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This book is dedicated to Boris Gomez Luna, David Ricade, and Charlie Munn, three men of very
different background who recognize one smplefact: it is better to keep one's neighborhood clean than to
dirty it.

And for the people of Peru, who have had the wisdom to preserve thejewe of the world's rainforests,
the great Man6.

And for Mittens, Saturn, Orca, Dusty, Peaches, and Daylight, who helped in the writing.



Human kind cannot bear very much redity. T. S. ELIOT



I

SPLINTERS of light flashed from the cagptain's buttons as he strove to peer through the roiling actinic
smoke. His ears were assaulted by the screams of dying men, echoes of an insufficiently distant Hell. A
shell struck nearby, showering him with clods of hot earth and fragments of torn human flesh. "'l don't see
her!" He had to scream to make himself heard above the awful thunder of battle. "Regulus! Can you see
anything?”

The colored soldier crouching dongside wiped a his eyeswith one

hand, the knuckles of the other pale where they gripped hisrifle. "No, suh! But she got to be hesh
somewheres, suh!" He squinted into the stinging smoke. " This be the country where | wasraised and |
till remembersit like the back o' mah hand. | ain't been gone North that long, suh." He gestured with the
muzzle of hisrifle. "That be the old quarters over there, where | growed up. The big house be just
beyond. The creek'll be to our right, with the smokehouse where they used to dry thefish. Let'stry there,
suh. | know the missus. Shetoo smart to stay in the house whilethisfightin'sgoin' on.” "Thisisdl
Sherman’'sfault,” the captain growled as he dragged the dirty, sweaty deeve of hisuniform acrosshis
forehead. The yellowish light imparted an eerie glow to his saber. "Won't be anything left of Atlantawhen
he getsthrough.” "No, suh. The generd, suh, hesahard man." "He'sfighting to win, Regulus. Towin this
war and keep your people free. But he'sno gentleman.” "Y es, suh. Missy Amanda, suh, she might be

A feminine scream rose above the sound of exploding shells and the deadly whistle of mini6 bals. The
soldier rose excitedly. "That's her, suh! I'd know that precious voice anywheres™ "Quickly now,
Regulugd”
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The two men scrambled down the doping riverbank toward the dateroofed shed that squatted by the
water's edge.

Theinterior of the ramshackle structure had become the stage for a

scene of imminent outrage. Three men-dirty, worn, conscripts dlorbited aflurry of white crinoline and silk
through which flashes of red hair and smooth skin could occasiondly be glimpsed. Their expressions,
gap-toothed and grim, left no doubt asto their intentions. Though outnumbered and overpowered, the
woman trapped in their midst was doing her best to resist their ondaught.

Sword at the ready, the captain burst into the room. "That'll do for you, you bastards.” Hisvoice and
hand were steadly.

Thetrio whirled to regard the intruder. The nearest, atal, heavyset ruffian who might once have been a
seaman, glared unrepentantly at the officer. "This be none of your business, sr." He grinned nadtily. "Why
don't you just take that darkie with you and go on about your business, and leave usto ours?' Grunts of
assent issued from his companions.

The captain returned the smile as he hefted his saber. "My intention was just to see the three of you
court-martialed, but | think now that it would be only proper that | spare Mr. Lincoln's government that
@(_

pense” Regulusat hisside, helet out ayel and charged.

One man took a saber cut to the cheek and dropped like astone, leaving the brigands erstwhile
spokesman to engage the captain from behind. The officer spun and parried, too late to block the
scything rifle butt which struck him across the forehead. As he ssumbled away from the blow he saw the
third attacker taking shaky aim at the recumbent woman with his service revolver. The coward'sintent
was clear: no witness, no trid. "Nol" With acry, Regulus threw himsdf forward.

The officer heard the revolver discharge as he twisted and lunged. Down went the giant, his heart pierced
by the captain's blade. The private who'd wielded the unsteady pistol scrambled through the open
doorway and fled.

The captain sarted to pursue but hated at the sight of Reguluslying sprawled near the woman'sfeet. A
gpreading crimson stain darkened the front of the corpord’s uniform. "Regulus!™ Putting his sword aside,
the officer kndlt next to his orderly's body. "Y ou can't die, my friend," he said more softly. "Not after all
we've been through together. Not since New Y ork."

The enlisted man's reply was hoarse, strained. "It it'sdright, Captain Hector, suh. It'smy time, is
al." Heturned to gaze up into hisfriend'sfare. "It had to be thisway, don't you see?'
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"Oh, Regulus, | remember you, | do! | knew you'd come back!" The woman cradled the dying man's
head againgt her crinoline-caressed bosom, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. "Please don't diel”
Pain made the orderly flinch as he turned his head to gaze fondly up at her. "1 promised your daddy, Miss
Amanda, that I'd look after you if thewar came. | nevah forgot that you was the one responsible for
havin' me set free. I . . ." He paused. It was along pause. The woman continued to peer expectantly
down at him while the captain kndlt sorrowfully a her sde. "'If what, Regulus?' shefindly murmured.
"Shit!" the orderly exclamed explosively. "l can't doit!" He sat up sharply. "I can't do these lines, man! |
can't identify with thispart.” "Cut!" howled anew voice. The distant rumble of background explosions
ceased. Fans began to chide smoke from the shed. "I said cut, dammit!”

A new figurejoined the trio. The man was short, dark-eyed, swarthy, more than atad apoplectic. "What
do you mean," heinquired through clenched teeth, "you can't do these lines?' "I'm sorry, man." Showing
no effects from what had transpired earlier, the orderly stood and wiped dirt from hisface. The stain on
his chest had stopped spreading. "'l just can't do this anymore. | mean, this dude was born adave, right?
So he getsfreed, goes North, finds a decent job, joins the Union Army where he meets this white bread
over here'-he gestured at the captain, who was now standing and listening quietly- "and they're the same
age, right?"This corporal, he's gone through al that hell to make it out of the South, so what does he do?
He decidesto play servant again to this captain so he can come dl the way back to where hewasadave
and throw himsdif in front of abullet to save the fox whose daddy once

owned him. Why? Because she had an attack of conscience and freed him? She didn't free nobody el se.
It just doesn't jibe, man. | can't buy it. "l mean, this character's got awife and kids back in New Y ork.
Sure, maybe hefedsgrateful to thischick.” Heindicated the woman in the shredded crinolines, who by
now was looking thoroughly disgusted. "But he ain't gonna give hislifefor her. It just ain't red.”

The shorter man was staring hard at him. "So now you're awriter." He glanced at the captain. "What
about you, Jason? Y ou awriter too?"

The captain raised both hands, pams outward. He'd Ieft his sword lying on the ground. A manin hisearly
twentieswas cleaning it witha

white cloth. "Don't look & me, Nahfoud. | read my lines." "I'm asking your opinion. Y ou think he's right?"
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Jason Carter looked past the director, to the crew bustling behind him. Men adjusted scrims and shades.
Gaffers checked wires. The Steadycam team was helping the tired cameraman dip free of hisharness.
"Look, I'm doing my job. Don't put mein the middle of something, okay?' "1 am o putting you.”

Carter saw that Merose was staring at him. He sghed. "Well, since you ask, no; | don't think this guy
would sacrifice himsdf under those circumstances. Not if he had afamily. If hedidn't havea" "There,
you see?' said hisfdlow actor, not letting him finish. Hewas

more angry than grateful. "It'slike I've been saying dl dong. How come

| gottadie? How comeit's dways the black guy who's gotta sacrifice himsalf? Shit, man, let him throw
himself in front of the damn bullet! HE's the one with the thing for the chick. Me, I'm supposed to have a
wife and two kids back in Brooklyn. Why can't the white guy do the noble death number for a change?!
It required avigble effort for the director to control himself. "Because -that's-not-the-way-it-is-written,"
he said very dowly. "That isnot what it saysin the script.” He smiled humorlesdy. "Y ou remember the
script, don't you? The big wad of colored paper everyoneis carrying around? The script you read
months ago and agreed to follow?" "L ook, jack," said the actor, "my agent read the script, see? He'sthe
onetold mel should doit. | don't want to be difficult. Soon as| heard it was a Civil War pic | knew |
wasn't bein' hired to be the lead. Like, unless Spike Lee or one of the Hudlin brothersisthe director, no
black actor isgonnaget thelead in no Civil War flick. | passed on four weeksin Vegasto do thislittle
epic. "But | still don't seewhy | gottadie, especiadly under these circumstances.” He shook hishead. "l
just can't do it, man. I'm an actor, but there'stimes and lines aman'sjust gotta deal with, and thisisone
of 'em. Ever sncel saw The Dirty Dozen asakid, saw Jm Brown sacrifice himsdf to save dl hiswhite
buddies. . .| mean, | just cant doit." He brushed past Carter and the director. "I got some heavy
thinking to do, man." "Listen, you guys make up your minds what you warmado, but | can't take this
anymore." The woman was gathering her soiled costume around her. "All thisyelling and shouting has
wounded my karmaenough asitis." Shelooked around desperately. "Wher€'s Siddarthee? Where's my
Guide?' "Here, little one." A black-bearded scarecrow clad in along beige robe shuffled forward to
place areassuring arm around the actresss bare shoulders. With his free hand he took one of hers.
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"Everything will bedl right. Just close your eyes and breathe deeply. Have good thoughts. Think of the
wind in the trees, making music with the leaves™

The director muttered acursein Arabic. " Somebody get that fake holy man off my set. Weretrying to
make amovie here." "Siddartheeisno fake," said the actresswith wounded dignity. "Heismy Guide. If
he goes, | go."

The scarecrow raised an a'm heavenward, imploring in Hindi. "I do not ask for anything for mysdlf," he
added in English. To the actress he murmured, "Come, little one. We must dlow time for the discordant
vibrationsto settle” Asheled her off the set she turned to the director and concluded swestly, "And you
tell thejerk with the revolver, the ugly little fart with the brown eyes, that if he doesn't keep his hands off
my ass during shooting I'm going to kick hisnuts out through hisnose." "Amanda. Dear, sweet Amanda.”
The director trailed hisleading lady and her mentor off the set. " These Union deserters are attempting to
rgpeyou. If you will kindly enlighten me asto how to stage such a sequence while completely avoiding
physica contact | will be most happy to do SO." "That's your problem,” she snapped. "Y ou're the
director. I'm just telling you that if that creep puts his hands under my costume one more

time he's the one the captain and corpora are gonna have to rescue. Y ou hear me good, Nahfoud?'
"That'sin your contract too, | suppose.” The director's voice faded as

the trio marched in lockstep toward the actressstrailer. "That you're not supposed to be touched?' "
can't take this, man." Merose Fleet was|leaning againgt afake boulder, incinerating a cigarette. "Thiswas
supposed to be a quick shoot. They told me Nahfoud was fast. | mean, | know there'salot of action.”
He saw Carter sanding nearby, gestured to him. "Those lines, man; nobody can say lineslike those with
agraight face today. On top of that we gotta deal with that crazy bitch and her fruitcake guru mumbling
mantras while the rest of usaretrying to rehearse.” He flicked the cigarette butt aside, reached into his
pocket, and extracted avid. "Y ou want some Secona, man?"

Carter shook his head, smiled noncommittally. Fleet nodded, popped a

couple of the pills, and dipped the bottle back in his pants. "I don't have to take this. Contract or no
contract. | got a Tony, man.

