning strike, and
of an undamaged vehicle of the same type. There were also the results of a conpl ete physica

exanmi nation on a normally healthy Kerm volunteer to serve as an organi c benchnmark. But it was you
who pointed us in the right direction in the first place and.

“Flattery doesn’t work on ne,” O Mara broke in sharply, “so get to the point.”

“The point" said Conway, beginning to sound excited, “is that nothing Iike the Tunneckis
acci dent had ever happened before because their technology isn't advanced and ground vehicles are
a recent devel opnment. The brief, ultra-high tenperature and exposure to the electrical discharge
of the lightning strike vaporized sections of the internal padding so that toxic nmaterial was
i nhal ed and eventually circulated to the brain. Mstakenly | thought that the mnor scorching of
Tunnecki s’ s body surface was the only synmptom But now | know differently, and Thornnastor has
come up with a specific that will detoxify the brain area involved. I'"mconfident-well, let's say
I”mguardedly optimnmistic-of effecting a cure.

O Mara | ooked at himsteadily for a nmonent, then said, “You are about to say ‘but.’”

“But it will be very delicate work" said Conway, “work | would rather not do at a distance

with renmptely controlled instrunents. It will have to be a hands-on job. | fully realize the risks
of a |l engthy exposure to Tunneckis's nental contagion, but | don’t foresee it being a |ong
operation. Sir, I'll have to be there.”

“And |I" said Thornnastor and Prilicla, practically nmaking it a duet.

O Mara was silent for a nonment. He was wondering how it would feel at first hand, rather
than listening to Cerdal or the others trying to describe it, when the higher levels of one’s m nd
began to dissolve away and one becane nore and nore suspicious and afraid of all the other-species
staff in the hospital, people he had known and respected and liked for a great nany years. He took

afirmgrip on the mind he still had and spoke.
“And |,” he said gruffly. “Sonebody will be needed there with enough sense to pull the
plug if we ook Iike we're running out of tinme.” He turned to Prilicla. “But not you, little

friend. You will stay well clear and only fly in for a few seconds at fifteen-mnute intervals to
moni tor and report on our enotional radiation. You will be aware of troubl e devel opi ng | ong before
we are. And if you detect the slightest sign of a coarsening of the intellect, or insensitive or
ill mannered or antisocial behavior, no matter what we say to you or how we excuse it, you tell the
security teamto pull us out at once. |Is that understood?”

“Yes, friend O Mara" said the enpath.

Thornnastor stanped three of its feet in rapid succession and turned one of its eyes
toward Conway. Aged Tralthans were notoriously hard of hearing and assumed ot her species to be the
same, with the result that its whisper was | oud and penetrati ng.

“Insensitive and rn-nmannered behavior,” it said. “Wth O Mara, how will we know the
di fference?”

OR One-Twelve was in all respects ready and waiting for themas Conway, Thornnastor, and
O Mara entered and nmoved quickly to their positions. The microsurgery instrunents, high-
magni fi cati on scanner, the recorder, and Pathol ogy’s nodified crystalline suspension had been
checked and doubl e-checked at a distance so that all they had to do was go to work.

Wt hout wasting tine.

“Try to relax, Tunneckis,” said O Mara reassuringly. “This time we know where we’'re goi ng
because we’ve been there before. The entry-wound area will be anesthetized and there will be no
physi cal sensation frominside your brain. Talk to me whenever you feel like it, and don't worry.
Ready?”

“Yes,” said Tunneckis, “I think.”

Once again the big operating screen showed the trenmendously magnified view fromthe
i nternal vision pickup as Conway’s instruments negotiated the cavernous inner ear, pierced the
nmenbr ane, and opened a path into the area of the telepathic faculty. Sweating with the effort of
maki ng hi s hands nove even nore slowy inside the reduction gauntlets, Conway went into the series
of liquid-filled, interconnected tunnels with the slender-stenmed clusters of crystalline flowers
growing fromtheir nottled pinkand-yellow walls and stirring in the m croscopic turbul ence caused
by the invading instrunents.

Even to O Mara's untutored eye they didn't | ook healthy.

“This is a ness,” said Conway in unknowi ng confirmation. “The mi stake we made during the
first op was in analyzing, reproducing, and replacing the anbient fluid and crystal structures
wi thout realizing that they were contam nated by a hi gher than normal concentration of toxic
material, the conplex of vaporized netal and plastic inhaled by the patient follow ng the
lightning strike to its vehicle, that was carried by the bl ood supply fromthe lungs to the brain
Thornnastor has injected a specific which has neutralized the toxicity and no nore will be
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arriving. But we can't sinply suck out the contaninated fluid and replace it with the new materia
in case enptying the area coll apses or otherw se damages the brain structure. So we’'ll have to do
both at the sanme tine and gradually dilute and replace the old, contam nated fluid with the proper
m x of minerals and trace elenents which will enable the crystals to regrow in their correct but
inevitably still slightly toxic nedium

“AS you can see, there are two distinct types of crystals present

One type was a snmall, stunted, alnpbst colorless crystalline flower that barely filled the
cupli ke receptor on the top of its stalk, O Mara saw. The other was | arge and dark red and
overhung its cup-shaped attachment point |ike a m sshapen bl ack cabbage. He was pretty sure of
whi ch one was responsible for the nental contagi on spreadi ng throughout the hospital, and again
Conway was agreeing with him

..... My guess is that the snaller, |ess devel oped type are the tel epathic receptors”
Conway went on, “and the larger, which have been growi ng out of control in the contaminated fluid
since we were last in here, are the transmitters that are radiating the continuous tel epathic
shouting that is causing our other problens. We’l|l have to renbve themfromtheir stal ks, very
carefully, and withdraw themw th the contanminated fluid. Dammit, there are a |ot of them How are
we for tine? And how is the patient?”

“You have been working for half an hour,’

said Prilicla, who had flown silently into the

room “During my last visit you were all too busy to notice ne so | left w thout speaking when |
found that the enotional-radiation |evels were optimm”
“Hal f an hour?” said Conway, incredulously. “It shows how fast tinme passes when you're

enj oyi ng yoursel f.”

“Conway!” said O Mara sharply. “That was a particularly insensitive remark to nake in the
presence of a conscious patient, especially one who night not understand Earth-human sarcasm

“I'nsensitive?” said Conway, |ooking suddenly worried. “Am | being.., affected?”

“l don’t think so, friend Conway" Priicla broke in. “Your enotional radiation, |ike that
of everyone else here, is being distorted by fear, but it is diffuse and nay be based on your
general fear for the patient’s well-being. Friend Tunneckis is also feeling intense fear, but that
is normal for the circunstance and it is trying hard to keep it under control.”

“And | do understand sarcasm” Tunnecki s added, “wherever it originates, so an apology is
unnecessary.”

Conway gave a short, relieved | augh and was back at work before it ended.

The procedure was sl ow, painstaking, and seemingly endless. As Conway used his
m croi nstrunents carefully to crush and detach the large crystals fromtheir stalks, large only
because of the ultra-high magnification, and withdraw themthrough a tiny suction tube, O Mara
thought that it was |ike watching a particularly inefficient underwater vacuum cl eaner at work.
But with the crystalline debris was going a neasured quantity of the toxin-filled liquid that
Thornnastor was replacing with the uncontanmi nated fluid in which, they were hoping, the new,
healthy crystals would grow. Slowy and steadily the proportion of toxic material was di ni nishing,
and it seened that a few of the crystalline flowers of both kinds were attaching thenselves to
enpty stal ks. Conway was sweating in concentration and all four of Thornnastor’s eyes were
directed at its instrunents. Prilicla paid four nore visits but canme and went without comment. It
was not until the seventh visit that it spoke.

“The security detail is standing by at a safe distance" it said, nmaintaining a stable
hover just inside the entrance, “but they can be here within three mnutes. | nust rem nd you that
you have been in close proximty to your patient for nearly two hours and-"

“No, dammit!” Conway broke in. “We could be nearly there. |I'’mnot stopping now. "

“Nor |" runbl ed Thornnastor.

“The anbi ent enotional radiation here is-” Prilicla began, when Conway broke in again.

“Thornnastor,” he said urgently, “if our enpathic friend calls in the security heavies,
will you block the door with your body? They won't dare do anything too violent to the hospital’s
seni or diagnostician even if our admnistrator tells them otherw se. Ri ght?”

“Ri ght" said Thornnastor

“Your administrator,” said OMara firmy, “will order themto keep their distance.~~

Conway’ s expression was puzzled but very pleased as he | ooked up briefly at O Mara and
then at Prilicla before going on, “Please listen to me. |'mnot afraid of anybody here, or
anywhere else for that matter. There's no xenophobia that |'maware of.. " For a noment his voice
was tinged with doubt. ‘~ . . unless losing ny tenper like this with a good friend is an early
synptom But | don't feel that there’s anything wong with ny nmind. Howis the patient feeling?”

“l know exactly what and how you feel, friend Conway" said Prilicla, “and friend Tunneckis
is feeling frightened, disoriented, and badly confused.”

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harryl/...ctor%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (100 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:32 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

“Tunnecki s" said Conway urgently, “what’s happeni ng?”

“l don’t know what’'s happening,” the other replied angrily. “My mind is flashing pictures
and sounds. They are di sconnected, unrelated, and, and nonverbal. What, what did you just do to
me?”

“I't would take too long to explain right now,” Conway replied, “but | intend doing it
again for as long as | can.” Keeping his hands inside the stepdown gauntlets and his eyes fixed on
the operating screen, he said excitedly, “The patient’s reaction proves it. W' re beginning to get
results.”

“Friend Conway, | don’t know what's happening, either" said Prilicla. “Based on the staff
di stance and exposure tables we worked out for friend Tunneckis's telepathic, ah, shouting, all of
you shoul d be showi ng marked changes in enotional radiation and behavi or by now. |nstead your
synptonms, with one exception, are minimal. | can only attribute this to the presence of severa
tape-donor entities within your mnds. These tapes, which are the recordings of the past donors
know edge and nmenories, are not subject to nodification by a nmental influence of the present, so
they may be serving as a nmental anchor for the minds concerned. As diagnosticians in possession of
many nmind partners, you are being kept stable by the thoughts and feelings of your taped entities.
But this is buying you only a little time, how nuch exactly | can’'t say, because | can already
feel your minds being affected. You will need to | eave soon.”

“And one of us,” said Conway, with his eyes still fixed on the operating screen, “is not a
di agnosti cian. Administrator, for your own nental safety you nust |eave at once. You can talk to
the patient by conmmuni cator, and keep Security off our backs, when you're at a safe distance.”

“No,” said O Mara

Prilicla was the only person in the hospital who knew that O Mara had a m nd partner, one
single nental anchor called Marrasarah that might or might not save his sanity, but the enpath was
sworn to silence on that subject. One strong-willed, Kelgian anchor, he told hinself, should be
enough. He knew that Prilicla was feeling his doubts, but it left wthout nmentioning them

It was insidious.