I've done Shakespeare.”
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Carter came over to put ahand on the other man's shoulder. "Thisisn't Othello, Md. It'sjust ajob."
"Yeah, | know, | know." Fleet removed his Union cap. "I know | shouldn't let it get to me. | know there's
times everyone's got to be the professiona regardless of persona fedings. But dammit, sometimes you
gottatakeastand.” "It'sjust one scene,” said Carter soothingly. "It's always 'just one scene,’ man,” his
colleague muttered. " Alwaysjust one more scene. | know it seemslike I'm making alot of noise over
nothing. But you walk into atheater full of brothers and sters and that's your face up there twenty feet
wide in the dark and those words are

coming out of your mouth, you're the one who's gotta listen to the comments afterward.” He stared at
Carter. "Y ou don't have to go through that, man. Y ou'll never have to go through that. Look at you: big,
blond, good-looking. Y ou got agreat voice, muscles, the women arefalin' al over themselvesto get next
to you. Y ou can say anything you want and you'll never come off stupid.” "Maybe not,” Carter replied,
"but that doesn't mean there aren't plenty of timeswhen | don't fed stupid.”

Fleet's gaze narrowed. "I can't figure you, man. | can't figureyou at all." He gestured at the outdoor set
behind them. "Y ou just walk through thislikeit'snothing." "It'smy profession,” Carter said softly. "That's
not what | mean. Y ou got everything, jack, but I've been watching you. You got it al and you don't seem
happy. Not as happy as me, not as happy as that dumb broad with the measurements bigger than her 1Q.
What's with you, anyway? What're you after?' "I'm just trying to practice my craft,” Carter told him.

"Y eah, well, maybe you're right. Maybe I'm overreacting. But sometimes you gotta overreact to get
anything changed in thisbusiness. Y ou gottatake aposition.”

Car-ter was nodding understandingly. " Sure you do. Everyone does. But you have to pick your stands
carefully if you want results, and I'm not sure that this piece of carefully crafted commercid tripeisone of
theright placesto do it." "Hey, whose side are you on, anyway? Mine or Nahfoud's?' Fleet nodded in
the direction of the actressstrailer. "Y ours. I'm just saying that based on what 1've seen of this
production so far, you're not going to change anything here." He hesitated. ™Y ou know, I'd give my right
armto play in Othdlo." "Yeah? Wdl, why don't you, man?' "Nobody'll cast me. Look a me. Do you see
me as lago? It'sthe way |
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am. My face doesn't have enough ‘character.' Not dirty enough. | auditioned for Shakespeare in the Park
once. Julius Caesar. | thought they might give me ashot at Brutus. "Know what they wanted meto play?
One of the guards. They wanted to stick mein aleather bikini and armor and have me carry aspear. |
had oneline. "That'swhy I'm in thisepic. I've got the lead. | get to act, even if the words aren't by Hecht
or Mankiewicz." "Y eagh, well. Oneline of Shakespeare versusthe lead inthis, | ain't surewhich is better.”
"I don't have any choice," Carter replied. "Thisisthe only kind of part | can get. You at least havea
choice. They hired you for your acting ability, because of that Tony." Heinhaled sharply. "Look. I'll talk
to Nahfoud after he's finished with Amandaand he's settled down some. Maybe we can try something a
little different.” "Oh, yeah. Like what?' "Sound effects. Maybe we.can blur some of thelinesthat are
bothering you. Or speed the whole interchange up. Y ou know . . . overlapping dialogue. I'll discussit
with Amanda.”" "That crazy bitch? Shit, ever since she made the break from porno films she thinks she's
some kind of cross between Stanwyck and Monroe. That chick is spacey, man." "Maybe Nahfoud's
right,” said Carter. "Not only do you want to be the writer, you want to do the casting too.”

Fleet garted to snap off areply, then caught himself. A dy grin started to spread across hisface. "Y ou
know, Carter, youredl right. A little dow, maybe, but dl right." " She's got the best pout in the business,”
Carter told him. ™Y ou have to admit that much.” "Good thing, too. It's her only expression. That and total
confusion." "We have to work with her, Md, just like we have to work with the script. Remember, the
producer's nephew isthe screenwriter. I'll talk to Nahfoud. | don't think this picture will hurt your career.”
"We're not talking about my career, jack. Weretaking pride. Were talking about my dignity asahuman
being." "If pride and dignity are important to you, you ought to get out of the movie business." "Y egh,
right." Fleet chuckled softly. "Okay, man, you got aded. Y ou talk to Nahfoud. And if you can't do
anything, hell, | don't want to get you into trouble, or hold this up any morethan | haveto. The sooner it's
awrap, the sooner | can get out of here. But | got my pride, man.”
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"Therésatimefor pride and atime for professonalism. Think about it." "I will, man. Y ou takeit easy.
I'm gonna get me asandwich." Technicians and gofers gave Fleet awide berth as he headed for the
catering truck.

Carter found himself done on the set. Behind him, workers were reingtaling the shed's breskaway wall.
Thelong continuous sequence had been a complicated one to stage and shoot, but most of it could be
salvaged since Fleet's outburst had come near the end.

His promiseto hisfellow actor had not been an empty one. He would talk to Nahfoud, though he didn't
expect to make much headway with the director. Probably Nahfoud would reshoot the ending with
Heet's sunt double, then dub in the requisite lineslater. That didn't bother Carter. By then hisown
involvement with the picture would be over.

He considered what to do next. If they were on astudio |ot Nahfoud would probably cal abresk to
alow everyoneto cool off, but they were on location. Too expensiveto cal ahdt. The next scene
involved atender reunion between the captain and his beloved. Given Amandas current state of mind
Carter was certain he had an afternoon full of traumatic retakes ahead of him.

As he garted for the caterer he found himself beginning to shiver. Thelong, complicated Steady-cam
shot had exhausted him and he was il sweating heavily. Theloca TV weatherman had predicted the
onset of achilly fal for central Georgia. Asafreshening breeze cooled hisface Carter could well believe
it.

Hed gone hafway when an indgstent voice interrupted hisreverie. "Mr. Carter, Mr. Carter!" Not now, he
thought tiredly. Turning, he saw the diminutive form of Trang Ho hurrying toward him. She held her
microcassette recorder out in front of her, much asthefictional Union captain had carried his saber. A
saber, of course, wasfar lesslethd. He had long since come to the conclusion that the recorder was not
asgparate instrument but was in fact a smdl rectangular gppendage of the woman's body. Swollen and
black, it protruded threateningly from her right hand.

Thetabloids she sold her storiesto were invariably not worth the trees dain to print them. Indeed, he
often wondered why they bothered with reportersat al, sncether taleswereinvariably based on
unauthorized photographs, pure hearsay, and innuendo. An actor ignored them at his peril. To do so
meant inviting afront-page story aong the lines of, "Jason Carter . . . Antisociad Star Despises Fellow
Actors Worgt Film in Cinematic History, Carter Implies!™

Y ou couldn't win with such people, he knew. If you told them the
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truth they misquoted you; if you told liesthey printed them asthetruth; and if you said nothing a al they
invented something twice as horribleto fill the void. Privately he wondered if the North Vietnamese il
operated any of their infamous "reeducation camps,” and if they might accept someone like Trang Ho on
scholarship. He knew many colleagues who would be eager to contribute to such afund.

She caught up with him as he wasfilling aplastic tumbler with iced teafrom the large canister marked
"Sweetened.” "I hear there was some trouble on the set." Her recorder quivered beneath hislipslike
some exotic African parasite seeking apath to its host'sinnards. Her eyes were agleam. She smelled
conflict, Carter knew, the way a sheegpdog could smell adead lamb half amile away. "Nothing
happened,” he muttered. "That's not theway | heard it, Jason. | heard there was ared blowup." "Sorry.
Nobody died."

She didn't look disappointed. There were plenty of deathsin Georgia she could somehow work into a
story. "1 hear that Melrose Fleet stormed off the set and refused to finish his scene.”

Carter Spped tea. "It's been atough shoot. Md got alittletired, that's all.”

He needed for this picture to end. Maybe the next one would be better, he told himsdlf. If he kept calm
and did hisjob, kept throwing himsalf wholeheartedly into crap like this, he might finally be offered
something worthwhile. A role where held be given the chance to act instead of pose, to do something
more sgnificant than reved his chest and declam heroically while flashing hisfamous amile.

He could aways black out histeeth. Envisioning Nahfoud's reaction to that made him grin. " Something
funny?' Trang Ho inquired hopefully. "Nothing you can use." He glanced down &t her. Her dfin face and
stature gave her the gppearance of aharmless waif, but the nonthreatening image was deceptive. Speak
softly and carry abig tape recorder, he mused. "'l can use anything. Come on, Jason," she prodded him.
"Giveme

something | can use. I'll be good to you. When they print the pictures I'll make sure they only show your
best sde”

| don't have abest Sde, he thought. | don't have abad side, either. That'swhat dl the cinematographers
kept telling him. He wished fervently they'd quit photographing him like he was arefugee from Mount
Rushmore.
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"Give me abregk, Trang. I've never done anything to you. I'm trying to build a career asa serious actor.”
"Serious actor?' She dmost but fortunately for her did not giggle. "I know your credits by heart, Carter.
The Toxic Waste Mongter. Crack Slashers of Manhattan. And what was that Academy Award winner
you did last year in Italy? Hercules Meets Jesse James or something?'

Carter counted dowly to five. "The British don't have this problem. An actor can do Lear one week and
pratfals on The Smplesthe next. Theimportant thing isto work." "Sure. Listen, Carter, you help me and
| help you. I'mjust trying to get someink. | get paid by the column inch and page.”" Shelooked across
to thetrailer which housed thefilm'sleading lady. "Persondly | consider this opusto be astep up in your
career.” Her voicefell to aconspiratorid murmur. "Now, if you could just give me something redly
interesting, something of seriousimport for our readers.” "Something juicy?' said Carter.

Shewas practicaly sdlivating. "Y eah." " Something like, 'Jason Carter Fathers Amanda Peters's
Two-headed Baby'?"

Shedidnt blink. "That would fly," she deadpanned. "But since | haven't seen any evidence of babieson
this set, two-headed or otherwise, I'd settle for a clue to whom she's degping with." Black and clawlike,
the recorder hovered below his chin. "Not Nahfoud . . . she hates hisguts. You? | know she's got the
hotsfor you, Carter. Every woman in the crew hasthe hotsfor you." "Well, | don't have the hots for
anybody," he shot back. "I'm just trying to do my job."

Her eyes widened hopefully. "Heet? Or the guy playing the big rapist, maybe?' "I don't know whom
she'sdeeping with," Carter said tiredly, "and | don't care.”

Mercifully the lamprey-like mouth of the recorder retreated. "And if you did you wouldn't tell me, |
know. Or would you? God knows this picture could use some PR."

Carter eyed her wonderingly. "Isthiswhat your parents became boat peoplefor? Isthiswhy they fled a
tormenting and corrupt regime?’ "No. They did it so they could cometo theland of the free and the
home of the brave. So they could raise three kids on tacos and apple pie and burgers. So their daughter
could graduate cum laude from UC Irvine with adegree in journaism. "But since the editor's chair & the
New Y ork Times seemsto be occu-
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pied right now and The Economist isn't hiring any overseas-based L.A. interns, thisisthe best their
daughter can do. And you know what? | make less than the editor of the New Y ork Times but alot
more than The Economist's overseasinterns. And | get to meet people who are much more interesting.”
Hisfet aflicker of concern. "Y ou think I'm interesting?’ "Not particularly. But you're about the prettiest
thing I've ever seen.” "God but I'm sick of that. | want people to see me as an actor.” She stepped back
and looked him up and down. "Wdll, | suppose that's not impossible. Being blond, six four, and gorgeous
shouldn't be an insurmountable handicap. We all have our crossesto bear. Ming'sadeadline, yoursis
your gppearance. Y ou do realize somewhere behind those deep blue eyes of yoursthat there are
misguided people in thisworld who would not object to trading places with you?' "I know, | know. But
whether you believe me or not I'd rather not look likethis." "Not even for one hundred fifty thou per
picture? Y ou can dwaysgo do Ibsen at thelocd Y." "I have," hetold her. " Sure, and twenty people
cameto seeit. Keep plugging away, Carter. Y ou're not such abad guy, even if you are closemouthed.
So | don't think I'll do anumber on you just yet. Right now I'm more interested in Peterss mattresswars.
We havealot in common, you and L" "We have nothing in common,” Carter told her. "No? Y ou get the
leads in the B-minus pictures, and | get to cover the stars of the B-minus pictures. We're both working
our way up. Down the coast they're doing that space shuttle hijack picture with Scheider and Kostner.
You think | could get assigned to that? No such luck.” "If you didn't have the moras of acobraand the
literary aspirations of aturnip I might get to likeyou alittle, Ho." "Dont," shewarned him. "It's
dangerous. Y ou're too sengtiveto like me. Although if you changed your mind about being asourcell
could do wondersfor your career.” "I'll handle my career just fine, thank you." " Sure you will. What's that
next picture your agency hasyou lined up for?" She frowned thegtrically. " Something with you and three
bimbos, down in Brazil where you dl lose your money, your inhibitions, and your clotheswhile drifting
down some obscure tributary of the Amazonon a

regject riverboat from The African Queen?'

Heturned away. "I haven't agreed to do that." "Bullshit. Y our agent's verbally committed you."
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Hewhirled on her. "How do you find these things out?' "Hey, it'smy job." She pocketed her recorder.
"Think about it, Carter. Y ou give me something and I'll see you get some good space. If not,” and she
was grinning as she strolled away, "I'll just have to make do with the best | can.”

Carter followed her with his eyes. Her petite Asian shape was quite attractive. But when considering
poisonous creatures one aways had to keep in mind the generd rule that the smdler they were, the more
toxic.

The crew did their best to ignore the muffled shouts emanating from the vicinity of Petersstrailer,
indication that Nahfoud's ongoing conver-

sation with hisleading lady was proceeding in amanner less than smooth.

He was abruptly aware that people were pointing at him. A cluster of tourists, well dressed and
privileged, was visiting the set. He smiled back automatically, provoking disparate responses from the
women in the group. It was so easy for him, atalent held discovered and grown bored with in histeens.
Hedrank histeaand like agood team player let them snap pictures until their guide, someone from the
film's PR team, urged them aong. Then he headed for hisown trailer.

It was not as big as Peters's. That was specified in the contracts, dong with everything else down to how
many oxygen molecules per day were

to be dlotted to each performer. He didn't care. He would've been happy to deep in atent inthe
Georgiawoods.

Something shiny in the grass caught his attention. At first he thought it might be apiece of jewd ry, but
when he knelt he saw it wasametd disc two inchesin diameter. As he picked it up the afternoon light
cued a

ranbow on its surface.

He wiped dirt from both sides. It didn't look bent or otherwise damaged. Interestingly enough, there was
no labdl.

A quick look around showed no one nearby examining the ground for lost property or asking anxious
questions of the crew. As he continued toward histrailer he showed the disc to everyone he
encountered. No one admitted to having lost anything likeit, nor did they know anyone who had.
Gathering clouds had begun to shed afternoon rain by the time he reached his home away from home. A
low rumble reverberated through the damp air, though whether it came from overhead or from the
direction of Peterss abode he couldn't say. It might well have been Nahfoud: even if he managed to
mollify hisleading lady therewould be no more

shooting today. The light was gone.



Cat - a-tyst 13

Carter was glad of the respite. He could relax and read. Therainon

the roof was imitating a snare drum on uppers as he carefully put the unlabeled compact disc on the
kitchenette table and went to ferret out amagazine.



It

O'LAL had been aware of the disturbance for sometime. It was subtle in character, unmistakable in
nature. Something was very wrong with The Way Things Were. The shift in the plend equilibrium was
aufficient to alarm her, though it was premature to consider aerting any Others. Not that anyone could be
gpared to assst her anyway. The Monitors were

Spread too thin asit was, and thisworld was her responsibility.

The exquisite ddlicacy of the disturbance suggested that whoever was responsible was aware of the
serious nature of the interference they were

causing. As presently condtituted it wasimpossible for her to trace it without revealing hersdf, and that of
course she could not do. Not without damaging the course of socia evolution on the very world whose
devel opment she was charged with safeguarding. Over the centuries she had grown very protective of
her smple charges.

Now someone was trying to make trouble. No reason yet for serious concern. The interference was ill
little more than atremul ous suggestion of unease diding across her field of perception. Its source might be
wholly natura in nature, distorted by some

causationd trick of mutaphysica mimicry. No need to panic.

But when it did not vanish and continued to perpetuate itself on her consciousness she began to believe
that another Shihararaneth wasre-

sponsible. It had the digtinctive thrust of the Kind. Yet dl of the Shihararaneth in this Quadrant were
accounted for. So her ingtincts must necessarily be playing her fase.

Only, shedidn't think so.

One of the primitive Kind sauntered across her physica plane of perception. Non-Shihar, it resembled
her closdly. It paused to consider her, ableto utilize only atiny fraction of that great range of cognizance
which characterized the mature Shihararaneth. The root Kind of thisworld were till evolving, till
maturing. They had along waysto travel before gpproaching the level of the Monitors.

Is
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Though beginning to properly comprehend their surroundings and their environment, their first hesitant
explorations of the spacetime con-

tinuum till exceeded their capacity for deductive cognition. Mastery of both was required to qualify for
true sentience.

They were gtill retricted to those places where matter had concen-

trated itsdlf sufficiently to generate retentive gravitation, unlike the Shihararaneth, who could travel
through progressively less organized re-

dity withease.

Such jumps remained beyond the ability of the primitive locals. Occasondly, hdtingly, one of them would
sumble clumsily between the planes of existence and emerge safely e sewhere without knowledge of how
it had accomplished the mature feat of trangposition. They invariably survived such accidents of maturity
undamaged but confused.

So shewas not surprised when the male confronting her made an

inquisitive noise and started to approach. His eyes were intent on hers. the true Shihar sare, she was
pleased to note, though devoid of adequate accompanying intelligence. She gazed back appraisingly.

He was a handsome specimen, lean and muscular. A pity she was not one of those who enjoyed dalying
with primitives. Itsatitude Sgnded a

confused mix of hodtility, curiogity, and lust, anot uncommon combination amnong undevel oped elemental
Kind.

When it was very close she tensed, chose her angle of departure care-

fully, and jumped. She passed above and beyond, vanishing into the open place the primitive could sense
but not enter. She fdlt the curved plane shed chosen dip glutinoudly beneeth her, the one above brush
lightly at her head. Up and down had no meaning during the jump, directions having become momentarily
asirrdlevant as gravity.

Grestly puzzled, theimmature Kind blinked and looked around wildly for the one held been staking.
Therewasno sign of her. O'la had jumped from one redlity nexus to another by meansof agapinred
gpace. For amature Shihar such dissimilarities were easy to negotiate.

She emerged near in time but quite a distance away in space, landing neatly on her feet in another city on
the other side of the world. Thistime no one saw her, though on several occasions she had been
observed. It did not matter. Unequipped to correctly interpret her means of locomotion, the primitives of
thisworld satisfied themsa ves with comforting retiondizations. Besides, the e emental Kind they shared
thisworld with occasondly made smilar if undirected voyages. So O'ld's arrival provoked no comment.
More than ever, she was convinced that the persstent disturbance was

the product of afully mature Shihar. It clung to the fringes of her consciousness, refusing to go away.
Sheld been feding it now for years. Each
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time she had tried to pursue, it had fled, its echoes diss pating untraceably in the pockets of emptiness
that occupied the plenum between ordinary mass, mocking her attemptsto carry out her monitoring
functions. She was persistent and dedicated, but not even the most experienced Monitor could capture a
taunt.

Nor could she expend very much energy tracking disguieting phantoms. Too many other tasks made
demands on her time and talents. There were the immature Shihar of thisworld to nurture, and the
promising Othersto guide and cgjole toward civilization. Y et the disturbance never left her entirely, and
occasiond widely spaced reminders of its presence served to keep her aert for any chance to pounce.
Somewhere an unregistered Shihar was biding itstime, planning disruption, intending inimica influence. It
was her task to ensure that did not take place while smultaneoudy preserving her anonymity.

So much work to be done, so many seemingly inconsequentid yet vital detailsto attend to. Endlesswas
the task of Monitor, yet also endlesdy rewarding. Not one but two species benefited from her untiring
attention: the domestic immature Kind, and the Others. The rewards of monitoring lay in watching her
charges progress.

She had no intention of seeing her hard-won accomplishments jeopardized by some unregistered,
mischievous Renegade.

Somewhere there must be agod, Jason thought, who looks after fools, idiots, and suicidal film directors.
Not only did the cloud cover break and therain stop falling, so did most of the crap.

After alengthy conversation with his agent, agentleman of no taste and impeccabl e credentia s within the
field who expounded tersaly to his client on the virtues of working in any capacity as opposed to not
working & al, Merose Fleet returned to the set to deliver the remainder of hislineswith a subservient
aplomb that |eft even jaded crew members applauding.

Amanda Peters (nee Ethel Berkowitz of Tope, Oklahoma) executed her final sceneswith vigor and style,
managing to appear a once distraught waif, noble southern belle, and period costume nymphomaniac.
Thefact that her three erstwhile attackers concluded their parts with their parts more the worse for wear
than hers constituted akind of poetic justice, not to mention license. Once the director had been assured
by his sound man that her occasional out-of-character four-letter outbursts could be easily edited out of
the livetrack, he pronounced himsalf delighted.

Asfor thelingering clouds, they provided the kind of diffuse dramatic lighting the best maite artists could
not have surpassed. Only after the
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find covering shotswerein the can did therain return, in the form of a deluge heavy enough to have
extinguished the redl burning of Atlantahad it fallen ahundred and someyearseaxrlier.

Car-ter made hisway through the rain toward the wardrobe trailer. Inside, he dipped behind a privacy
screen and began removing his cos-

tume. Along with those which had garbed the rest of the cast it would be carefully packed and returned
to Los Angeles, preserved and numbered in case reshooting or sequels were required.

After dressing in jeans, sweatshirt, and sneakers, he stepped out and passed the Union uniform one piece
at atime to the diminutive woman waiting behind a narrow counter. She chatted as she checked each
piece against the readout on her laptop. "Bet y'dl are glad this shoot is over." Her consonants twanged
againg her palate asif someone were using the lettersfor guitar picks. Texas, Carter thought. Hed never
asked her but the accent was pretty easy to dot.

He shrugged. "The usud disagreements over artistic interpretation.” Shelet out aderisive snort. "Artigtic
copulation, you mean. But you stayed clear of what wasflyin', didn't you? That's the best thing you got
goin' for you in thisbusiness, cuddles. Not your looks, not your voice. Y ou got equilibrium. Always say
that no matter what his profession, a

body's got to maintain its equilibrium.” She tucked his officer'shat into a

plastic bag that had his name scrawled onit. "Gonna keep everybody around for another week, | hear.
Try and get some close-ups and two-shots with backgrounds, make the editors happy. Then we're outta
here." She smiled up at him. Shewasin her fifties, he sugpected. Country-pretty, not Hollywood.
Marjorie Ashwood was part flirt, part grandma, al professiona. She could whip up anew costume on
the computer laser cutter in the back of thetrailer faster than most seamstresses could dter ahem.
Hisreciproca smile turned to awince when she added, "Goin' to do apic in South America, | hear."
"Possbly," he mumbled. "Somekind of river epic?' "I'd rether not discussit. It'still in thetalking stage.”
"Y ou don't haveto explain." She was buttoning the officer'sjacket sheld hung on aplastic hanger. "Thisis
ol' Mad you'retaking to, re-

member?' When the jacket was ready she pushed a button that revolved the wardrobe rack, hung the
jacket dongsdeitsidentical twins. The rack was crammed full. Period pictures demanded extensive
wardrobes and experienced wardrobe masters to look after them.
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As she clipped the pants to a second hanger something dipped from afront pocket. Catching it before it
hit thefloor, she held it up to the light. "What'sthis?" "Oh, | forgot about that.” He pulled hisrain poncho
from his carry pack. "Found it in the grass today. Asked around but nobody claimed it." He looked
thoughtful. "There were abunch of gawkers around ear-

lier. Some studio flunky was escorting them. Maybe one of them logt it. Therésno labd.” "I can see
that." Light refracted from the argent dice as sheturned it over in her fingers. "Thissize, it's probably a
storage disc. Funny thereésno label. Maybeit peeed off." Her eyebrows lifted. "Want to see what's on
it?'