He was wat chi ng Conway and Thornnastor at work and trying with little success to find
reassuring words to say to Tunneckis, whose confusion and fear and despair hung around it |ike an
unseen, smothering, and terrifying cloud that was al nost pal pable. He felt a growing urge to | eave
the room if only to get the chance to breathe sone clean air. Mre and nore he found hinsel f
wondering if they were wasting their tine, and he was gradually coming to the decision that they
were. This Tunneckis creature was suffering because it had been the victimof a fluke accident
that none of its own people could do anything about, and it was wecking the sanity of the
hospital staff who were trying to cure it. One had to keep a sense of proportion in these things.
And an overgrown, sluglike, |oathsonme thing was all that Tunneckis was, a telepath who was eating
away at his mnd, a foul thing that could never go hone and nmust not be allowed to stay here. The
sol uti on was obvious, the decision sinple, and he had the rank to see that it was carried out. He
woul d tell this self-opinionated young upstart Conway and the stupid el ephant assisting himthat
the Kerma sl ug was expendabl e and to abort the procedure forthwth.

But suddenly O Mara felt afraid, nore afraid than he had ever been in his entire life. The
fear was form ess, unfocused but intense, and reinforced with a feeling of utter despair. He
didn’t want to nake a decision or give orders because he was sure Conway, who had al ways nanaged
to do things his own way, would refuse to obey them and Thornnastor would grip himin its |ong,
warty tentacles and stanp himto a pulp under its elephant’s feet. He just wanted to run away and
hi de, fromeverything and every horrible, frightening, and alien person in this terrible place.
Even Prilicla, so soft and fragile and so outwardly friendly, was forever crawling into his mnd
with its enpathic faculty and uncovering the deepest, nobst shameful feelings that nobody shoul d
ever know while it waited its chance to tell everybody the truth about him He was no good, O Mara
told himself bitterly, despairingly and fearfully, and useless to hinmself and everybody el se. He
was not hi ng.

O Mara gripped the edge of the operating table so tightly that his fingers and hands
turned white. He wasn't aware that when he spoke it was closer to being a shout of anguish

“Marrasarah, please help ne!”

Conway | ooked up, his expression furious. “You bloody fool, O Mara! Don't make sudden | oud
noi ses like that, this is a delicate operation. Wo the hell is Mrrasarah? Never mnd, just stand
there and keep quiet.”

A tiny, cool, and aloof group of brain cells that were unaffected by the stormof fear and
despair sweeping his tortured mnd noted the disrespectful words and nmanner and decided that this
was totally uncharacteristic of Conway, and that the Tunneckis contagi on was getting to him too.
Suddenly the other shouted even | ouder than had O Mara.
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“Damit, ny head!”

Conway’ s teeth were clenched and his face contorted with pain, but he had not taken his
hands out of the operating gauntlets. Then slowy he rel axed.

For some reason the intensity of O Mara's fear and despair was beginning to ease
Concerned, he said, “Wat’'s wong with your head?”

“A deep, unlocalized itching between the ears that felt as if sonebody was working in ny
brain with a wire brush,” Conway replied. Suddenly recovering his respectful manners, he went on
excitedly, “Sir, I've felt that itching sensation before. It was Tunneckis trying to conmunicate
telepathically with nontelepaths. It lasted only for an instant. Didn't you feel it, too? And hear
t he nmessage?”

“No,” said O Mara

“l felt the cranial itching,” said Thornnastor, being ponderously clinical, “but not from
bet ween ny ears, which are, as you nust know, differently situated in ny species. It was
acconpani ed by a confusion of mental noise but no nessage. Wat did it say?”

Conway had returned all of his attention to the operating screen and was speaki ng quickly
as he worked.

“I't said an awful lot in such a short tine,” he said, “and I'Il tell you all about it
| ater. Right now we need about twenty minutes to conplete this procedure and withdraw, but we
could stay here all day if need be without suffering any nental ill effects. For a while there
was off the nental rails, feeling useless and afraid and suspicious of everybody. | apol ogi ze for
anything | said. You two nust have been having sinmlar feelings. But now we're all back to norma
and our troubles, all of our troubles, are over. W can begin repopul ati ng the evacuated | evel s.
Tunneckis is no longer telepathically deaf and dunb and is feeling fine.”

“Much as | dislike having to disagree with a colleague, friend Conway,” said Prilicla as
it flewinto the roomto hover above the operating table, “lI mnmust say that you are guilty of a
gross understatement. Friend Tunneckis is radiating feelings of relief, gratitude, and intense
happi ness.”

CHAPTER 33

They net early on the following day in his old office because that was where he felt nost
confortabl e and that was where he wanted to begin saying his good-byes. Conway, Thornnastor
Prilicla, and all the nenbers of the Psychol ogy Departnment staff were distributed over the
avai l abl e furniture and nmaki ng the place | ook crowded and nore untidy than usual. Conway was
standi ng beside the big diagnostic screen and sunming up his report on the Tunneckis operation.

“...During the first procedure,” he was saying, “we assuned that analyzing the mneral and
crystal content of the brain fluid in the area and reintroducing it in concentrated formwould
encourage the natural healing process but, unknowingly at the tine, we were sinply replacing it
with nore contanminated material in a nuch higher concentration. The result was that the growh of
the clusters of pale crystals, which we now know were the telepathic receivers, becane
increasingly stunted while the darker ones, the transmitters, becane grossly enl arged,
structurally deforned, and grew out of control. In that state they were increasingly anplifying
their telepathic output, but they could not transmt thoughts, only feelings. At the tine
Tunnecki s was in bad nmental shape, fearful of its surroundings, of its unthinkable future as a
telepathic nute, and was suffering froma deep, clinical depression that seeni ngly would continue
for the rest of its life. It would be difficult for normal people |like us to inagine such depths
of despair, but we don’t have to imagine it because for a while we, and a nunber of others
beginning with the patient’s nedical attendants, shared it.

“Tunneckis felt really bad, and so did we.

“But now the patient is recuperating and feeling well, he went
on. During the few seconds when ny atrophi ed Earth-human tel epathic faculty was kicked into |ife,
we | earned a | ot about each other, and especially that it is inpossible for a telepath to lie with
the mind. The nental contagion of senseless fear and utter despair that it was broadcasting with
increasing intensity over the past days ceased with its cure and, w thout the continua
rei nforcenent of that signal, the effects will gradually di sappear. Knowi hg and agreeing with ny
idea for keeping it here for a period of clinical observation and recuperation, it also said that
bringing the nost severe cases into close proximty with it for a few hours at a time would
actively advance the curative process. | was thinking, sir, that as Cerdal is the worst-affected
being in the hospital as well as a contender for your job, you should give it the first chance
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with the Tunneckis treatnent.~~

“That will be done,” said O Mara, and added silently, But not by ne.

Conway noved away fromthe screen to sit on the edge of a Melfan rel axer before he went
on, “The base conmander on Kerm has asked ne to spend a few nonths there. It says that ny glinpse
into Tunneckis's mind will reduce their cultural contact problens as well as giving ne the chance
to gather information on native Kerma nmedicine in case another one turns up in Sector General
hopefully with sonething | ess disrupting. Maybe by the time | get back you' Il have nmade your
choice and | night be calling Dr. Cerdal ‘sir.’”

“You won’t,” said O Mara, “for two reasons. Dr. Cerdal wi shes to remain in Sector CGenera
but has withdrawn its application for the admnistrator’s position, and |I’ve already nade ny
choi ce. Having done so |I shall, of course, be |eaving the hospital as soon as suitable transport
can be arranged.”

Conway was so surprised that he nearly fell through the Melfan chair. Thornnastor made a
sound like an interrogatory foghorn; Prilicla began trenbling faintly as the Psychol ogy Depart ment
staff showed surprise in their various fashions. O Mara cleared his throat.

“I't wasn’'t an easy decision,” he said, |ooking at Padre Lioren and Cha Thrat, “but I
shoul d have realized that it was inevitable fromthe beginning. This is the first and probably the
only tine that | will say nice things to you people, because politeness doesn't cone easily to ne.
But | must say that | have, | nean had, an exceptionally fine staff. You are hardworking,
dedi cated, caring, adaptable, and imaginative .. .“ Hs eyes rested for a nonent on Braithwaite.
‘~ . . and one of you has recently displayed these qualities nore strongly than the others. Al
three of you have the nedical qualifications that are now required and, w thout exception, you are
all capable of doing the job. But as is sonetines the case with truly comm tted peopl e who have
found their purpose in life and are content, those who could do the job don’'t want it. This
applies especially to nmy successor, who will consider ny choice an honor but not an act of
ki ndness. Tough. But in his case | nust insist.

“My congratul ations, Adm nistrator Braithwaite.”

Cha Thrat and the padre made their species’ equivalent gestures of approval, Prilicla
trilled, Conway appl auded, and Thornnastor stanped all its feet in turn, softly for a Tralthan
Conway stood up suddenly and | eaned toward Braithwaite with his hand outstretched.

“Ni ce going, Adnministrator, he said. “After the way you uncovered the Tunneckis probl em
you really deserve this.” He |l aughed. “But a well-nmannered chief psychol ogi st that nobody dislikes
will take a bit of getting used to.”

Speaking for the first tine, Padre Lioren turned all its eyes on O Mara and said, “Sir,
you said that you wanted to | eave wi thout delay. The hospital has been your life for |onger than
nmost of us can renenber. |, we that is, wonder what you intend to do with the rest of that life?”

“l have plans,” he replied seriously. “They include continuing ny professional work and
living happily ever after.”

“But, sir,” Conway said, “surely you're not obliged to |l eave right away? Braithwaite wl|l
need a settling-in period of a few weeks or nore likely nmonths, and you should allow your nmind to
get used to the idea of doing nothing. O maybe you won't be allowed to sever all connections with
Sector Ceneral. W run into nonmedical problenms fromtine to time and may need you to come back
for a while on a consultancy basis. And stop shaking your head, sir. At the very |east we need
time to juggle with the staffing schedules so we can throw a proper farewell party.~~

“No,” said O Mara firmy. “No settling-in period, because the best way of doing the job is
to be dropped in at the deep end. No tenporary detachnments, no consultancies, and nost of all, no
| ong and enbarrassing farewells for soneone nobody likes. Prilicla knows ny feelings about this.

i nsist. Thank you, but no.”

Braithwaite cleared his throat. It was a polite but authoritative sound. He said, “l’'m not
an enpath like Dr. Prilicla, sir, but I know the feelings of every person in the hospital toward
you. This tinme it is | who nust insist. Your departure will be delayed by a few days because none

of the outgoing ships can take you without first clearing it with me, so there will be tine to
organi ze a farewell party that all of us wll renenber.

“As the newly appointed hospital adm nistrator,” Braithwaite added, “lI am nmaki ng that ny
first executive order.”

CHAPTER 34

Eventual |y he was allowed to board the Mnitor Corps supply ship Cranthor, a regular and
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frequest visitor to the hospital. It had an all-Tralthan crew and one passenger cabin that was
environnentally suited to Earth-human DBDGs. Those nenbers of the crew who had not met him knew
who he was and what he had been, and they were so eager to please himthat they offered to start
another farewell party on board. He told themthat he just wanted to rest w thout conpany or
conversation or entertainment tapes while he tried to recover fromthe first one. But the truth
was that he wanted to watch the vast, dazzling spectacle of the hospital conplex as it shrank to
becone a tiny, multicolored jewel in the aft viewscreen, while reninding hinmself that he was
seeing it for the last time and renenbering back to the time when he had been in a construction
gang working on the enpty structure, and the strange, weird, and exciting events and peopl e he had
met on his way up to his recent and brief appointnent and sendoff as its retiring admnistrator

The party had taken three days and two nights, because all the people who wanted to say
good- bye to himhad not been offduty at the same tine. He could not understand the reason for al
the fuss, because he knew that he was an intensely unlikable person even if he had been good at
his job, but some of the things the senior and very junior staff of many species had said to him
had al nost wrecked his enotional self-control. He had been respected nuch nore than he had ever
i magi ned and, while nobody would admt to liking much less loving him the intensity of that
di slike had manifested itself in some strange and often touchi ng ways.