Her eyeswere blue but paler than his. "That's private property. | don't know if we should do that." "Hell,
it's probably a bootleg copy of some concert. 1llega on the face of it. We might find some identification.
Then you could have the pleasure of returning it to itsrightful owner.” "Why me?" "Because it wouldn't
mean anything coming from me. Y ou, on the other hand, might make alifdong fan." She turned and sat
down at her tiny workgtation. "Here, let's see.”

The laptop whined as she powered it up and did the disc into the twoinch dot. A couple of keys got her
out of her cadcam costume program and into asearch utility. Carter waited patiently. "That orientdl gal
wasin earlier looking for you." Ashwood spoke as

sheteased keys. "The reporter?’ "Trang Ho. The term ‘reporter’ doesn't apply to her. She'sa
professonal snoop.” "That afact? I'd dmost think she had athing for you." "She'slike that with
everybody. Not that she wouldn't deep with me, but it'd beto get astory, not sex.” "I know the type.
She gets her orgasms from gossip.” The comment did not surprise Carter. Despite her grandmotherly
attributes, Ashwood had an earthy sense of humor. And sheld worked in film for thirty years. "Shetried
pumping me afew times, too." "Y ou didn't give her any materid?' "Me?' Ashwood glanced up a him. "l
got apension comin’ someday soon, good-lookin'. I'm not about to jeopardize that by whisperin' ru-
mors somebody might trace back to me." She leaned toward the screen, squinting over her haf-bifocals.
"Thisisinterestin'." "What?' Hetried to see around her. "Comelook for yoursdf."
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Herased the divider and peered over her shoulder, frowning. "Y ou know | don't know anything about
computers, Marjorie. I'm not one of these actors who want to direct, produce, light the set, and run the
camera. I'm about astechnically oriented asageranium. | don't see anything." "That's because there's
nothin' to see. The contents of this disc are protected. System'stoo elaborate for thisto be a cheap
bootleg copy of aconcert. What we got hereis some serious information storage.” She fiddled with the
keys. Words and images flashed across the screen. "What are you doing?' " Just hackin' around. Ah, here
we go. The codesain't real complicated. Just enough to discourage the casual prober. | never wasthe
casud type.11 "Isn't thisinvasion of privacy or something?' Carter was uneasy. "Naw. If thiswas mgor
stuff, government or internat, | wouldn't have been ableto get in so easy. Not with acommercia search
program. See?' She pointed triumphantly. "Owner's name and address. We done a good thing,
good-lookin'. Saysthereé'sareward for safe return, too." Her fingers hovered above the keyboard.
"Now let's see what he's so anxious to have back.”

Carter put ahand on her shoulder. "We don't have to do that, Marjorie. It might be personal. Family
records, tax information . . . Wedon't know." "Aren't you even alittle curious?' "Not redly."” "Reward'sa
thousand bucks." She tapped the screen. "It's a Georgia address. Can't be that far. | don't know where
Brunswick isbut we can find it on amap. Why don't you come with me? I'll split the reward with you.1t
"I don't need the money, Marjorie." He smiled down at her. The offer to shareindicated just how
unaffected by Hollywood Marjorie Ashwood was.

"I won't forceit on you, but I'd enjoy your company. We can split the driving, if not the reward. C'mon,
cuddles. | can hang out the window and pretend you're my gigolo. Y ou can spare an old g sometime.
Tomorrow's Saturday. No work 'til Monday no matter what our phayroh decides.” "Nahfoud said
something about looking at rushes," Carter replied lamely.

Ashwood made arude noise. "Uh-huh. And thefirst thing he's gonnado is ask the actors for their
opinions. Get red, good-lookin'."

Car-ter consdered. Hisingtinctive first thought was that despite the
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differencein their ages she might be looking for an opportunity to put the make on him now that their
professiona relationship was about to end. He decided that wasn't the case. If that was what Ma@orie
Ashwood wanted, she would've put the question to him directly, and before now.

"Let'sfind out wherethis placeisfirg,” hesad. "You got it, gorgeous.”

She returned the laptop to the main menu, withdrew the disc, and pulled up aresident atlas. By zip code,
it placed the address on the disc on the south Georgia coast. " Pretty good drive," he commented. "Any
farther south and you'd bein Horida" "Okay by me. I've dways wanted to see more of the South.
Never worked this part of the country before." She favored him with another of her maternal, impish
grins. "I'm not aswiddly traveled as somefolks." :,Very funny. | don't pick the locations of the pictures|
make." Then you'll come dong?Wewill make an interestin’ couple. Unsettle the natives.”

It would be nice to get away from the intense atmosphere that sur-

rounded the production, he thought. See some new country, meet some new people. The Teamsters he
usualy hung out with probably had plans of their own for the weekend. And held heard that the Georgia
coast was

red pretty. , :,Why not?' He buttoned up his poncho. "I'll rent acar." 'I'll let you," she said agreesbly.



1

THEY clung to 95 dl the way to the coast, picking up Interstate 16 just north of Savannah. From there it
was a straight shot southward.

Much of the town of Brunswick was obscured by dense forest which

was a never-ending source of wonder to avisitor from Southern Cdifornia. Piney woods dominated the
terrain in every direction except east, wheretidal flats and rush-choked waterways separated the coast
froma

verdant necklace of barrier idands.

The addressled them to a cluster of private postal boxes. Only Ashwood's insstence and Carter's
wheedling succeeded in prying the location of the owner's actud residence from the reluctant but dightly
awed franchise operator. "Can't get areward from apost office box," Ashwood pointed out.

The disc's owner lived not on the mainland but on nearby Sealdand, which wasitself a suburb of Saint
Simon Idand. Directions sent them

across abusy causeway, through housing devel opments and compact shopping centers, across a second
much smaler causeway, until they eventudly found themsalves driving down an unexpectedly beautiful
ave-

nue lined with enormous live oaks.

Spanish moss dripped atmosphericaly from the vaulting branches. Stunted streets named for local
flowers, birds, and animals ran perpendicular toward the mainland or Atlantic Ocean. The houses
themsdlves consisted of everything from fifties ranch-style homesto rambling Catilian mansions and
concrete bastions gut with Bauhaus flourishes.

Robin Lane contained only four homes. The last, of brick and glass, faced the surf. \VVehicular approach
to the house was barred by agray wrought-iron gate. From what little he knew of such matters, Carter
thought the house architecturaly unimaginative and pedestrian in execution. "Not abad place" he
commented, damning it with faint praise.

23
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Ashwood let out agrunt. "Be the caretaker's shack in Beverly Hills. | reckon it'swhat passes for fancy
around here."

An intercom was mounted on the pillar immediately to the right of the gate. Ashwood rolled down her
window, leaned out, and addressed the pickup. Following abrief delay amale voicereplied. "Who isit?"
Thevoicewasrichly nasd, with adrawl that hinted strongly of New England rather than southern origins,
Carter decided. "My name's Ashwood. Got afriend with me. Werey'd| by any chance floatin' around
the Macon area the other day?"

Another pause, then, "Who are you people, and what do youwant?I'ma. .. ". .. very busy man,"
Ashwood finished for him. "I know, you men

areaways 'very busy.' Just answer one question for us. Did you vist a

movie st and lose something?!

No pausethistime. "Y ou found my property?' "What kind of property?' "A small sorage CD," the voice
replied impatiently. "Obvioudy you found it, or you would not have been able to find me. Just amoment.”
The disembodied twang was replaced by the whirr of ahidden motor asthe heavy gate was drawn aside.
"Park by the main door, please. | will meet you there." "Not so fast,” said Ashwood. "How do we know
y'dl are the owner and not just somebody housesittin? Areyou,” she hesitated briefly, re-

membering, "Bruton Fewick?' "Fee-wick," the voice snagpped. "Not Few-ick. | am."

As Carter drove up, Fewick came lumbering lightly down the front steps, moving with unusua grace for
someone with the build of aresurrected zeppelin. He had wavy blond hair, hazel eyes, and thelook and
demeanor of ademented baby. He was aso much younger than Carter expected, thirty a mos. "'l am
very grateful to you." Definitely New England, Carter thought. As an actor he picked up on accents right
away. "l have been working with the material on that disc for sometime and, silly me, neglected to back
up everything." Heturned. "Please, comeingde.”

Must be vauable, Ashwood told hersdlf, for him to have been carryinit around with him. To Carter she
added in awhisper, "Maybe we can get two thousand out of him." "Marjorie." Carter shook his head
disgpprovingly.

He expected servants, but there were no other signs of life as Fewick led them through the house and
into acombination library-study. "Stupid of me," their host was saying, "keeping that on my person.”
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"Yeah, it was" Ashwood feigned interest in the crowded bookshe ves that lined the wals. ™Y ou must
know something of how RW-CDs function because you got in degp enough to unearth my name and
address" "'l work with optical storage mysdlf,” shetold him. Helookslikea

surfing snowman, she thought. Only pink instead of white. All he needed was black eyesinstead of
brown and a carrot sticking out of his mouth. Instead of waddling when he walked, as she would have
expected, he covered ground with a sort of athletic mince.

Unlike his companion, Car-ter found the room fascinating. The only time held ever seen more booksina
private residence was in the mansion of amajor producer who'd been considering him for arole. Every
book there had looked brand-new, probably because not one of them had been touched by human
hands since they'd | eft the bindery. In contrast Fewick's al looked thoroughly perused, unevenly packed
on their shelves, sometimes stacked in horizonta haste instead of having being returned to their proper
niches

A huge antique desk dominated one comer of the room near awindow that overlooked sand and salt
grass. Gilt decorated its clawed feet and edges. Two other tables stood nearby. The top of one was
inclined fortyfive degrees and displayed sheets of paper. It wasilluminated from within. The other was
home to more than adozen wide, shdlow drawers of the type one might find in the office of a
professiona cartographer.

Sculptures and other arcane objects were scattered about the room: on shelves, pedestals, the carpeted
floor. Carter found himsdlf standing next to a gargoylish human figure which had been boldly hacked from
black wood. Decorated with feathers and beads, its cowrie-shell eyes seemed to follow him around the
room. He thought the fist-sized ball of amber on the desk much more attractive, despite the dozen or so
insects entombed within. It rested next to asmall solid sterling scul pture of anude woman and a swan,
whom the artist had captured in the middle of an act not likely to be depicted anytime soon on the Disney
Channel. "L ottabooks," Ashwood observed. "You read'em al?' "At least in part,” Fewick replied
plessantly.

Carter turned from the desk. "Mind my asking what kind of businessyou'rein?"

Fewick beamed. "Why, the best sort of businessthereis" A gargled, choking noise emerged from his
throat, which, snce he was evincing no

obvious signs of externd distress, could be nothing other than alaugh. "My parents are obscendly
wedlthy. They are dso painfully sophigticated, extremely intelligent, and dull as dishwater. Whichiswhy,
assoon

as| cameinto my inheritance from my grandparents, who were, if any-
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thing, even duller people, | immediately moved out of the family manse

and set mysdlf up down here.” "Where's home?' Ashwood asked him. "Boston. Have you ever beento
Boston, Mr. . . . "Jason Carter. I'm from Minnesota myself. About fifty mileswest of Minnegpolis. A
towncdled..." "How extremely interesting,” Fewick said with unseemly haste. Asther host smiled it
struck the actor that he wasn't being intentionally rude. It was Smply his manner. At least hewas
sraightforward, which was more than could be said for the average executive producer or axemurderer.
"If you would be so kind asto restore my property to me?'

Ashwood removed the plastic-wrapped CD from her purse and handed it over. Fewick took it
ddicately, holding it by the edges. "Thank you," hetold her with feding. "Why isit so important?'
Ashwood asked him, tact being one of the few four-letter words with which she was not comfortable.
Instead of replying, Fewick went to his desk and opened a sSide drawer. The disc dipped into avacant
dot dongsde dozens of others. The storage capacity represented by the contents of that single drawer,
Carter knew, must beimmense. "There was something on there about areward?’ Ashwood said
pointedly.

Fewick shut the drawer. "Oh, that's old information. | should have erased that long ago.”

Her expression narrowed and she adopted atone that startled Carter. Suddenly she didn't sound like
good old Ma@, the wardrobe lady. "Old information? Y ou handled that sucker like it was yesterday's
prostate scan.” Her voice softened. "Besides, would you redlly try to cheat an old lady?' " Oh, very well."
He sighed. "I suppose that to your way of thinking you have gone to sometrouble. | will giveyou. .. a
hundred dollars." "The disc said athousand.” "Two hundred, then." A large rust-colored tomcat suddenly
materiaized atop the desk. Carter decided it had been deeping in the leg space benegth. 1t rubbed up
againgt Fewick, who reached down to stroke its back. Half-closed Persian eyesregarded the visitors.
"ThisisMoe." Their host was enjoying himsdlf, Carter saw.

"Nine hundred,” said Ashwood. "Three." Fewick continued to stroke the cat. "My best friend. Have you
ever noticed how much nicer cats are than humans? | truly believe
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they are our only equas." He eyed the immovable Ashwood. "Unlike Moe, | do not have alot of timeto
wastein play. Five hundred.”

Ashwood muttered something under her breeth. "All right." Fewick had avery smal mouth which al but
disappeared behind bunched cheeks when he smiled. Seating himsalf behind the desk, he wrote out a
check, then rose to hand it to Ashwood. She was watching him warily. "How do | know you won't stop
payment on this soon as we're out the door?"

Fewick clasped his hands together delightedly. "What ddlicious cynicism! Madam, | could essily have
given you nothing. This| offer for your time and out of the goodness of my heart.” "I have thisfeding that
your heart isfull of goo, not goodness.”

Fewick pursed hisincongruoudy smdl lips. ™Y ou wound me deeply.” "1 ‘wound you deeply'? Y 'dl been
watchin' too many bad movies, bubbles. Y ou need to get clear o' this mausoleum more and out into the
red world." :;Marjoriel" "It isquitedl right, Mr. Carter," Fewick assured him. "My verba affectations
reflect an admiration for aworld of elegance lost to time. | am inured to criticism of both my speech and
appearance. That ex-

plained, you will both now do me the courtesy of departing.” "Did you haveto insult him, Marjorie?!
Carter did behind the whed of the rented car, turned the ignition. "Nope. But it surewas fun. The cheap
son of abitch promised a

thousand bucks reward. He got off on cheating us." She held up the check. "I had half amind to wad this
up and throw it back in hisface. Fortunately the other half of my mind stayed in control.”" She dropped
the check into her purse. "Hey, how about we go back through Vadosta? We got time." "What'sin
Vadogta?' Heturned out of the driveway and onto the main street. "I dunno. But the name dways
intrigued me."

Asthe wrought-iron gate closed, the rotund shape standing &t the second-floor window |lowered the
drape it had been holding aside and returned to the gilded desk. Seating himself, Bruton Fewick opened
thefile drawer and carefully removed the prodiga disc.

It did easily into adot in the Sde of the computer that emerged on

command from within the desk. Not until several complex passwords had been processed did the screen
fill with precious information. Only when he was certain nothing had been damaged did he dlow himsdlf
to relax.
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Hed been utilizing the research library at the University of Georgiawhen an acquaintance had mentioned
that there might be an open spot

on aforthcoming excurson to anearby movie st. The result of letting himsdlf be talked into participating
had been near disaster. Months of work, of reading and poring over maps, would have been lost forever
if not for the resourcefulness of the smple people who had found hisdisc.

Now his efforts were about to enter anew stage. It wastimeto begin find preparations. He could have
survived the loss of the disc, but it would have set him back many months, and after years of research
and toil the delay would have been painful.

Soon the whole world would know his name, would stand in awe of his accomplishments. Especidly his
parents, who had barely condescended to speak to him ever since hed announced hisintention whilea
junior at collegeto pursue afield of endeavor outside the family business.

He stroked the big tom, listening to it purr contentedly. He had the cat to thank for that. It was Moe who
had accidentaly didodged the book in hisfather's library which had so intrigued the studious young
Bruton and changed the course of hislife. Prior to that he had been at best an

indifferent student. Subsequent to his change of direction he had applied himsdlf to hisstudieswith a
vengeance.

It did not bother him that his parents disapproved. Thelr attitude toward their only son had aways been
lukewarm at best. They had raised him as one might a pedigreed dog for which they had overpaid,
cozening but rardly touching, admiring formaly while dill regarding himwith a

digtinct air of vague disgppointment.

That would change with the fulfillment of hiswork. They would have no choice but to admire and
recognize his achievements because their snooty society friends certainly would. He smiled down a Moe,
mentally thanking the cat yet again for the providentia accident which had so

changed hislife. Fewick had encountered the stray on campus and it had immediately attached itsdlf to
the hefty pre-law student. They'd been together ever since.

We're both outcasts, he thought. We belong together. Pulling abook from the pile on his desk he began
comparing its con-

tents with notes recorded on the disc. Soon his parents would be able to ignore him no longer. They
would have to admit that he'd been right dl aong, that they'd been wrong. His growing fame would soon
eclipsetheir anger and disappointment.

Even hishaughty, supercilious father would be forced to confess that having afamous archaeologist in the
family might not be such abad thing after all.
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The Renegade was reasonably content. While another creature might have reacted ebulliently now that
plansiong in the making were nearing fruition, he remained restrained. His sense of timewas very
different from that of the ordinary sentient.

Not that he wasn't enjoying the game. Inthe end, it was dl that made existence worthwhile. If not for it,
he surely would have expired long ago of inconceivable ennui.

Events were progressing according to plan despite the presence of the Monitor. Her futile attemptsto
locate him and put a stop to his activities only added to his enjoyment. Nothing was going to interfere
with hislittle amusement. Boredom could be dlayed only by the introduction of unexpected anomalies
into the developmenta scheme, and if millions died asaresult, well, it promised somered excitement at
last. He looked forward eagerly to the culmination of his gambit.

Sip-diding boredly through the planes of existence had led him to stumble on this unique opportunity to
unhinge normality. He had immediately grasped the dynamic possihilities. Only recently had the local
Monitor even begun to sense his presence. Her subsequent attempts to confront him were a continuing
source of amusement.

He had been patient and would continue to be so. Of course, there was dways the poss bility of local
interference, but he was confident he could cope with that without revealing himsdlf. Thelocd sentients
were entertaining but not very perceptive. They no more suspected his existence than they did that of the
Monitor. Their tendency to spend so much of their time looking inward was one of the things that made
them so much fun to play with.

Nothing would stop him. He had committed too much time, too much effort, to alow that to happen. The
key to loca destabilization was a gift from a sardonic cosmas, one that he intended to put to optimal use.
If developed toits utmost it might even provide him with a power base with which to challenge sabilities
elsewhere. That would truly complicate the work of the Monitors. A pity none of the other Shihararaneth
shared his passion for chaos and disruption. He found their obsession with ordered progress and
evolution sSckening. It was up to him aone to do something about it.

Evenif it did mean having to gart smdl.
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THE pat on hisbackside didn't Sartle Carter. Y earsin the business had resigned him to uninvited
contact. But the identity of the perpetrator did surprise him.

Madorie Ashwood was grinning up a him, adrink clutched loosely in one hand. Not the cheap
champagne the producers had magnanimoudly provided for the wrap party, but hard liquor the hue of
burnt acorns. She was happy, not drunk. "Hi, good-lookin'." "Hello, Madorie."

She gave him a conspiratoria wink. "1 gotta secret. Wannaknow my secret?' "1 don't know, Mad." He
replied carefully, wondering what she was

getting at. If sheld been any younger held have known automatically, but that conclusion didntt fit the
maternd if testy image held formed of the wardrobe mistress. "Hey!" The complaint reached him above
the din of the party.

He looked back at his companion of the moment, an actresswho'd played one of the picture's numerous
accessory southern belles. Watery champagne notwithstanding, she was far more tipsy than Ashwood.
Beautiful blue eyes, saverely glazed, stared back at him. She was swaying on her feet, and not for
emphasis. Her body didn't need any extraemphasis.

He regarded her tolerantly. In addition to the champagne, she'd been indulging in some controlled
substance of unknown potentia. Her cur-

rent equilibrium was about as stable as her speech. "Get rid of the old bag, Jase, and let'sgo." Her
speech was heavily durred. She reached out to grab his hand.

He pulled away. "Not now, Kimmie." She frowned a him. "Don' tel me you'd rather be with that
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"I don't want to be with anyone," he said sharply. "I'm redlly tired and I've got to catch aplane
tomorrow."

She gaveit onelast try. ™Y ou can deep on the plane. Y ou don't wanna

deep here. Thisispartytime.” "I'm kind of partied out, Kimmie." He smiled gpologeticadly and waked
away from her. Her frustrated muttering was quickly swalowed by the noise of the crowd.

Ashwood was there to intercept him on the far side of the hdl, away from the open bar. "Thanks for
rescuing me" hetold her.

She sipped at her glass as she observed the milling crowd of crew and performers. "Most guys your age
would think of it asinterference, not arescue.” "'l know, but | get so damned tired of women looking at
me likethat." " Awww. Poor boy." She patted him on the cheek, having to stand on

tiptoesto reach hisface. "Lifes such atria for you." "Y ou don't have to patronize me," he grumbled. "I
didnt say | didn't likewho | was, just that that sort of thing gets old when you have to deal with it day
after day." "Still want to see my secret?' "Oh, al right. What's your secret, Marjorie?' "Y'dl haveto
comeout to thetrailer." "Whoa. | just got through thanking you for rescuing me from one situation.” "It's
nothin' like that, handsome. Not that 1'd be averse, mind. Y ou redly are abeautiful young man. But |
promisethat's not what I've got in mind."

He dismissed the party. "Why not? Thiswas old before it got started.” They exited the hal and found
themsalvesin the courtyard of the rambling suburban motel in which cast and crew had been housed. He
followed Ashwood along a concrete walkway, past the pool, and up one

flight of stairs. While his guide fumbled with her room key he wondered if she was being straight with him.
Helooked worriedly in both directions, wondering where Trang Ho was. Thiskind of publicity he didn't
need.

The room had been cleaned earlier. Two fully packed large suitcases lay open on the bed. Piled on the
smdl dinette-style table were several boxes and the wardrobe mistresss Iaptop. She sat down and
turned it on.