Love, he thought, was supposed to be akin to hate. In their own particular fashion they
nmust have hated hi mvery nuch.

He stayed with Cranthor while it refilled its holds on Traltha, Oligia, and Nidia, but
left it there because its next destination would be a return trip to Sector Ceneral. Over the
years he had becone an expert at hopping fromship to ship and, although he was still able to
travel as a retired space officer and Sector General admnistrator, he had accrued enough back
sal ary over the years to be able to pay his way if he wanted to keep a low profile. This tinme it
wasn’'t necessary, because Korallan, a tour ship larger and better appointed and, presunably, |ess
likely to have operational nishaps than the old Kreskhallar, was berthed at Nidia’s Retlin
spaceport while its passengers saw the sights, and was due to depart for O Mara's fina
destination in three days’ tine. He was already famliar with Retlin fromearlier stopovers, but
used the time to reaccustom hinself since his |ast |eave to shopping and staying in |owceilinged
bui | di ngs where he had to bend al nost double, and to public-transport vehicles in which he had to
ei ther kneel or squat.

On the first night out he discovered that the nulti-species dining roomcontained seven
ot her Earth-human passengers, three females and four males, all of themyoung. He was given a seat
at the end of their table but deliberately avoided joining in their conversation. Unlike the
situation in Kreskhallar’s dining room this time he wasn't the only mal e show in town and he had
no intention of engaging in a shipboard romance. His |life was conplicated enough as it was.

He left the ship when it was disenbarking at Kelgia s nmain spaceport and took a private
groundcar into its capital city. The driver was used to Earth-human and nmany other strange shapes
squeezing thenselves into its vehicle and politely, for a Kelgian, described items of scenic or
architectural interest, not realizing that O Mara had traveled this way many tinmes and was al r eady
famliar with them Even so, he could not help watching as the sprawli ng expanse of Kelgia's
| argest nulti-species hospital conplex, |ooking Iike an open, beautifully |andscaped, and
aseptically clean white township, nmoved slowy past.

Even though he had never actually visited the place, every stretch of parkland, garden
and tree-shaded wal kway, as well as the layout of the wards, operating theaters, and staff
accomodation in every building, was known to himthrough the nenories of his mnd partner, who
had trai ned and served there.

Kledenth, its fur rippling in a conbination of inpatience and pl easure, was al ready
waiting for himat the entrance to its house when he paid off his driver and began stretching to
ease his stiffened | eg and back nuscles. The Kelgian indicated its own | arger and nore confortable
vehi cl e parked a few neters away.

It said, “I had to pull, as you Earth-hunans say, a few strings, but | got it. Al the
equi pnment you wanted is | oaded on board. Now, | suppose you're in a hurry to use it?”

“Eager to use it, Kledenth,” O Mara replied, “but not in a tearing hurry. This tine |I'm
not on | eave and don’'t have to return to Sector Ceneral, so hopefully I"'mon this world to stay.
There is time now, and there will be nore later, to talk to you and your famly and to thank you
yet again for everything you' ve done for us over the years. The debt for saving your fur after
that accident on Kreskhallar is nore than repaid.”

“Look at the way ny fur noves, said Kledenth. “In spite of ny age is it not beautiful ? It
could so easily have been otherwise. My |ife and successful career subsequent to that accident, ny
loving lifemate and children, | owe to your specialist know edge and gross insubordination toward
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that ship’s captain, and to the skill of the Earth-human femal e. That debt will never be repaid.
But | think you are maki ng one of your stupid and unnecessary Earth-human pretenses, so get into
my groundcar and stop wasting time being polite to soneone who doesn’t understand the concept.~~

Their vehicle was picking up speed and Kl edenth’s honme was shrinking behind themwhen it
said, “How fares the Joan entity?”

“She congratul ates you on the birth of your latest grandchild,” O Mara replied, “and she
says she is well. Reading between the Iines | could detect no evidence of serious enotional upsets
between her life-mate and herself or their two matured offspring. Her last few letters, as you
woul d put it, were showi ng happy fur.”

They had traveled nore than a nile before Kl edenth spoke again

“Myself | thought it visually quite repulsive,” it said, “but when | showed the shi pboard
phot ographs | had taken to an Earthhuman busi ness acquai ntance, it said that she was a dish and
that you had been a very fortunate man. O Mara, why didn't you continue and devel op the
rel ationship instead of..

“You know why,” said O Mara

“l know,” said the other, “but |I think you're nmad.”

O Mara smled. “lI"ma psychol ogist.”

“And a very good one,” said Kledenth. “lI know that, too. But we've arrived. | won’t go in
with you because the place nmakes nme feel very unconfortable. It remnds ne of how | might have
been.”

The Retreat was a | arge establishnment surrounded by | awns and gardens whose occupants were
hi dden by a thick screen of aromatic foliage fromthe view of chance passersby who woul d ot herw se
have been seriously distressed by seeing them O Mara used his key to open the high, opaque gate
and, carrying his luggage in one hand and the equi pnent container in the other, wal ked slowy
toward the house. He recogni zed sone of the people who were lying curled up on the grass |ike
furry question marks or undul ating between the flower beds, because he had | ong since | earned how
to tell Kelgians apart. He spoke to themin passing and sonme of themwere feeling well enough to
speak back.

Inside the building he clinbed the tiny steps of the Kelgian staircase. H's room was
exactly as he had left it a year earlier except that it was tidy and she had attached sprigs of
festive aromatic vegetation to his favorite pictures. The tidiness, they both knew, would be a
tenmporary condition. He dunped his bag on the tiny, |owceilinged room s single, narrow bed, but
hel d on to the equi pment container while he went back downstairs to her office.

There was only one person in the establishnment whose feet made a sound |ike his, so he
wasn’'t surprised that she was al ready wat ching himas he cane through the doorway. He placed the
contai ner on a side table and, with one hand still resting on it, turned to | ook back at her. The
sil ence | engt hened. Another person night have said hello, or asked if he’'d had a good trip or
verbal |y eased the situation in some other fashion, but Kelgians didn't go in for small talk.

“I't will take a few m nutes to unpack and assenble,” he said, “after which it will be
ready for use. WIIl you allowne to use it?”
“l don’t know,” said Marrasarah. The small areas of her fur that still retained nobility

were spi king in indecision

“You've had a year since ny last visit to think about it,” said O Mara quietly, “and now
that |1've severed all professional contact with Sector General and | plan to stay on Kelgia for
the rest of our lives, you can take a little nore time to think about it. What’'s the probl en?
Renenber, | know your mnd as well as you do yourself.”

“You knew nmy mind,” said Marrasarah, “at the tinme | donated the Educator tape. In the
intervening time that mnd has changed, for the better. This was due entirely to your curative
t herapy and never-ending patience with me. But |, apart fromthe thoughts and feelings that | have
been able to deduce from your words and actions, know nothing of your mind. But that may be enough
for me.”

“But it isn't enough for me,” said O Mara, gesturing toward the container. “At the
hospital | used ny influence with Prilicla, who is the only other being who knows about us, to
have a tape nmade of nmy mind. | have it with ne. | can talk to you and try to describe themin
words, but | don’'t have the fur to show you the true depth of ny feelings for you and why |’ ve
hel d them over these nmany years. In a few minutes you coul d know everything.”

“I amafraid,” she replied, “to know everything?

As he waited for her to go on, even the dead areas of fur seemed to be twitching in her
agitation. Wth one of his own kind he would have noved cl oser and pl aced a reassuring hand on her
shoul der, but that woul d not happen here.

During the thirty-odd years that she had been his patient and nmore than friend there had
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been no physical contact between them

“You know everythi ng about me because you carry ny donor tape within your mnd, she said
finally, “but you are forgetting that it is no |longer the sane mnd and you, O Mara, have changed
it. For reasons which you described to ne in words and which still don’t nake sense to ne, you
took on nmy case. It was not through pity for ny deformity, you insisted, but because | represent a
pr obl em whi ch, because of your growing affection for the personality |I had been, you wanted to
spend all of your |eaves of absence fromthe hospital, except for the first one when you and the
Eart hhuman femal e Joan saved Kl edenth’'s fur, trying to solve ~..:

“I't was, is, much nore than affection,” said O Mara

“Don’t interrupt ne,” she continued. “I cannot tell a lie, but the truth is conplicated
and difficult for ne to speak. You solved ny problem not by performng a nmedically inpossible
mracle on a grossly deformed body but by repairing the weckage of the mind within. And by
wor ki ng patiently you gave it, and many ot her minds here, a reason to go on living instead of
existing in pain and self-loathing and cut off fromfriends and famlies until a usually self-
inflicted death ended it.

“Wth ne,” she went on, the undamaged parts of her fur withing at the nenories, “you
began by norally blackmailing Kledenth into tracing the whereabouts of this Retreat through ny old
hospital. Then you tal ked. And talked. It was cruel at first, but you reninded nme of the great
medi cal future that had streched in front of nme before the accident ended it, except that you
insisted that the mnd inside ny deforned body had a future, too, one that did not depend on
vi sual contact and social interaction with my undanaged col | eagues. Then over the years, w thout
al l owi ng anyone outside to know of your presence here or what you were doing for us, you
reorgani zed this place of the living dead and, instead of it being a trash can filled with soci al
out casts that our people preferred not to think about, you gradually changed it into a consultancy
that uses the newy healed and nultidisciplined nminds of its occupants to perform services that
are increasingly in demand. The outgoing vision channels are switched off, naturally, so that
nobody has to | ook at the experts they are consulting, but our clients are used to that now. |
don’t know what type of m nd-changing therapy you used on the others, because their forner
specialties aren't nedicine and they won't talk about it, but with ne you tal ked about not hi ng but
Sector Ceneral.

“You told ne about the wonderful and often dangerous events that took place there,”
Marrasarah went on, “and the strange beings who work there, and the even stranger entities and
conditions that they are called on to treat, and the chall engi ng probl ens and i ngeni ous sol utions
that were and are a daily routine. The staff and patients you described with the feeling of a
great and dedi cated psychiatrist while the events were related with the nmedical insight and purely
Kel gi an vi ewpoi nt possible only to one who shares ny nind. In the beginning I, too, wanted an
excuse to die and |l eave this deformed body. Instead | began counting the days until your next
| eave so as to hear nore of your life. And now you want ne to share that life by copying all of
your nmenmories into nmy mnd, including this strange attraction you feel for ne. | amgreatly
honored that you should offer this, but I don’t think I want to share all the know edge and
i nnernost secrets and the true, unspoken thoughts of the psychologist O Mara’'s m nd

“1 amafraid:’

O Mara tried not to look at the pitifully few nobile patches of fur that were reflecting
her fear. Even though it would not alter their future together or his feelings for her, he was
becom ng afraid, too, of her rejecting a gift that would lead to her full understanding of the
rough, untutored, and conpl ex person that was hinself.