As she worked, words appeared and scrolled up the screen. They were

accompanied by drawings and maps. "Thereitis," shetold him. "Thisismy secret.” ™Y ou're going too
fast for meto read anything.”
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Shelooked up at him. "Remember the disc we returned last week?' He nodded. "When some sucker
offersareward for the return of information, wouldn't you be curious to know what it consisted of ?*

He should've guessed. "Ma@aorie. . . you didn't copy hisdisc?' "Just asa precaution. Don't look a me
likethat, gorgeous. | could've kept the origina. And don't tell me you ain't interested.” "I'm not." He
moved to leave. "Wdl, sinceyou ask,” she said dyly, "taken asawhole, | think it's some kindatreasure
He hdted, turned. "Y ou've been using my rejected scripts for reading materia.” "Areyou sayin' thereés no
such thing astreasure?’ "What kind of treasure?”

Shelooked back at the screen. "W, it don't exactly say that theré'sa

tressure. But it hints, and gives directions.” She smiled brightly. "And I'm gonnago find it."

He gaped at her. "What about your work?' "The next picture I'm contracted for don't start principal
photography for sx monthsyet. I'll just tell my people not to sgn me up for anything interim. | was
plannin’ on taking alittle vacation anyways."

He couldn't keep from asking, "Where's this treasure supposed to be, anyway? Off the coast here?' Like
anyone elsewho watched TV he knew al about the Spanish galleons that had been salvaged off the
FloridaKeys. "Wrong coast. We're talking South America. Peru, to be exact.”

Carter consdered. "Y ou don't want to go there. It's swarming with drug runners and Maoist guerrillas
who think Stalin was araving liberd." "Listen to me, sonny-boy." She switched to the voice sheld utilized
briefly in Bruton Fewick's sudy. "Ther€'s plenty you don't know about me. To you I'm just Granny
Ma@, the lady who darns your jockey shorts. But before | started titchin' | did other things. | can take
care of mysdlf." "That s0? What did you do that qudifiesyou for atrip likethis?!

She backed off dbruptly, asthough she might already have said too much. "Let'sjust say it involved alot
of travelin' around, and that | learned how to handle mysdlf on theroad. I'm only tellin' you any of this
because | thought you deserved to know, you havin' found the disc an’ all. Now go back to your party.
Go on." Shewaved a him asif trying to shoo a puppy.

Hedidn't tir. "My next film, if | decide to Sign the contract, doesn't
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gart for anumber of months ether. It's supposed to shoot in the Amazon somewhere. | wonder if
Manausis closeto Peru?’

She made aface. "Not hardly.” She tapped the screen. "Where I'm going there won't be any
ar-conditioned, bugproof rooms or eager goferswaiting on call with iced drinks" "1t would still belike
research for the picture.” "What would be like research?' she asked guardedly. "If | went with you. Y ou
can't redly be thinking of going by yoursdf "Matter of fact that's just what | wasthinkin'" "I could help.
Except .. . . 'mupfor alead in an Ibsen revival in New York. If | get the part that'll tie me down until the
next picture. If | don't . . . how do | get hold of you?"

Sheripped a page from anotepad in one of the open boxes next to the laptop, scrawled numbers. "This
ismy home phone. I'minthe Vdley. | ain't gonnawait around for you."

He pocketed the dip. "1 dill think you're crazy for even thinking about doing something like this on your
own." "Me, | think it's the people who don't do stuff like thiswho are the crazy ones. I'm fifty-three.
What am 1, saving myself for the Miss Senior America contest? Y ou go do your Ibsen and let me worry
about me." "You'reanicelady, Maijorie. I'd hate to think | had a part in you doing anything that got you
hurt." "Thanksfor the concern, cuddles.” She walked him to the door. "But | usudly ain't the one who
endsup hurt.”

Hedidn't get the part. His reading was as good as that of any of the actors who auditioned, and he had
his growing marquee value going for him. But the producers were of the subspeciesthat concerned itsalf
more

with notices than box office, and they ultimately decided that casting hunky Jason Carter in therole of a
mentally tormented intellectud wasa

cultural risk they weren't prepared to take.

On the day after hislatest rgjection he picked up the phone and dialed the number held brought from
Georgia. Hewas puzzled to learn that it had been disconnected. That was nothing compared to his
surprise when upon further investigation he learned that it had not been in service for dmost ayear, which
implied that Madorie Ashwood had ddiberately given him awrong number.

He was smultaneoudy confused and angry, sufficiently so to begin cdling dl over L.A. in search of her
business manager.

When hefindly tracked him down the man was rdluctant to provide any information. "I'm telling you,"
Carter said smoothly, "shetold meto cdl.”
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"Shedidn't say anything about you to me." There was hesitation at the other end. "Tdl you what: I'll call
her and tell her you called.” "I can't spare the time. We worked together on her last picture,” he said
imploringly. "l wasthelead.” "Wait aminute. Jason Carter. Y eah, | know you. You werein -that Old
World summer hit last year, Black Sted Guts or something.”

Carter winced. The man was not talking 1bsen. "Sure, | know you." The manager evinced someinterest
for thefirst time since hed answered his phone. "Y ou played the big cop who crashed the police car into
the truckload of chemicals at theend." "I want to surprise her." Carter was at hismost persuasive. "I'min
New York. | promiseyou, I'll give her severa days notice beforel show UP."

The man sounded wary again. "What'sthe big rush?' "I might have ajob for her." "Are you putting me
on? The only time an actor wants to discuss wardrobe is when his costume bindsin the crotch.”
441t1sjust that we got dong sowell onmy last filmand . . . Look, if you don't want to give me her
number, well just forget it, okay?' "Hold on." Clearly the man was torn between propriety and greed. "If
you just want to talk to her "That'sall | want to do." "Okay. But don't tell her where you got the number.
Even though I'm acting in her own best interests.” "No problem,” Carter assured him.

As soon as he was off the phone he called aservice he knew and used the telephone number the
manager had given him to trace Ashwood's address.

Hewasin L.A. the next day. After abrief stop a his own place up in the hillshe rolled out the Corvette
and crossed down into the Vdley. Eventudly he found himsdlf in aquaint foothill neighborhood where the
trees had matured almost asfast asthe property values.

The startled look on Ashwood's face when she opened the door was

worth the trouble it had taken to find her. She recovered quickly, though. "Hello, cuddles.” "Can | come
in?" "Sure, why not?'

The older home was furnished with overstuffed furniture and modest bric-a-brac. On the way to the den
they passed a small study whose walls were completely covered with autographed photos of the actors
and ac-

tresses she had dressed over the years. "How'd you find me?" She sat down in abig flesh-toned
armchair.
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"I'm not as dumb as people think. Doesit matter?' "I reckon not." "1 thought you'd bein South America
by now." She shook her head. "Can't |leave for another week. There's preparations to be made, packing
to bedone. It ain't like I'm goin’ down to La Jollafor the weekend."

Carter sat on the edge of the couch. "I still want to go.” "I don't recall invitin' you." She stared hard a
him, taking the measure of something more critical than his chest dimensions. "It'd be niceto have
company, though, and the muggersd be lesslikdly to pick on me with you hangin' around, but you could
be a hindrance, too. How spoiled are you, handsome?' "I'm not spoiled a al,” he said angrily. "1 don't
mind roughing it. And | could use the break from work. Might even get atreatment out of it," he added,
thereby contradicting himsdlf. "1 dunno." She still looked dubious. "Where I'm fixin' to go y'dl won't be
ableto use your credit cards, your reputation won't get you out of any scrapes, and you're gonnaneed a
strong congtitution and a stronger somach.” "Are you saying you'l be ableto handleit and | won't?'
"Okay," shesad tightly, "you'rein. Y ou found me. That shows resourcefulness and independence. Just
keep in mind there's probably nothing to this. Y ou'll have to get your own kit together. I've got other
thingsto do. Weleave thiscomin' Sunday. Varig's only got one flight aweek out of LAX and | ain't
gonnamissit."

Shetried to brief him during the long flight, extrapol ating upon the maps and information sheld copied out.
Hed never been much on geography and recognized little of what she showed him. But the name of one
tiny town in the region they were to enter jogged his memory. "Fitzcarrdd?' "What about it?" she said.
"Herzog made amovie about aguy named Fitzcarraldo. Kinski wasin it. They shot most of it on
location. Horrible conditions. | didn't know it wasared place. " "Thisain't amovie, hotshot, and where
we'regoin' there won't be any towns." She traced a huge section of map. "Thiswhole areds called the
Infierno Verde. The Green Hell." She grinned. "Y ou can aways hop aturnaround flight after weland.”



THEY didn' linger long in Lima, hanging around the foggy airport only until they could recover their
luggage and catch thefirgt flight to Cuzco on an antique Aeroperu 707.

That's when they learned that their confirmed onward reservations meant nothing. Fortunately afew
persuasive words from Carter to the femae sump block of ascheduling clerk cleared the way, leaving
Ashwood to grudgingly admit as how her companion might be of some

use on thejourney after dl.

Nothing fdl off theflying vibrator during the short flight, and the landing was smoother than it should have
been, given the powerful cross-

windsthat usudly scoured the high Andean plateau. The air on the tarmac was thin but free of the familiar
pollutants. To the east the snowy peaks of the Andes delineated a pae horizon.

By afternoon they were both dightly woozy and nauseous. Their hotel provided cups of cocatea, the
traditiond remedy for dtitude sickness. Carter drank only after being assured that there wasn't enough
serious stimulant in the brew to get agerbil high. Within afew hoursthey felt well enough to try dinner.
Stll, lingering aftereffects compelled him to keep his eyes averted from Ashwood as she hungrily
devoured adisgustingly rare chunk of steak.

She smirked acrossthe table a him. "Remind me again later how fortunate | am to haveyou dong.” He
responded with awan smile. "Hey, if you want to puke, fed free. But not while I'm egting, okay?' She
put her knife and fork down and rose.

"I'm goin’ up to my room. Y'al ought to get some deep. Tomorrow we've got to try and find usaguide
who won't lead usaround in circlesto run up hisbill." "I'm not deepy," hetold her. "Mom."

She started to respond, caught hersdlf. "All right, sonny-boy. Truce. Do whatever you want, so long as
you're ready to go at sunup. But if
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you're plannin’ on waiting around to sign autographs, you're wastin' your time. There's no audience here
forydl."

But she was wrong. The woman who approached the table half an hour later did not ask for an
autograph, nor did she gape smperingly a him as so many of hisfemae fans were wont to do. Staring
boldly and not waiting for permission, she sat down in the chair Ashwood had vacated.

The sdubrious effects of the hot tea having banished the last traces of dizziness, he found himsdlf debating
whether to follow Ashwood's advice and do the sensible thing or let his present Situation continue to
evolve. Thewoman was extraordinarily tal, amost his height. She towered over

everyone eseinthe hotel. Her featureswere classical Cadtilian, her eyes saturnine. Shoulder-length black
hair, black eyes, adim upper body, and dightly wide hips completed hisinitia impression. Her attitude
was anot unattractive mix of the sophisticated and the girlish: atwelve-year-old trapped in the body of
an Amazon. "Buenos. . . good evening," he ventured. His Spanish bordered on

the nonexistent. Asit happened, his linguistic ignorance was not ahindrance. Her English was fluent,
mellifluoudy accented. "I'm Francesca. | live here. Y ou don't. Y ou're anortearnericano.” "That'sright.”
He was used to forwardnessin women. "You atourist?' "Yes" "You just get in?' Shelit acigarette.
Everyone here smoked, he'd noticed. "I don" mean to pry. Y ou don' haveto talk to meif you don’ want
to." Her gestures, like her speech, were abrupt, hyperactive. "I'm not awhore. | just like talking to
people. Y ou hereto seethe ruins?’