“OfF what?” he said gently.

“I know you through your words and actions" she replied. “They were healing words and
kindly actions spread out over many years. But now you are giving nme the chance to know the true
t hi nki ng and reasons behind those words and actions, and of that | amafraid. | amafraid of
di scovering a snmall selfishness or inperfection in a being | have |ong regarded with respect,
adm ration, and deep affection, or of discovering in you a strange, psychol ogical abnormality that
your Earth-hunman words have unwittingly concealed fromnme. 1-1 amafraid of being disappointed.”

O Mara sm |l ed, knowi ng that over the years she had | earned to understand the neani ng
behi nd that Earth-human grimace, and ordered his thoughts for a noment before speaking. He had
been | ooking forward to this noment ever since he had illegally inpressed hinmself with the
Marrasarah mind tape to aid the therapy oh the then-young trainee, Thornnastor, and he was afraid,
too, but of the disappointnent of rejection

He said, “My words and actions toward you have been those of a therapist with one
physically inpaired, enotionally disturbed, and professionally challenging patient who, for many
years, has ceased to require therapy or be a patient. So | adnmit that | am selfish and inperfect
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and not adnirable or worthy of respect, and there isn’t a psychol ogist in the Federati on who woul d
not consider ne as anything but abnormal because | do need your affection, and nore than that.

“Wthin the first few hours of taking your mnd tape" he went on, ‘I forned a strong,
enotional attachnment to you. It was love at first neeting, but it was a nonphysical |ove that had
nothing to do with sexual attraction because, if it had, that really woul d have been abnornal. |
| oved, and | ove, the Marrasarah personality who had worked and studied hard to rise to the top of
a profession which, even on enlightened Kelgia, is predomnantly male. | |oved the unselfish way
you hel ped your fellow students, your nost difficult patients, and eventually your coll eagues who
had professional or personal problens, and the |arger the problens the nore you strove to solve
them In spite of your youth when you donated the mind tape, you were wi dely respected and | oved
because you couldn’t help being a counselor and friend and at tines a nother to everyone who
needed help. If | had met an Earth-human who was |ike you, ny early life would have been different
and certainly happier. But instead you becane ny mind partner. Everything about you became part of
me and | was nore contented and happy than | coul d have believed possi bl e.

“Since that tinme,” he continued when she seened about to interrupt, “your experience has
hel ped ne in ny work, given ne a greater understanding in ny professional dealings with
ot herspeci es patients, and generally kept me enotionally stable under stress, especially during ny
| ast job with Tunneckis, which as yet you don’t know about.

“But long before |I realized how nuch you were hel ping ne, he continued, “I was angry at
the way that cruel accident to your fur had ended an extrenely prom sing career. So | decided to
attenpt sonething that the psychiatric source material in our library conputer insisted was
inpossible. | tried to rebuild the otherwise brilliant m nd of a fur-danaged Kel gian fromthe
i nside, and over half our lifetines that is what we did. | say ‘we’ because you hel ped ne by
controlling the anger and fighting the bitter despair that was pulling you toward the inevitable
endi ng of your own life.

“l owe you for that, too, because |I could not have borne | osing you as person even though

your mind will be in mne as Iong asllive.

“Many times when I was telling you about Sector Ceneral,” he went on, “I tried to tell you
everything about me in poor, |inping, inadequate words. But now, if you will agree to take nmy mnd
tape, you can discover the conplete truth about nme. | have had faults, bad habits, no social

skills, secret fears, and phobias since a very early age, and now you can | earn about themall.
The result may be unconfortable, frightening, even nentally repugnant to you. If you find it so,
the m nd tape can be erased again in a few m nutes. But be warned. The result will be nuch deeper
and nore intinmate than the lying together of two people during the act of physical nating, because
it wll be a true marriage of nminds. | have known and will always know you in that way,

Marrasarah, and | want you to know ne. Please say yes. Or do you need nore tine to consider?”

“No~" she said.

Wthout hesitation she noved to the rel axer beside the table hol ding his equi pnent
container. He didn't trust hinself to speak while he assenbl ed and doubl e-checked and cali brated
the equi prent for an Earth-human to Kelgian mnd transfer. Still w thout speaking, he fitted the
hel met confortably onto her delicate, coneshaped head and switched on. A few ninutes |ater he
removed the helmet again, thinking that this had been the first and hopefully the only physica
contact he would have with her. If there was a second contact it would be because she wanted the
contents of his nmind to be erased fromhers. But all she did was | ook up at himwhile the snal
pat ches of still-nobile fur rippled in slow, even waves. He let the silence run for as long as he
coul d.

“I's there a problen?” he blurted out finally. “Are you all right? Do you want an erasure?”

“No, yes, and no,” she replied. “lI know you now, O Mara, and everything you have ever
experi enced and thought about yourself, the others in your life, and especially about nme. Your
mind lies close and confortably with mine, and | want it to do so until the day | die. But there
i s sonething about you that | will never understand.”

“What ?” he said, feeling the wave of happi ness that her earlier words had sent sweeping
through himcheck itself suddenly as if it mght be about to collapse and ebb away. “You know and
shoul d understand everything. What don’t you understand about ne?”

“l don’t understand, mind partner O Mara" she replied, “how you are able to bal ance
yoursel f on just two feet.”

Janes White | nformation
Sector Ceneral Articl esBooksShort StoriesBio-BibliographyContact Us
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Articles
The C assification System
by Gary Louie

Janmes White's Sector General stories used a unique four letter
classification systemthat hel ped describe the species quickly and
effectivly, as one would require when the hospitol is a nmulti species
envi roment .

Gary Loui e was working on a Janmes White concordance. As part of that he
conpleted a classification system for the sector general series which
covers all characters up to Final Diagnosis.

This article appeared in the Wite Papers. Unfortunatly Gary Loui e passed
away, before the concordance was conpl eted

Cl assificati on: AACL

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Crepel lian Pet No I ndividual Nanmes Known

A non-intelligent pet kept by AMSGs. It has six python-like
ten-tacl es which poke though seals in the cloudy plastic of its
suit. The tentacles are each at least twenty feet long and tipped
with a horny substance whi ch nmust be steel-hard.

Cl assi ficati on: AACP

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Name Unknown No | ndi vi dual Nanes Known

A race whose renote ancestors were a species of nobile vegetable.
They are sl ow noving, but the carbon di oxi de tanks which they wear
seemto be the only protection they need. AACPs do not eat in the
normal manner but plant thenselves in specially prepared soil during
their sleep period, and absorb nutrinent in that way.

Cl assification: AMSL

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Creppelian, Crepellian

I ndi vi dual s: Nurse Towan, Di agnostician Vosan
A speci es of water breathing octopoids.

Cl assification: AMSO

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Name Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

Alarger life-form in the habit of keeping non-intelligent
AACL-type creatures as pets.

Cl assification: AUGL

Pl anet : Chal derescol |IT

Speci es: Chal dor, Chal der

I ndi vi dual s: Patient AUGL-1 13, Patient AUG-1 16, Patient AUG-122,
Patient AUGL-126, Patient AUG.-187, Patient AUGL-193, Patient

AUGL- 211, Patient AUG.-218, Patient AUG.-22 1, Patient AUGL-233,

Mur omeshonon

The deni zens of Chal derescol, an arnored fish-like species are

wat er - breat hers who can not live in any other nmediumfor nore than a
few seconds. A heavily plated and scal ed being, slightly re-senbling
a forty-foot | ong armour-plated crocodile, except that instead of

l egs there is an apparently haphazard arrangenment of stubby fins,
and a heavy knife-edged tail. A fringe of ribbon-like tentacles
encircles its mddle, projecting through sone of the only openings
visible in its organic arnor. Chaldors have six rows of teeth in an
over-large nouth. The Chal ders are one of the frwin-telligent
speci es whose personal nanes are used only between nmates, menbers of
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the imedi ate fanmly, or very special friends.

Cl assification: BLSU

Pl anet: Groal ter

Species: Goalterri

I ndi vi dual : Hel I i shomar the Cutter

The Groalterri overall body configuration is that of a squat
octopoid with short, thick tentacular linbs. Its central torso and
head seem di sproportionately large. The eight |inbs term nate
alternately in four sets of claws (that will with maturity evol ve
into mani pula-tory digits) and four flat, sharp-edged, osseous

bl ades. The organ of speech and hearing is centered above the four
heavily lidded eye that are equally spaced around the cranium A
macrospecies, there is an elenent of risk involved to any life-form
of nmore or less nor-mal body nass which approaches it too closely.

Cl assification: BRLH

Pl anet: Tarl a

Speci es: Tarl an

I ndi vi dual s: Sur geon- Capt ai n/ Tr ai nee/ Padre Lioren, Sedith and
Wethrin the Heal ers

Tarlans are an erect quadrupedal life-formwith its for short-|egs
supporting a tapering, cone-shaped body. Four long, multi-jointed,
medi al arns for heavy lifting and handling sprout from waist-I|evel
Another four that are suited for nore delicate work encircle the
base of the neck. Equally spaced around the head are four eyes whose
stal ks are capabl e of independent nmotion. Tarlans have very | arge
teeth. An adult Tarlan stands eight feet tall.

Cl assification: CLCH

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No | ndi vi dual Nanes Known

Appar ent typographical error for O assification CLHG

Cl assification: CLHG

Pl anet : Dr ambo

Speci es: Rol | er

I ndi vi dual s: Cansaug, Surreshun

The Roll ers resenbl e animated donuts rolling on their outer edge,
with mani pul atory appendages in the formof a fringe ofshort
ten-tacl es sprouting fromthe inner circunference between the series
of gill mouths and eyes. Its visual equipment nmust operate |like a
coel eostat since the contents of its field of vision are constantly
rotating. The Rollers must roll to stay alive-there is an ingenious
met hod of shifting its center of gravity while keeping itself
upright by partially inflating the section of its body which is on
top at any given nonment. The continual rolling causes blood to
circulate-it uses a formof gravity feed systeminstead of a
muscul ar punp. The species reproduce hermaphroditically. Each parent
after mating grows twin offspring, one on each side of its bodies
Iike continu-ous blisters encircling the side walls of a tire.
Injury, disease or the mental confusion inmrediately following birth
could cause the parent to |ose balance, roll on to its side, stop
and die. The points where the children eventually detach thensel ves
fromtheir par-ents remain very sensitive areas to both generations
and their posi-tions are governed by hereditary factors. The result
is that any close blood relation trying to nmake mati ng contact
causes itself and the other being considerable pain. The rollers
really do hate their fa-thers and every other relative. The species
is water-breathing with a warm bl ooded oxygen-based netabolism The
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I'ife-support nechanismfor the species is physically conplicated, to
all ow the occupant to roll naturally within it. The concept of
nodesty is completely alien to this race. This species does not
know t he neani ng of sleep. There is no such thing as sl eeping,
pretending to be dead or unconsciousness. A Roller is either noving
and alive or still and dead.

Cl assification: CLSR

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

Appar ent typographical error for Cassification CPSD

Cl assification: CPSD

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: The Blind Ones

No I ndivi dual Nanmes Known

These beings are roughly circular, just over a meter in diameter
and, in cross section, a slimoval flattened slightly on the
under-side. |In shape they very nuch resenble their ship, except that
the ship does not have a long, thin horn or sting projecting aft or
a wide, narrow slit on the opposite side which is obviously a nouth.
The upper lip of the mouth is wider and thicker than the | ower, and
can be curled over the lower |ip, apparently sealing the nout shut.
The beings are covered, on their upper and | ower surfaces and around
the rim by sone kind of organic stubble which varies in thickness
frompin-size to the width of a small finger. The stubble on the
underside is nmuch coarser than that on the upper surface, and it is
plain that parts of it are designed for anbul ation. The Blind Ones
evol ved underground, and have no organs for sight. They forned an
alliance with the Protectors of the Unborn, each species providing
sonet hi ng that other |acked.

Cl assification: CRLT

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

Seni or Physi ci an Conway was unable to classi~ this life-formwth
conplete certainty. The initial analysis was perforned on a cadaver
an i ndependent portion of a larger conposite being. The conpos-ite
is a warm bl ooded oxygen breather with the type of basic ne-tabolism
associ ated with the physiol ogical grouping CRLT. Even a segnent is
massi ve, measuring approximately twenty neters in length and three
meters in diameter, excluding projecting append-ages. Physically it
resenbl es the DBLF Kelgian life-form but it is many tines |arger
and possesses a |leathery tegunent rather than the silver fur of the
Kel gians. Like the DBLF s it is nultipedal, but the nanipul atory
appendages are positioned in a single row along the back. There are
twenty-one of these dorsal linbs, all show ng evidence of early

evol utionary specialization. Six of themare |ong, heavy, and
clawti pped and are obviously evol ved for defense since the being is
a herbivore. The other fifteen are in five groups of three, spaced
between the six heavier tentacles, which termnate in four digits,
two of which are opposable. These thinner |inbs are ma-nipulatory
appendages originally evolved for gathering and trans-ferring food
to the mouths-three on each flank opening into three stomachs. Two
additional orifices on each side open into a very |arge and conpl ex
lung. The structure inside these breathing ori-fices suggests that
expelled air could be interrupted and nodul ated to produce
intelligence-bearing sounds. On the underside are three openings
used for the elinmination of wastes. The mechani sm of reproduction is
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uncl ear and the speci nen shows evi dence of p05-sessing both nale and
fermal e genitalia on the forward and rear extremities respectively
The brain, if it is a brain, takes the formof a cable of nerve
ganglia with localized swellings in three places, running

| ongitudinally through the cadaver |ike a central core. There is
anot her and much thinner nerve cable running parallel to the thicker
core, but below it and about twenty-five centineters fromthe
undersi de. Positioned close to each extrenity are two sets of three
eyes. Two are nmounted dorsally and two on each of the forward and
rear flanks. They are recessed but capable of |imted extension
toget her they give the being conplete and conti nuous vi sion
vertically and horizontally. The type and positioning of the visua
equi prent and appendages suggest that it evolved on a very
unfriendly world. The tentative Cassification is an inconplete CRLT

Cl assificati on: DBDG

Pl anet s: Earth, Gregory (Col ony)

Speci es: Eart h- human, Gregorian

I ndi vi dual s: Theol ogi an Augustine, Lieutenant Braithwaite,

Sur - geon- Li eut enant Brenner, Corpsman Briggs, Lieutenant Briggs,
Captai n Chaplain Bryson, Lieutenant Carrington, Lieutenant Chen
Maj or Chiang, Carke, Lieutenant Cifton, Junior I|ntern/Senior
Physi ci anl Di agnosti ci an-i n- Charge of Surgery Peter Conway, Sergeant
Davi s, Major/ Col onel Jonathan Dernod, Fleet Conmmander Dernod,

Li eut enant Dodds, Lieutenant Dow ing, Mjor-Captain Fletcher, Fox,
Trai nee Hadl ey, Harnon, Lieuten-ant Haslam Patient Hewlitt, Tailor
George L Hewitt, Ms. CGeorge L Hewitt, Captain Hokasuri, Major
Hol yrod, OR Nurse Hudson, Lieutenant-General Lister, MacEwan, Mjor
Madden, Captain Mallon, Senior Physician/ D agnostician/Patient
Mannen/ Man non, Nurse/ Pat hol ogi st Murchi son, Mjor Nel son

M st er/ Maj or/ Chi ef Psychol ogi st O Mara, Captain Sigvard Nyberg,
Doctor Pelling, General Prentiss, Reviora, Lieutenant-Col onel

Si nmons, Col onel Skenpton, Surgeon-Lieutenant/Mjor Stillman

Li eut enant - Sur- geon Sut herl and, Corpsman Ti ni ns, Lieutenant

Wi nright, Waring, Corpsman/Col onel-Captain WIIiamson

Pr obabl e | ndi vi dual s: Li eut enant Carnody, Lieutenant Carson, Section
Chi ef Caxton, Major Colinson, Mjor Craythorne, Mjor Edwards,
Doctor Hamilton, Dietician-in-Chief KWHardin, Lieu-tenant Harrison
Li eut enant Hendricks, Kellernman, Col onel Okaussie, Captain Stillson
Captai n Sumrerfield, TrooperTeirnan, Surgeon-Captain Telford

This species shows their teeth in a silent snarl when displaying
amusenent or friendship and nake an unpl easant barki ng sound that
denot es anusenent. The sound, called | aughing, in nost cases a
psychophysi cal nechanismfor the rel ease of mnor degrees of
tension. An Earth-hunman | aughs because of sudden relief fromworry
or fear, or to express scorn or disbelief or sarcasm or in
re-sponse to words or a situation that is ridiculous, illogical or
funny, or out of politeness when the situation or words are not
funny but the person responsible is of high rank. The Earth-human
voice is reputed to be one of the nost versatile instrunments in the
Gal axy. The Earth-human DBDGs are the only race in the Galactic
Fed-eration with a nudity taboo, and one of the very few nmenber
spe-cies with an aversion to naking love in public. The Earth-hunman
DBDGs make up the majority of the Mnitor Corps forces.

Cl assification: DBDG

Pl anets: Etl an Enpire, Central Wirld (Capital), Inperial Etla
(Capital), Etla, Etla the Sick (Colony)

Speci es: Etl an, Inperia

I ndi vi dual s: Heral t nor, Inperial Representative Teltrenn

The physiology of the citizens of the Enpire is the sane as the
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popul ation of their colony Etla. The physiol ogical resenbl ance is so
close to Earth-human DBDGs that no other disguise other than native
| anguage and dress is needed. There are theories about a prehistoric
col oni zati on program by common, star-travelling an-cestors. Attenpts
at procreation between Earth-human DBDGs and Etl ans have been
unsuccessf ul

Cl assificati on: DBDG

Pl anet: Ni di a

Speci es: Ni di an

I ndi vi dual s: Chi ef of Procurenent Creon-Enmesh, Senior Physi-cian and
Tut or Cresk-Sar, Surgeon-Lieutenant Dracht-Yur, Lieu-tenant-Colone
Dragh- Ni n, Seni or Physician Lesk-Mrog, Senior Food Technici an

Sar nyagh- Sa, Yoragh- Kar

Pr obabl e | ndi vi dual : Sur geon- Li eut enant Krack- Yar

The N di ans have seven-fingered hands, stand only four feet tall
They have a thick red fur coat, and look like a very cuddly

t eddy- bear.

Cl assificati on: DBDG

Planet: Orligia

Species: Olig, Oligian

I ndi vi dual s: Graw ya- Ki / G- ul yaw~Ki , Sur geon-Li eut enant Krach-Yul,
Maj or Sachan-Li, Colonel Shech-Rar, Surgeon-Lieutenant Turragh-Mar
Li ke the neighboring N dians, Oligians resenble an Earth-hu-nman
child's first non-adult friend s teddy bear

Cl assification: DBLF

Pl anet:la

Speci es: lan (pre-adol escent)

No I ndivi dual Narnes Known

The being appears ring-shaped, rather like a large balloon tire.
Overall dianmeter of the ring is about nine feet, with the thickness
between two and three feet. The tegument is snooth, shiny and grey
in color where it is not covered with a thick, brownish
incrus-tation. The brown stuff, which covers nore than half of the
total skin area, |ooks cancerous, but nmay be sone type of natura
camoufl age. There are five pairs of |linbs, and no evidence

of speci al -i zation. No visual organs or means of ingestion can be
seen. The being isn't a doughnut, but possesses a fairly norma
anatony of the DBLF type~a cylindrical, |ightly-boned body with
heavy nuscul ature. The being is not ring-shaped, but gives that

i mpres-sion because for sone reason, known best to itself, it has
been try-ing to swallowits tail. Senior Physician Conway, convinced
all along that the patient is undergoing a natural netanorphosis,
observes that the new patient, after the process is conplete, is of
classifica-tion GKNM

Cl assification: DBLF

Pl anet : Kel gi a

Speci es: Kel gi an

I ndi vi dual s: Pati ent Henredth, Senior Physician Karthad, Charge Nurse
Kursedd, Di agnostician Kursedth, Patient Mrredeth, Charge Nurse
Naydrad, Fleet Conmander Roonardth, Charge Nurse Segroth,

Di agnosti ci an Suggrod, Student Nurse Tarsedth, Diagnostician Towan
Seni or Physi cian Yarrence

Probabl e | ndi vi dual : Charge Nurse Kursenneth

Kel gi ans are warm bl ooded, oxygen-breathing, nultipedal, and with a
long, flexible cylindrical body covered overall by highly nobile,
silvery fur. The Kelgian forelinbs have three digits. There are
twenty sets of short, thin, and not heavily muscled wal king |inbs.
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The feet, which have no toe-nails or other terminations, are |ike
smal |, hard sponges. The fur nmoves continually in slow ripples from
the conical head right down to the tail. These are conpletely

i nvol untary novenents triggered by its enotional reactions to
outside stimuli. The evolutionary reasons for this nechanismare not
clearly understood, not even by the Kel gians thenselves, but it is
general ly believed that the enotionally expressive fur conpl e-nents
t he Kel gi an vocal equi pnent, which |acks enotional flex-ibility of
tone. The novenents of the fur nake it absolutely clear to another

Kel gi an-what a Kel gi an feels about the subject under discussion. As
a result they always say exactly what they nmean be-cause what they
think is plainly obvious-at |east to another Kel gi an. They can not do
otherwi se. Kel gi ans have an intense aver-sion towards any surgica
procedure whi ch woul d danage or dis-figure its nost treasured
possession, its furs. To a Kelgian the re noval of a strip or patch
of fur, which in their species represents ~ nmeans of comunication
equal to the spoken word, is a personal tragedy which all too often
results in permanent psychol ogi cal damage. A Kelgian's fur does not
grow agai n and one whose pelt is damaged can rarely find a nmate
because it is unable to fully display its feelings. Kelgians are
very close to Earth-humans in both basic metabolismand tenperanent.
Except for the thin-walled, narrow casing which houses the brain,
the DBLF species has no boney structure. Their bodies are conposed
of an outer cylinder of nus-culature which, in addition to be being
its primary neans of |oco-notion, serves to protect the vital organs
within it. To the mind of a being nore generously reinforced with
bones, this protection is far from adequate. Another severe

di sadvantage in the event of in-jury is its conplex and extrenely
vul nerabl e circul ation systeny the bl ood-supply network which has to
feed the trenendous bands of muscle encircling its body runs cl ose
under the skin, as does the nerve network that controls the nobile
fur. The thick fur of the pelt gives sone protection here, but not
agai nst chunks ofjagged-edged, flying netal. An injury which many

ot her species would consider superficial could cause a DBLF to bl eed
to death in nmin-utes. Kel gians are herbivorous.