Her energy wasformidable. "Yes." It was easier to |et her ramble on like arunaway rocket than try to
intedect more than asmple acknowledgment or denid. "I live here. Cuzco's my home. What do you
do?' "I'm an actor.”

She nodded. "When | first seeyou | think that might beit. You are

very good to look at." "Thanks. Y ou're quite a knockout yoursdlf.”

She smiled, cocked her head sideways. "Mutual admiration isgood.” She eyed the plate in front of her.
"You not done" "I'm traveling with afriend." He saw no reason to elaborate. "1 unnerstand.” She looked
around the nearly deserted dining room.

"I comein herealat, to talk with people. Cuzco isvery provincid. The people here are either very poor
or think they are very rich. Those who think they arerich are arrogant. Arrogance makes them dull.
Tourigs
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carry adifferent kind of baggage with them and can be so much moreinteresting. So | spend my free
timevigting the hotdls. It lets me practice my English.”

Her earlier disclamer seemed to be the truth. An hour of casua conversation included nothing to suggest
that shewasin fact aloguacious nocturnal capitalist who was smply biding her time prior to venturing the
expected proposition. "1 don' have the money to travel," she wastelling him asthey both nursed loca
coffee. "So | watch the television and read magazines. But it's better to talk with someone who has
actually been such placesas

Parisor New Y ork or Buenos Airesthan jus to read about them.”

He checked hiswatch. "Then | hope I've been informative aswell as entertaining. I've enjoyed your
company, Francesca."

Sheignored the hint, leaning forward acrossthe table. "So tell me: what you gonnado whileyou in
Cuzco? Y ou mus go up to Sacsayhuaman, of course, and there are many interesting buildings around the
Plazade Armas.” "My companionisdoing al the planning,” hetold her. "I unnerstand. Areyou goin'
downintothe sdlva, thejungle, a dl?' "Wemight," he murmured diffidently. "Likel said, my friendis
handling our itinerary." "Y ou redlly don’ want to go there. It ismiserable, hot, and theinsectswill have
you for breskfagt if the snakes don' kill you first." She shook her head. "1 don' understan’ tourists. Machu
Picchu, Cuzceo, that | understan’. But why anyone would want to pile into a plane and go to Puerto
Maldonado to swest like pigs to see some macaws, that isjus crazy. We who live here have more sense
than that." She stared evenly at him. "The only people who go into the selva do so for money: gold
prospectors, oil engineers, poachers. An' al of them would rather be someplace else. For many of them
the selvaistheir last chance. Why would anyone go there who doesn' have to?' "Why do people go to
zoos?' Carter finished his coffee. "Asfor me, I'm one of those people who likelooking at animals.”

She shook her head disparagingly. "The animalsin the selva donjust look back. Most of them bite. Take
my advice and look at the ruinsingtead. It's safer.” Sherose and he reflexively echoed the movement. It
wasn't often he had the chance to say good night to adinner companion eye-to-eye. "Maybe | seeyou
around Cuzco," shetold him. "Y ou goin' to be at this hotdl for awhile?' "Asfar as| know," hereplied
truthfully.
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"Okay. Y ou don' mind my taking to you, do you? All | want isto tak, not to deep with you."

Her bluntness ddighted him. "Fine by me. The dtitude makes me dizzy anyway." "'l could make you
dizzier." Shefavored him with astrange, tight little smile. "Buit that | can have anytime. Good conversation
ismuch harder to come by. Maybe | see you here again tomorrow night." "Maybe. Good night." "Buenas
noches@ "

Hefollowed her with his eyes as she marched out of the restaurant. So did the maitre d' and the
remaining waiter. So did the clerk at the front desk. With her beauty, height, and regal bearing she would
have turned heads in Manhattan.

It was exhausting Smply to Sit and listen to her and he discovered that he was suddenly very tired. The
elevator carried him to the third and top floor. There was no action from the phone, no knock on the
door as he undressed and readied himsdlf for bed. The flight from Lima, the dtitude, and the tea
combined to counteract the effects of the after-dinner coffee and he quickly fell into adeep and
dreamless deep.

He sensed the movement before he came fully awake: something small and active in the darkness at the
foot of hisbed. The rapid return of consciousness was accompanied by memories of every television
documentary held ever seen on South American wildlife: enormous snakes, smaler venomous reptiles,
giant bird-eating spiders, and lethd scorpions. They crawled and dithered through hismind in rapid
succession, as clear and sharp and immediate asif he were scrolling through a CD-ROM encyclopedia
Blinking furioudy to clear deep from his eyes, helifted his head just enough to see adark silhouette
fumbling under the blanket near hisfeet. Uttering aslent curse, he jerked hisbody into asitting postion,
back againgt the headboard, his knees drawn up close to his chest. Swinging hislegsto hisright he
dipped out of the bed and looked around wildly for aweapon.

Clutching the dressing-table chair in one hand he cautioudy gpproached the foot of the bed. By now his
eyes had grown accustomed to the dim light. With his free hand he snatched convulsively at the blanket,
prepared to retreat into the bathroom if necessary, and yanked it aside.

A dark, four-legged shape exploded off the sheet and vanished under the dresser.

Carter let out along, rdieved sigh and put the chair down, embarrassed at hisinitid panic. Sipping into
his robe, he got down on hands
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and kneesto peer beneath the dresser. A pair of bright close-set eyes stared back at him. "It'sokay," he
murmured. "Believe me, kitty, you surprised me more than | surprised you. Come on,” he said coaxingly.
"Come onout. | won't hurt you."

His persstence findly drew forth a querulous meow, followed by the emergence of adainty black and
whitefdineform. At first hethought it was only akitten, later saw that it was smply avery smal but fully
adult femde.

The head jerked back as he reached for it, then dowly dipped benegth his patient fingers. Soon he was
stroking the anima as though held known it for years. The cat did her spine contentedly back and forth
againgt his hand. Nor did she offer any resstance when he picked her up and placed her inhislgp ashe
sat down in the chair. Sheturned afew circles, findly collgpsing into ablack and white spird againgt his
robe as

he scratched her behind her ears. "Now, how did you get in here?' He glanced at the window which
opened onto the cylindrica three-story-high atrium. "Did you comein that way?"

The anima wore no callar, which didn't surprise him. A third-world city like Cuzco would be full of
grays. Despite that and some basic scruffiness she was pretty clean. He could find no evidence of injury
or

infection and at this dtitude fleaswould find it hard to make aliving.

Calling the front desk never crossed hismind. If the anima wasn't ahouse cat the appalled staff would
instantly put her back on the street, if not worse. He didn't want to see that happen. Though hed dways
liked animds, as atraveling adult he'd never had the time to take care of one.

A sharp rap on the door punctuated Ashwood's query. "Y ou up, cuddies?’ "Y eah! Just be aminute,
Madorie." Herose and gently set the cat on

his abandoned pillow. "Be quiet now," heingtructed the anima softly as

he headed for the door.

Ashwood stood in the hall, fully dressed and anxiousto go. "Y dl ain't ready. Y ou were supposed to be
ready." " Sorry. My wake-up call was unexpectedly early." "Who wasit? The basketball player? Look, |
don't care what you do on your own, Car-ter, but if you plan on stickin' with me on thislittle hike you will
be ready each morning to depart ontime." "Actudly alady isinvolved, but not the one you're thinking
of." Hesmiled. "Why don't you come in and say good morning to her?

Ashwood was taken aback. "Hey, | don't have the dightest interest inyour . . ."
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"Don't be shy, Marjorie." He grabbed her wrist and pulled her in. Ashwood looked around warily.
"Whereisshe?' "In the bed. Where else?' Carter's smile widened. His companion looked in spite of
hersalf. Then she muttered some-

thing under her breath. " Oh, you should definitely be doing stand-up, Carter, Whered that come from?”
"l have noidea. | thought maybe through the inside window.” He sat down by the head of the bed and
began stroking the animdl. It stirred inits deep. " She got under the foot of my blanket and woke me up. |
want to tell you, | nearly made it back to Limawithout the plane.” "What are you gonna do with it?"
Ashwood shifted impatiently from one foot to the other. "Weve got to get moving.” "Wdll, I'm not just
going to dump her out on the street. Poor people elsewhere eat dogs. No telling what they eat here. If |
just leave her, the hotd's ligble to have her put down.” "So what's |eft? Y ou gonnatake her with us?* She
meant the suggestion as sarcasm.

It had adifferent effect on her young companion. "Why not?' he replied defiantly, asif the thought had
aready occurred to him. "1 could sure use an aternative to your company.”

Ashwood held her temper. "Y ou can't take a house cat into the jungle." "Why not? She's small, doesn't
weigh much. I'll carry her inmy pack.” "Y ou're crazy. Something down therell make amed of her. This
isadomesticated animal weretakin' about, Jason." She sounded disgusted. "Big tough actor, the guy
who carries the machine gun in one hand and the grenade launcher in the other, and you're gonna
nursemaid acat through thejungle?' "Watch me." "When'd you decide to do this?" " Spur of the moment.
I've never done anything like it before, so why not do it now?" "I can't stop y'dl. But | don't want to hear
about it when things get tough, you understand? The cat has any problems, they're your prob- lems.”
"That'swhat | had in mind." He gazed fondly at his newfound friend. The cat lifted its head, eyes shut with
pleasure at histouch. "Pretty bold of her sneaking in herelikethis. I think I'll call her Macho.”

Ashwood rolled her eyes. "Y ou can't call her Macho if shesafemae. Call her Machaif you haveto.
And you'd better hope she keeps quiet while were out or the hotel will make machaca out of her.”
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Carter rose and latched the interior window, barring the only exit. "I'm sure shelll deep 'til we get back."”
He glanced across a the animdl.

66Y OU'll be quiet, won't you?" The only response was a continuing sessile purr. "God," Ashwood
muttered. "When we get down into the lowlands you gonnatalk to the snakes and piranhastoo?" "If |
think there's any chance of getting an answer,” he shot back. "Throw on some clothes and let's move.”
They made inquiries at the hotel desk, at the American Express office down the street, and around town.
An English-spesking cop findly directed them to the offices of the Organizaci6n por la Conservacion de
laSelva Sur, on the north side of the Plazade Armas. A busy researcher juggling ahandful of didestold
them to try another room in the same building.

The guide's office was atiny, jumbled mess. Gear and books crowded the battered desk into a comer
and dl but obscured the famous view of the ancient cathedra acrossthe plaza. A telephone and an
antique man-

ua typewriter clung precarioudly to one side of the desk.

The office's single occupant was a soft-voiced, swarthy young man

with lively eyes and delicate features. He stood barely five seven and looked much too young to be a
representative of his chosen profession. His English was excellent, but that was to be expected, Carter
mused. "Y our timing is not good,” he informed hisvisitors. "I'm supposed to go to Limato check out
some new equipment. I'm not redlly interested right now in going into the selva." "What would it take to
get you to change your mind, sonny?* Ashwood added something in rapid-fire Spanish and Carter eyed
her in surprise. Obvioudy pleased, the guide replied in his own language.

Their haggling gave Carter timeto study the contents of the office. He found a stack of high-qudlity
eight-by-ten photos. greenery, something that looked like ablack dligator with adragon'stail, apair of
impossibly large otters, and ajaguar napping in atree.

After Ashwood and the man settled on a price there were handshakes al around, at which point Carter
learned that henceforth they would be trusting themsalves to the expertise of one Igor von Mannheim de
Soto.

16We'reredly going into unexplored jungle with aguide named Igor?* Carter whispered to his
companion. "You'velivedinL.A. toolong," Ashwood admonished him. " South Americaisn't any more
ethnically homogeneous than the North. So theré's German and Russian in the kid'sfamily. It'shis
competency that concerns me, not his genealogy.”