Cl assi ficati on: DBPK

Pl anet : Dwerl a

Speci es: Dnerl an

No | ndivi dual Names Known

A war m bl ooded oxygen- breat hi ng herbivore that does not wal k
upright. Judgi ng by the shape of the spacesuits, the beings are
flat-tened cylinders about six feet long with four sets of
mani pul at ory appendages behind a coni cal section which is probably
the head, and another four |oconotor appendages. Apart fromthe
smal | er size and nunber of appendages, the beings physically
resenbl e the Kel gian race. The pointed, fox-like head and the thick
broad-striped coat nmake it look like a furry, short-legged zebra
with an enornous tail. These beings seemnot to possess natura
weapons of offrnce or defense, or any signs of having had any in the
past. Even their linbs are not built for speed, so they can not run
from danger. The set used for wal king are too short and are padded,
while the fotward set are nore slender, less well-mnuscled and end in
four highly flexible digits which don't possess so nuch as a
fingernail anmobng them There are the fur markings, of course, but it
is rare that alife-formrises to the top of its evolutionary tree
by canou-fl age al one, or by being nice and cuddly. The speci es has
two sexes, nmale and fenmal e, and the reproductive system seens
relatively nor-mal. Both sexes use a water sol uble dye to enhance
artificially the bands of color on their body fur~clearly the dyes
are for cosnmetic reasons. The i mmature do not use dyes, but use a
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browni sh pi g-nent on a bare patch above the tail

Cl assification: DCNF

Pl anet : Somrar adva

Speci es: Somrar advan

I ndi vi dual : Trai nee Cha Th rat

Four Anbul atory |inbs; Four waist-I|evel heavy nanipul ators; and a
set of nanipulators for food provisions and fine work encircling the
neck. This being has two stonmachs. Sommaradvan society is stratified
into three | evel s~serviles, warriors, and rulers~which strictly
govern how an individual acts within the society.

Cl assificati on: DCSL

Pl anet : Cr onsag

Speci es: Cronsaggar

No | ndi vi dual Nanes Known

This species has three sets of linbs: tw anbul ators, two nedia
heavy mani pul ators, and two nore at neck |level for eating and to
performnore delicate work. It has a cranium covered by thick, blue
fur that continues in a narrow strip along the spine to the
vestigial tail.

Cl assificati on: DHCG

Pl anet : \emar

Speci es: V\iem

I ndi vidual s: First Hunter Creethar, Hunter Druuth, Youth Eventh,
First Cook Renrath, First Teacher Tawsar

The Wem life-formis a warm bl ooded, oxygen-breathing species with
an adult body mass just under three tinmes that of an Earth-hunan
and, since Wermar's surface gravity is one point three eight
standard Gs, a healthy specinmen is proportionately well-nuscled. It
resenbles the rare Earth beast called a kangaroo. The differences
are that the head is larger and fitted with a really ferocious set
of teeth; each of the two short forelinbs termnate in six-fingered
hands possessing two opposabl e thunbs, and the tail is nore nassive
and tapered to a wide, flat triangular tip conposed of inmmbile
osseous material enclosed by a thick, muscular sheath. The
flattening at the end of tail serves a threefold purpose: as its
princi pal natural weapon, as an energency method of fast |oconotion
while hunting or being hunted, and as a neans of transporting infant
Wem who are too snmall to wal k. The Wem hunt by adopting an awkward,
al nost ri-diculous stance with their forelinbs tightly folded, their
chins touch-ing the ground, and their long | egs spread so as to
allow the tail to curve sharply downwards and forwards between the
linbs so that the flat tip is at their center of bal ance. Wen the
tail is straight-ened suddenly to full extension, it acts as a
powerful third |l eg ca-pable of hurling the Wemforward for a

di stance of five or six body lengths. If the hunter does not |and on
top of its prey, kicking the creature senseless with the feet before
disabling it with a deep bite through the cervical vertebrae and
underlying nerve trunks, it piv-ots rapidly on one leg so that the
flattened edge of the tail strikes its victimlike a blunt, organic
axe. While the tail is highly flexible where downward and forward
nmovenent is concerned, it cannot be el -evated above the horizontal
line of the spinal colum. The back and upper flanks are, therefore,
the Wenmis only body areas that are vul-nerable to attack by natura
eneni es, who nust al so possess the el-enment of surprise if they are
not to become the victim

Cl assification: DRVJ
Speci es: Nane Unknown
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I ndi vi dual : Doct or Yeppha

Pl anet : Unknown

A small, tripedal, fragile being. Fromthe furry donme of its head
there sprout singly and in small clusters, at |east twenry eyes.

Cl assification: DTRC

Speci es: Rhum

Pl anet : Unknown

I ndividual: Crelyarre

Fl at, roughly circul ar beings, dark gray and winkled on one
sur-face, and with a paler, nottled appearance on the other, snooth,
surface. The beings attach to their FGH] hosts with thick tendrils
growi ng fromthe edge of the disk. The tendrils penetrate into their
FGHJ hosts' spinal colums and rear craniuns. The DTRCs have their
own special needs that in no way resenble those of their hosts,
whose ani nal habits and undirected behavior are highly repugnant to
them It is vital to the DIRCs continued nental well-being that the
mast ers escape periodically fromtheir hosts to lead their own
lives~usually during the hours of darkness when the tools are no

I onger in use and can be quartered where they can not harm

t hem sel ves

O assification: DTSB

Pl anet: Tral t ha

Speci es: Tral t han

No I ndivi dual Nanes Known

Appar ent typographical error for Cassification OISB.

Cl assification: EGCL

Pl anet : Duwet z

Speci es: Dewat t i

No | ndivi dual Names Known

A war m bl ooded, oyxgen-breathing life-formof approxinmately tw ce
the body weight of an adult Earth-hunman. Visually it re-senbles an
outsize snail with a high, conical shell which is pierced around the
tip where its four extensible eyes are |ocated. Equally spaced
around the base of the shell are eight triangular slots from which
proj ect the mani pul atory appendages. The carapace rests on a thick
circular pad of muscle which is the | oconptor system Around the
circunference of the pad are a nunber of fleshy pro-jections,

holl ows and slits associated with its systens of ingestion
respiration, elinnation, reproduction, and nonvi sual sensors. The
EGCLs are organi c enpaths. They are organic transmitters,
reflec-tors and focusers and nagnifiers of their own feelings and
those of the beings around them The faculty has evolved to the
stage where they have no conscious control over the process.

Cl assification: ELNT

Pl anet : Mel f Four

Speci es: Mel f an

I ndi vi dual s: Mai nt enance Techni ci an Drenon, Senior Physician Edanelt,
Di agnostici an Ergandhir, Patient Kennonalt, Patient Kletilt,

Mai nt enance Technician Ki edath, Nurse Lontallet, Senior Physician
Medal ont, Senreth

Mel fans are large, |ow slung crab-1ike crustaceans. The six thin,
bony, tubular, multi-jointed | egs project fromslits where the bony
carapace and underside join. The legs and all of the body are
ex-oskel etal. The head has | arge, protruding, vertically-Iidded
eyes, enornous nandi bl es, and pincers projecting forward fromthe

pl ace where ears should be. Two long, thin and fragile feelers grow
fromthe sides of the mouth. The species is anphibious.
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Cl assification: EPLA

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

I ndi vi dual : Lonvel I i n

Appar ent typographical error for Cassification EPLH

Cl assification: EPLH

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

I ndi vi dual : Lonvel I'in

The being is | arge, about one thousand pounds nass, and resenbles a
gi ant, upright pear. Five thick, tentacul ar appendages grow fromthe
narrow head section and a heavy apron of nuscle at its base gives
evi dence of a snail-like, although not necessarily slow, nethod of

| ocomotion. The being is warm bl ooded and has fairly normal gravity
requirenents. Five large nmouths are situated bel ow the root of each
tentacle, four being plentifully supplied with teeth and the fifth
housi ng the vocal apparatus. The tentacles thensel ves show a high
degree of specialization at their extremities: three of themare

pl ai nly mani pul atory, one bears the patient's visual equipnment, and
the remai ning nenber ternminates in a horn-tipped, boney nmace. The
head is featurel ess, being sinply an osseous dome housing the brain.
The craniumis pierced at regular intervals for visual, aural and
ol factory sensors. Their life-span, lengthy to begin with, is
ar-tificially extended. Because they have trenendous m nds, they
have plenty of time, but they constantly have to fight agai nst
boredom Because part of the price of such longevity is an
ever-growi ng fear of death, they need to have their own persona
physi ci ans~no doubt the nost efficient practitioners of medicine
known to themconstantly in attendance.

Cl assification: FGHJ

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nanme Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

The being has six linmbs, four legs and two arns, all very heavily
muscl ed, and is hairless except for a narrow band of stiff bristles
running fromthe top of the head along the spine to the tail, which
seens to have been surgically shortened at an early age. The body
configuration is a thick cylinder of uniformgirth between the fore
and rear |legs, but the forward torso narrows towards the shoul ders
and is carried erect. The neck is very thick and the head snall.
There are two eyes, recessed and | ooking forward, a nmouth with very
| arge teeth, and other openings that are probably aural or ol factory
sense organs. The legs termnate in |large, reddish-brown hooves.
Each hoof has four digits and does not appear particularly
dexterous. This creature serves as a host to beings of

Cl assification DTRC

Cl assification: FGI

Pl anet: Tral t ha

Speci es: Tral t han

I ndi vi dual s: Pati ent Cossunallen, Crajarron, Chief Dietitian
Qurronsevas, Patient Horrantor, Senior Physician Hossantir
Surriltor, Senior Diagnostician-in-Charge of Pathol ogy Thorn-nastor
A massive entity with an osseous dome housing its brain, six

el -ephantine feet connected to its triple massive shoul ders, and
four extensible eyes on an inmmobile head. Its six stubby |egs
normally give the Tralthan species such a stable base they
frequently go to sleep standing up. Even healthy Tralthans have

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harryl/...ctor%20General%2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer.txt (116 of 124) [2/1/2004 3:05:32 AM]



file://ID})/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/D esktop/James%20W hi te%620-%20Sector%20Genera %2011%20-%20Mind%20Changer..txt

great difficulty get-ting up again if they fall onto their sides.

Tral t hans must not be rolled onto their backs under normal gravity

conditions since this causes organic di splacenent which woul d

increase their respira-tory difficulties. Standard gravity at Sector

General is just over half Tralthan nornal. Tralthans are
veget ari ans.

Cl assification: FOKT

Pl anet : Gogl esk

Speci es: Gogl eskan

I ndi vi dual s: Heal er ' (hone and child

The CGogl eskan FOKT resenbl es a | arge, dunmpy cactusli ke plant whose
spi kes and hair are richly colored in a pattern which seens |ess
randomthe nore you look at it. A faint snell comes fromthe entity,
a conbi nati on of nmusk and pepperm nt. The mass of un-ruly hair and
spi kes covering its erect, ovoid body are less irregular in their
size and placing than is at first apparent. The body hair has

mobi lity, though not the high degree of flexibility and rapid
mo-bility of the Kelgian fur, and the spi kes, sonme of which are
extrenely flexible and grouped together to forma digital cluster

gi ve evi-dence of specialization. The other spikes are | onger and
stiffer, and sone of themseemto be partially atrophied, as if they
were evol ved for natural defense, but the reason for their presence
has | ong since gone. There are al so a nunmber of long, pale tendrils
lying amd the multicolored hair covering the cranial area, used for
contact telepa-thy. Its voice seens to cone froma nunber of small
vertical breath-ing orifices which encircles its waist. The being
sits on a flat, nus-cular pad, and it has legs as well. These
menbers are stubby and concertina-like, and when the four of them
are in use they increase the height of the being by several inches.
The being al 50 has two additional eyes at the back of its

head~obvi ously this species has had to be very watchful in
prehistoric tines.

Cl assificati on: FROB

Pl anet : Hudl ar

Speci es: Hudl ar, Hudl ari an

I ndi vi dual s: Pati ent FROB-3, Patient FROB-10O, Patient FROB-18,
Patient FROB-43, Patient FROB-1 132, Trai nee FROB-61, Trai nee

FROB- 73, Senior Physician Garoth, Infant Patient Metiglesh

Hudl ars are bl ocky, pear-shaped bei ngs whose hone planet pulls four
Earth gravities and has a high-density atnosphere so rich in
suspended ani mal and vegetable nutrients that it resenbles thick
soup. Although the FROB life-formis warn bl ooded and techni-cally
an oxygen-breather, it can go for long periods without air if its
food supply, which it absorbs directly through its thick but highly
porous tegument, is adequate. Hudl ars are nassive six | egged
be-ings. Each leg is an imensely strong tapering tentacle, which
ter-mnates in a cluster of flexible digits, curled inward so that
the weight is born on heavy knuckles and the fingers remain clear of
the floor. The two lidless, recessed eyes are protected by hard,
trans-parent and featurel ess casings. Hudl ars comruni cate using a
speak-mg nmenbrane, which grows like a cock's conmb fromthe top of
the head. The speaki ng nenbrane al so serves as a sound sensor. The
skin resenbl es a seam ess covering of flexible arnor in appearance
and texture. Food is ingested through organs of absorption that
cover both flanks and the wastes are elinmnated by a sinilar
mecha-ni smon the underside. Both systens are under voluntary
control . Because of the physiological necessity for avoiding further
sexual contact with its life-mate, a gravid Hudl ar fenmal e changes
gradu-ally into male node and, concurrently, its life-mate slowy
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becones fermale. A Hudlar year after partuition the changes to both
are compl ete. The Hudl ar FROBs are acknow edged to be, physically,
stron-gest life-forns of the Galactic Federation and to have the

| east - pervi ous body tegunent. Contact with chlorine is instantly
lethal to them Hudlar blood is yellow and circul ates under great
pres-sure and pul se rate. Hudlars consider their nanes to be their
nmost private and personal possession, and do not give or use their
nanes in the presence of anyone who is not a member of the family or
a close friend.

Cl assification: FSQJ

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Protectors of the Unborn

No I ndivi dual Nanes Known

The Protector of the Unborn is a large, imensely strong |ife-form
that resenbles aTralthan, but is |ess nassive with stubbier |egs
pro-jecting froma hem spherical carapace flared out slightly around
the | ower edges. The deploynment of the legs and tentacles is
sim-lar to the Hudlar FROB life-form but the carapace is a thicker
ELNT Mel fan shell without markings, and the FSQJ is plainly not

her bi vorous. From openi ngs hi gh on the carapace sprout four
ten-tacles. Two different types of tentacles have been observed on
dif-ferent beings: long and particularly thin tentacles which
termnate in flat, spear-like tips with serrated boney edges, and
thick tentacles terminating in a cluster ofsharp, bony projections
whi ch make them resenbl e spi ked cl ubs. The four stubby |egs al so
have osseous pro-jections which enable themto be used as weapons as
well. Mdway between two of the tentacle openings there is a |arger
gap in the carapace fromwhich protrudes a head, all nmouth and
teeth. The | arge upper and | ower mandi bl es are capabl e of deforning
all but the strongest nmetal alloys. Alittle space is reserved for
two wel | -protected eyes at the bottom of deep, boney craters. A
serrated tail also protrudes fromthe heavily slitted carapace.
Wil e the under-side is not arnored, as is the carapace, this area
is rarely open to attack, and it is covered by a thick tegunent

whi ch apparently gives sufficient protection. In the center of this
area is a thin, longitudi-nal fissure which opens into the birth
canal. It will not open, however, until a few m nutes before giving
birth. The FSQJ brain is not in its skull, but deep inside the torso
with the rest of the other vital organs. It is positioned just under
the wonb and surroundi ng the beginning of the birth canal. As a
result, the brain is conpressed as the enbryo grows. If it is a
difficult birth, the parent's brain is destroyed and junior cones
out fighting, with a convenient food supply available until it can
kill sonething for itself Senior Physi-cians Conway's first

i mpression was that the entity was little nore than an organic
killing machine. Considering the fact that it is warm bl ooded and
oxygen- breat hing, and its appendages show no evidence of the ability
to mani pul ate tools or materials, Patholo-gist Mirchison tentatively
classified it as FSQJ and probably non-intelligent. The Unborn young
of the bisexual FSQJ is retained in the wonb until it is well-grown
and fully equipped to survive. The Unborn is an intelligent and

tel epathic being, but |loses these fac-ulties at birth.

Cl assification: GKNM

Planet: | a

Speci es: lan (adult)

I ndi vi dual : Pati ent Makol |

The net anor phosed form of the adol escent DBLF life-form The species
created a colony in this gal axy, conming froman adjoi ning one. The
race i s oxygen-breathing and ovi parous, having a long, rod-like but
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flexible body, and possessing four insectile |egs, ma-nipulators,
t he usual sense organs, and three tremendous sets of w ngs. The
life-forml ooks sonmething like a |arge dragonfly.

Cl assification: GLNO

Pl anet : Ci nruss

Speci es: G nrusskin

I ndi vi dual : Senior Physician Prilicla

Cinrusskins are enornous, incredibly fragile flying insects, with a
tubul ar exoskel etal body. Six sucker-tipped pencil-thin |egs, four
even nore delicately fashioned, tiny, precise manipulators, and four
sets ofwide, iridescent, and al nost transparent w ngs project form
the body. The head is a convol uted eggshell, so finely structured
that the sensory and mani pul atory organs that it supports seem ready
to fall off at the first sudden novenent. The eyes are |arge and
triple-lidded. The Cinrusskin are the Federation's only enpathic
race. G nruss has a dense atnosphere and one-eighth gravity.

G nrusskins are sexl ess.

Cl assification: LSVO
Pl anet: Nal | aj i
Species: Nallajim

I ndi vi dual s: Kytili, Senior Physician Sel da

The species has a birdlike, fragile, |owgravity physiology, with
three | egs, two not-quite-atrophied wings, and no hands at all. Wen
LSVGCs eat, they are sickened by anything which doesn't |ook |ike
bird seed

Cl assification: MSVK

Pl anet: Euri |

Speci es: Eurils

No I ndivi dual Nanmes Known

Fragile, tn-pedal, stork-like beings froma low gravity world. The
MSVK envi ronnent has dimlighting and a opaque fog for an

at -nosphere. The race is driven by an intense curiosity and hanpered
by extreme caution. They are the galaxy's prinme observers, and are
content to |l ook and | earn and record through their |ong-probes and
sensors w t hout making their presence known. MSVKs have a | ow

tol erance to radiation.

Cl assification: OTSB

Pl anet: Tral t ha

Speci es: Tral t han

No I ndivi dual Nanmes Known

Tral than Surgeons are really two beings instead of one, a

conbi na-tion of FG.I and OTSB. The OTSB is a nearly m ndl ess synbi ont
which lives with its FGI host. At first glance the OTSB | ooks |ike
a furry ball sprouting a long ponytail, but a closer |ook shows that
the ponytail is conposed of scores of fine manipulators, nost of

whi ch incorporate sensitive visual organs. A cluster of wire-thin,
eye- and sucker-tipped tentacles sends infinitely detailed visua
in-formation to its giant host and receives instructions fromthe
host. The Tral than conbi nations are the best surgeons the Gl axy has
ever known. Not all Tralthans choose to link up with a synbiote, but
FG.I nedics wear themlike a badge of office.

Cl assification: PV&

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

I ndi vi dual : Doct or Fremvessith

Apparent typographical error for O assification PVSJ.
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Cl assification: PVS]

Pl anet: 111 ensa

Speci es: ||| ensan

I ndi vi dual s: Seni or Physician G |vesh, Charge Nurse Hredlichi,

Di agnostician Lachlichi, Charge Nurse Leethveesch

Pr obabl e | ndi vi dual : Charge Nurse Lentil atsar

Il ensans are chlorine breathers with shapel ess spiny bodi es and
dry, rustling menbranes joining the upper and | ower appendages. The
body resenbl es a haphazard collection of oily, yell ow green

un- heal thy vegetation. The two stubby |egs are covered by what | ook
like oily blisters. Their |oose protective suits are transparent
except for the faint yellow fog of chlorine contained within. The
Il ensans are generally held to be the nost visually repul sive
beings in the Federation, as well as the npbst vain regarding their
own physical appearance. Illensans suffer digestive upsets if they
exercise after neals. Contact with water is instantly lethal to
chlori ne-breathers. PVSJs are not physiologically suited to the use
of stairs and have very sensitive hearing.

O assification: QCQL

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

Appar ent typographical error for Cassification QCL. Senior
Phy-si ci an Mannen did not know there was any such beastie, but
Ma-jor O Mara had a tape. There were two casualties of this
classifica-tion at Sector General. The operations were suit jobs,
since the gunk that the QCQLs breath would kill anything that wal ks,
crawls or flies, excluding them

Cl assification: Q.CL

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

Recent, and very enthusiastic, menbers of the Federation, this
speci es had never been to Sector General until the war with the
Enpire. Then a snmall ward was prepared to receive possible QCL
casualties. The ward was filled with the horribly corrosive fog the
QLCLs used for an atnosphere, and the lighting was stepped up to the
harsh, actinic blue which the they consider restful

Cl assification: SNLU

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane: Vosan

I ndi vi dual : Di agnostician Semic

The SNLU life formrequires a refrigerated |ife-support systemfor
its ultra-l owtenperature environnent while on the Chlorine and
Oxygen levels. A frigid-blooded nethane-breather, it is nopst
comfortable in an environnent only a few degrees above absol ute
zero. The SNLUs have a conplex mineral and liquid crystalline
struc-ture. The species evolved on the perpetually dark worlds which
detached fromtheir original solar systens and now drift through the
interstellar spaces. Physically they are quite small, averaging
one-third the body nass of a being like a Kelgian. In order to allow
contact with other, warnmer, species, the SN LUs are required to wear
a large, conplex, highly refrigerated Iife-support and sensor
trans-lation system which requires frequent power recharge. The
scal es covering the SNLU s eight-1inbed, starfish-shaped body shine
coldly through the nethane m st |ike multihued di anonds, mek-ing it
resenbl e some wondrous, heral dic beast. The SNLUs |ive and work in
the al npst total silence of beings with a hypersensitiv-ity to
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audi bl e vibrations. These fragile, crystalline, nethane-based
life-fornms woul d deconpose at tenperatures in excess of eighteen
degrees above absolute zero and be instantly cremated if the

tem perature rose above minus one-twenty on the tenperature scale in
use in the Federation.

Cl assification: SRIH

Pl anet : Dranmbo

Speci es: Heal ers or Physicians or Protectors

No | ndivi dual Names Known

The Drambon Physicians are glorified | eucocytes to the Dranbon
Strata Creatures, treating the many i ndependent organisnms living in
and around those inmense living carpets. The stupid, slow nmoving
Dranmbon Physicians stay close to the nost active and dan-gerous
stretches of the Dranbon shoreline. They resenble jelly-fish, so
transparent that only their internal organs are visible. A

| eech-like formof life, the SRIHs seemconfortable in either air or
water. Their reactions in the presence of severe illness or injury
are instinctive. Using their spines or stings, they practice their
prof es-sion by withdrawing the bl ood of their patients and pun fying
it of any infection or toxic substances before returning it to the
patients' bodies. (The process repairs sinple physical danage as
well.) However, not all the withdrawn blood is returned. It has not
been es-tablished whether it is physiologically inpossible for the
SRIH to return it all or whether the Physician retains a few ounces
as pay-nent for services rendered. A Physicians can kill as well as
cure. It can barely touch a beast, causing a predator to go into a
nmuscul ar spasmso violent that parts of its skeleton pop through the
skin. There is no evidence that they communi cate verbally, visually,
tac-tually, telepathically, by snell or by any other system known to
Sector Ceneral. The quality of their enotional radiation suggests
that they do not communicate at all in the accepted sense. The
Physi ci ans are sinply aware of other beings and objects around them
and, by using their eyes and a nmechanismsimlar to the enpathic
faculty, they are able to identi~ friend and foe.

Classification: SRTT

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No I ndivi dual Nanmes Known

Thi s physiol ogical type is anpebic, possessing the ability to
extrude any |inbs, sensory organs or protective tegument necessary
to the environnent in which it finds itself. It is so fantastically
adaptable that it is difficult to i magi ne how one of these beings
could ever fall sick in the first place.

Cl assification: TLTU

Pl anet: Threcald 5

Speci es: Nane Unknown

I ndi vi dual : TLTU Di agnosti ci an

A TLTU doct or breathes superheated steam and has pressure and
gravity requirenents three tines greater than the environment of the
oxygen | evels. The local protection needed by a TLTU doctor is a
great, clanking juggernaut which hisses continually as if it is
about to spring a |eak. The large protective suit resenbles a
spheri-cal pressure boiler bristling with renote handling devices
and nmounted on caterpillar treads, and has to be avoided at al
costs. The large size is needed to allow for heaters to render the
occupant confortable, and surface insulation and refrigerators to
keep the vicinity habitable by other life-forms. The small TLTU
life-forminhabits a heavy-gravity, watery planet with edible
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mnerals, which circles very close to its parent sun. The TLTU s
bl ood consists of superheated liquid metal. TLTU patients are
transported in their protective spheres anchored to stretcher
carriers. These spheres enit a high-pitched, shuddering whine as
their generators labor to main-tain the internal tenperature at a
confortable, for their occupants, five hundred degrees.

Cl assification: TOBS

Pl anet : Fot awn

Speci es: Nane Unknown

I ndi vi dual : Trai nee/ Doct or Danalta

Thi s being can extrude any |inbs, sense organs, or protective
tegu-ment necessary to the environnent or situation in which it
finds it-self. It evolved on a planet with a highly eccentric orbit,
and with climtic changes so severe that an incredi bl e degree of
physi cal adapt-ability was necessary for survival. It becane

dom nant on its world, and devel oped intelligence and a
civilization, not by conpeting in the matter of natural weapons but
by refining and perfecting its adap-tive capability. Wen it is
faced by natural enem es, the options are flight, protective
mmcry, or the assunption of a shape frightening to the attacker.
The speed and accuracy of the mimcry, particularly in the al nost
perfect reproduction ofbehavior patterns, suggests that the entity
may be a receptive enpath. The enpathic faculty is under voluntary
control, so that the I evel of enotional radiation reaching its
receptors can be reduced, or even cut off at will, should it becone
too distressing. Wth such effective nmeans of self-protection
avai |l -abl e, the species is inpervious to physical danmage other than
by complete annihilation or application of ultrahigh
tenperatures. The con-cept of curative surgery would be a strange one
i ndeed to nenbers of that race. They do not require nmechanisns for
sel f-protection, so they are likely to be advanced in the

phi | osophi cal sciences but back-ward in devel opi ng technol ogy. Wen
not trying to look like sone-thing else, TOBSs take the
configuration of a |large, dark-green, uneven ball

Cl assification: TRLH

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

No | ndivi dual Names Known

The TRLH casualty was an ally of the Enpire during that war.

Cl assification was aided by the fact that the patient's spacesuit
was transparent as well as flexible. The atnosphere the being
breathes is as exotic as that of the QCQs, but can be reproduced.
The TRLH has a thin carapace which covers its back and curves down
and inwards to protect the central area of its underside. Four
thick, single-jointed | egs project fromthe uncovered sections. It
has a large but lightly boned head, four manipul atory appendages,
two recessed but extensible eyes, and two nouths.

Cl assification: VTXM

Pl anet : Tel f

Speci es: Tel fi, Tel ph

I ndi vi dual : Astrogator-part Cheixic

A group-nind speci es whose snmall beetle-like bodies |live by the
direct conversion of various conbinations and intensities of hard
radi ati on. M hough individually the beings are quite stupid, the
gestalt entities are highly intelligent. The Telfi operate in groups
as contact telepaths to pool their nental and physical abilities.
The Tel fi have a spoken | anguage as well as the telepathic faculty
used between individuals, especially menbers of a fanily gestalt.
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An-ot her variant of the species resenbles a large, terrestria
lizard, just under five feet long fromthe bul bous head to vestigi al
tail, with an extra set of fore-linbs growing fromthe base of the
neck. The only visible features are two tiny, |lidless eyes and the
mout h. The four stubby wal king |inbs can be bent double to lie flat
agai nst the body while the two, [onger forward mani pul ators can
stretch forward and cross so as to allow the chin to rest on the
crossover point. The skin of a dead Telfi is pale gray with a
nmottl ed and vei ned effect that resenbl es unpolished nmarble. The
color is a synptom of ad-vanced radi ation starvation and a | etha
failure of the absorption nmechanism A healthy Telfi reflects no
light at all, looking like |iz-ard-shaped bl ack holes. A

healthyTel fi's tenperature is bel ow roomtenperature. |nvestigating
their ultra-hot nmetabolismclosely is to risk radiation poisoning.
There is a fallacy anbng non-nedics that the Telfi cannot be cl osely
approached or touched w thout the use of renotely controlled
mani pul ators. To live they nust absorb the radiation normally

provi ded by their natural environment but when, for clinica
reasons, the radiation is withdrawn for several days and they are
week fromtheir equival ent of hunger, their ra-di oactive em ssions
drop to a harm ess |evel

Cl assification: VUXG

Pl anet : Unknown

Speci es: Nane Unknown

I ndi vidual : Dr. Arretapec

The VUXG resenbl es nothing so much as a withered prune float-ng in a
spheri cal gob of syrup. The species has telepathic, teleportive,
and~sort of ~precognitive abilities. The precognitive ability does
not appear to be of much use because it does not work with

i ndi viduals but only with popul ations, and so far in the fu-ture and
in such a haphazard manner that it is practically usel ess.

Cl assi ficati on: Unknown

Pl anet : Dr ambo

Speci es: Farner Fish

No | ndivi dual Nanmes Known

The | arge-headed Farner Fish are responsible for cultivating and
protecting benign growh and destroying all other growh in the
Dranmbon Strata Creature. Farmer Fish have stubby arms sprout-ing
fromthe base of their enlarged heads.

Cl assification: Unknown

Pl anet : Dr anmbo

Speci es: Strata Creatures

No I ndivi dual Nanmes Known

The | argest creature on the planet Dranbo~so |large that at a

scout ship's suborbital velocity of six thousand plus nmiles per hour
it takes just over nine mnutes to travel fromone side of the
pa-tient to the other. The creature is so vast that it has many

i ndepen-dent parts perform ng specialized functions, such as the eye
pl ants, air renewal plants, Farnmer Fish, Thought Controlled Tools,
and vegetable teeth. The parts can conmunicate via a nmineral-rich
sap. The creature uses water instead of blood as its working fluid.
It is not clear if the entire creature is an aninmal or a plant,

t here being conponents of both in its i mense expanse. There is only
one intelligent Strata Creature on Dranbo, and it is being treated
for radiation poisoning.

C assi fication: Unknown
Pl anet : Dr anbo
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Speci es: Thought Controlled Tool s

No | ndi vi dual Nanes Known

Under the nental control of its user, a "tool" can assune any
use-ful shape imgi ned. At Sector Ceneral, one appeared as a Hudl ar
type six scal pel, a nediumsized box spanner, a netallic sphere, a

m ni ature bust of Beethoven, a set of Tralthan dentures, and a
Hudl ar food sprayer, anong other things. The tools belong to the
only sentient Strata Creature on Dranbo, and were used to attack the
medical and military forces attenpting to treat the Strata Crea-ture
for radiation poisoning.

Cl assi ficati on: Unknown

Pl anet : Dut ha

Speci es: Dut han

I ndi vi dual s: Pati ent Bowab, Hi s Excellency the Lord Scrennagle of
Dut ha

Dut hans have a centaur-like body. The torso fromthe waist up
resenbl es that of an Earth-human, but the rnuscul ature of the arns,
shoul ders and chest are subtly different. The hands are five-digi
ted, each conprised of three fingers and two opposabl e thunbs. The
head is carried erect above a very thick neck, which seens

di spro-portionately small.The face is doninated by two |arge, soft,
brown eyes that sonehow nake the slits, pro tuberan ces, and fleshy
petal s which conprise the other features visually acceptable.

O assi ficati on: Unknowm

Pl anet : Ker an
Speci es: Ker anni

No | ndi vi dual Nanmes Known
No description given

d assi fication: Unknown

Pl anet : Unknown
Speci es: Kregli nni

No | ndi vi dual Nanes Known
No description given

Cl assification: Various

Pl anet : Meat bal

Speci es: CLCH CLHG Dr anbon Rol | ers, Dranbon Farner Fish, Dranbon
Strata Creatures, Dranbon Thought Controlled Tools, SRJH Dranbon
Heal ers or Physicians or Protectors

The planet was originally naned by the crew of Descartes, but the
nane was consi dered derogatory by one of the native intelligent
species. The planet is nowreferred to as Dranbo.

Reproduced with kind perm ssion of Bruce Pelz and Bruce Louie

Sect or Ceneral Contact UsBack to Top
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