6'Y ou never told me you spoke Spanish.”
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Sheignored the observation. "He says he grew up in the Madre de Dios digtrict and knowsit the way
you'd know Beverly Hills. He's been guiding since he wasfifteen.” "That'sright,” agreed Igor, blandly
indifferent to his new employer's outright gppraisal of his qudifications. "He's fresh enough to be
enthusiagtic and crazy enough to take us

wherever we want to go. Aren't you, sonny?' "Sure. Y ou said that you want to see ruins. What you redly
mean isthat you want meto help you try to find Paititi."

Ashwood gaped at him. "Now, what makes you think that's what we want?"

He sat on the edge of his desk. "Because every norteamericano who comesto this part of the world and
saysthey want to go looking for ruinsredly meansthey want to try and find Paititi. People have been
doing that since Pizarro'stime.”

Carter pursed hislips. "Actudly | thought we were looking for-" "Treasure," said Igor, interrupting.
"Thereis no treasure. Everyone wantsto believe thereis. | know better.” "How do you know that?"
Carter wondered doud. "Because if there was any treasure the conquistadores would have found it
centuries ago. Pizarro's men could smdll gold, like dogs can

sl carrion.” "How come you know dl about this?' Ashwood asked him.

The young man did off the desk and fumbled a an overloaded, collapsing bookcase that was now wholly
supported by itsliterary content. He extracted a dusty volume and flipped through it as he spoke. "The
Spaniards could not find Paititi because it doesn't exist. Itisa

legend. Not that they didn't try. They tortured and killed alot of Incas. People unable to provide
information they didn't have died because of honest ignorance. In 1912 your Mr. Hiram Bingham found
the city of Machu Ficchu up above the town of Agua Cdiente. A lot of people think that was the city that
gaverise to the stories about Paititi. But Bingham found no gold. Just alot of old buildings that were
faling down. "It's pretty. | liketo go there mysdlf sometimes and stay the night, after most of the tourists
have |eft. But treasure?' He smiled. "How can you be so sure Machu Picchu is Paititi ?* Ashwood asked
him.

Theyoung man looked &t her. "'l didn't say that it was. Only that it makes good sense. Hundreds of
prospectors, poachers, scientists, and crazy people have kept after it for years without finding anything.
That does not mean it isn't there." He shrugged. "For theright price | am

happy to help anyone look.
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"What | can promiseyou isthat you will enjoy the wildlife. There are more peciesin the Man6 basin
than anywhere else on the planet.” "We're not interested in animals," Ashwood said sharply. Igor's blithe
negativity had clearly upset her. "Maybe that bloated Brahmin was just playing at what he was doing,”
she muttered thoughtfully.

Carter wasn't as disturbed as his companion. After al, hed come for the experience, not for treasure.
Hed be perfectly happy to spend their timein the selvalooking for animals. . . though Igor's declaration
did take the edge off his expectations.

Ashwood wasn't ready to concede. "We have reason to believe that this place redlly exists. . . or that
there's something down there, anyway." "Of course you do." Igor adopted a conciliatory tone. "If you
didn't you would not have come al thisway and spent so much money.” "Y ou're avery mature young
man." She regarded him shrewdly.

Another shrug. "Y ou grow up fast in the selvaor you do not grow up at dl." Hisvoice didn't change nor
did his expresson harden, but the fedling of inner strength he projected was unmistakable. It wasthe
same kind of strength that enabled other young men to survive on the streets of Beirut . . . or New York.
The characters Carter portrayed often displayed it on screen. It was much lesscommoninred life.

He waited while they hammered out the rest of the details. Boats had to be arranged, food and medicines
stocked, the land cruiser checked out. Ashwood grumbled at but acquiesced to the immutable costs.
"D'you want usto sgn somekind of contract?' she asked him when they finished. "There are no lawyers
inthe selva" hetold her. "It isvery much like your old western frontier. People tend to use things other
than words to settle disagreements. Payment in advance will be sufficient. | won't cheat you. My
reputation isworth more to me than your traveler's checks." "Tell me something.” Shelooked into his
face. "How many other crazy gringos have you taken in search of Paititi?' "Doesthat matter?' "l suppose
not. Areyou familiar with the Rinipini River?"

He showed some surprise. ™Y ou have done research. Very few people have been up that way. Theriver
tendsto pardld thefoothills, and the country is very bad. Where the foothills meet the lowlands you get
vertica jungle. | have camped at its mouth where it joins the Upper Madre de Dios. There are no maps
of theriver itself and the agrid survey goes back to the 1930s. "Where are you staying?' "Hotel de Oro,"
Ashwood told him. "Decent enough. Watch your wallets, especidly when you are around
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children. Pickpocketing is one of the few growth industriesin centra Peru. | will have everything ready
for usin two days, One to assemble everything, the second to make sure| haven't forgotten anything.
There are no stores, no telephones, where we are going. We must take everything with us." He looked at
each of theminturn. "l tell you now, if you have any second thoughts about this| will refund your money
and help you to make reservations for the flight back to Lima. Where we are going we will be entirely on
our own. Y ou must trust me completely. Do not befooled by my age. | will keep taking you wherever
you want to go, keep you dive, and bring you safely back out. If you expect comfort or a semblance of
civilization then you have come to the wrong part of theworld.” "Maybe | ain't beeninyour jungle
before, sonny," Ashwood told him, "but | can take care of mysdf. You just hold up your end of thislittle
jaunt and well handle ours.”
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CARTER was helping Igor secure the last strap atop the battered land cruiser while Ashwood sat in the
front passenger's seet, sudying the little folder of information sheld put together and muttering to herself.
The actor snapped down the lock-tight and walked around behind the vehicle. "Are you so sure that this
place doesn't exist?' "'l told you." Igor strained at the nylon. "'l rule nothing out. | just say that reason is
againg it." He secured the last strap, wiped hishandson

his pants. "But the Spaniards took hundreds of shipsfull of gold, silver, and emerads out of South
America Thereisno guarantee that they got everything. Only that if they did not, the Incas have surdly
hid there-

mainder very well. "For me the treasure of the selvaliesin the uniqueness of its plants and animals, not
any logt gold."

Carter helped him wrestle alarge ice chest into the back of the land cruiser. "Marjori€'s not much into
nature. But I'm different. So when we

pass something interesting | hope you'll point it out to me."

De Soto smiled up a him. "I could not do otherwise. Knowing that someoneisinterested will make the
journey more enjoyable." He prepared to lift and shut the vehicleéstallgate. "That is everything.” "Not
quite." Carter hustled back into the hotel, returned afew momentslater with asmall wood and wire box.
Igor eyed it uncertainly. "Y ou are going to take a cat with you?"'

Carter gently placed the box and its dozing occupant atop the ice chest. "Why not? She won't be any
trouble”" "But why?"

Somewhat to his surprise Carter had no ready answer. "1 dunno. Maybe because Marjorie said |
couldn't get away with it. She'sfun to tease. Besides, if | leave Macha here | have astrong fedling she
won't lagt very long inthe city.”

47
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"The selvawill not be any kinder to her." "Maybe not, but | will. Shell be my responshility. I've dready
tried her in my backpack and she just curls up on my towel and goesto deep. Shelll be good company at
night.”

Igor looked dubious. "Wait 'til she hears her first jaguar.” Theride over the crest of the Andeswas as
beautiful asit was bumpy. At twelve thousand feet Carter was astonished to see terraced hillsidesrising
hundreds of feet above the floor of the valey through which the single dirt road wound its uncertain way.
They passed through ramshackle, windswept towns with names like Paucartambo and A pJanaco, whose
inhabitants eyed them with quiet cu-

riogty. Dark-eyed laughing children ran dongsde the road, giggling and gesturing until the land cruiser
was out of Sght.

Asthey began to descend trees appeared; in clugters at first, then in rolling, cresting green waves that
came sweeping up the sde of the moun-

tain. Carter had never seen so much green.

They ate lunch in the clouds, swathed in the swirling mists that nour-

ished aunique habitat Igor referred to as cloud forest. A clear stream ran down the side of the road,
spilling over tofill the dightest depression, each pothole athriving miniature ecology. Innumerable smdll
waterfalls cascaded off steep dopes, nurturing wild orchids, mosses, and bromeliads.

Igor sat on afolding chair and munched achickenwing. "Thereare

very few placeslike thisleft on the planet. The creaturesthat live here, like the spectacled bear, are
solitary and secretive. Even the birds are hushed.”

Carter watched Macha hunt tadpolesin a pothole. She stayed close to the land cruiser and gave no sign
of wanting to wander off. They had not seen another vehicle since they'd |eft Paucartambo. "What d'you
think, Marjorie? Isnt it beautiful ?'

She held her sandwich in one hand and dapped at the back of her neck with the other. "Ain't had timeto
look. Been too busy killing things."

Igor did not smile. "The first mosquitoes. Scouts and outriders, come

to greet you." "I put repellent on everywhere," shetold him, taking another swing at her neck. "It does not
meatter. The more you dap on, the better the bugswill likeit. They look forward to their predinner
cocktails" Hewalked back to the land cruiser and rummaged around inside until he emerged with a
pink bottle. "Try this. It helps some people more than others. The best defenseisto wear long pants and
long-deeved shirts, two pairs each. Make sureyou
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keep the legs of your pants tucked into your shoes." He handed Marjorie the bottle. "Long hair isahelp.”
Shetook the container. "Y ou're twenty years late with that advice." Asthey continued to descend, the
road narrowed il further, until they were driving with sheer diff to their left and an equaly precipitous
drop-off on their right. Mist obscured any view, for which Carter was

grateful. There were no guardrails and in many places not much road.

Forty-five minutes were wasted when they met asmall logging truck inching itsway upward. It took that
long to find a spot where the truck could pass, and there was a horrible moment when the rear right
whed of theland cruiser actually hung out over empty space, the jungle a thousand feet or more below.
But the truck finaly sneaked past and they continued on downward. In twelve hours of continuous
driving it was the only vehicle they encountered after leaving the Andean crest.

By evening they found themsalves bouncing over hillsand ruts, across

fast-running streams, through mud that would have swallowed the car of adriver less knowledgesble and
skilled than Igor. Trees hung over the narrow road, blotting out what sunlight the pouring rain did not
aready obscure and making Carter fed asif they were driving down adark green tunnel.

It was pitch-black out when, exhausted and filthy, they finally reached the tiny Indian community of
Pilcopata. Even children and chickens had taken shelter from the steady downpour. Ghostly figures
darted past the land cruiser's headlights.

Igor vanished into the storm, reappeared momentslater. The fact that he was drenched to the skin did
not seem to bother him. "There is an old tea plantation across theriver. They keep afew beds available
for the scientists and naturaists who comethisway." "We're gonna crossariver in this?' Carter could
see Marjorie Ashwood's lust for Incatreasure beginning to fade. "What about the car?' "It stays here.
From this point on we go by boat or on foot. Y ou are welcome to deep hereif you prefer the backseat
of the car to adry bed with clean linen."

Mumbling under her bresth, Ashwood climbed out into the rain. Carter carefully eased the degping
Machainto his waterproof backpack and hefted it high on his broad shoulders. Together they followed
their guide'sflashlight through the darkness.

By morning the rain had stopped. The plantation's owner hosted a surprisingly luxurious breskfast. Exotic
criesfrom the surrounding jungle punctuated their conversation asthey ate, the raucous concert
dominated by the oleaginous warble of the oropendula birds.
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They were on theriver by eight o'clock, speeding over clear shdlowsin the largest dugout canoe Carter
had ever seen. Set on aridiculously long shaft, the prop of the old Evinrude engine powered them
smoothly downstream. There were no seats. Ashwood and Carter made themselves as comfortable as
they could atop the piles of supplies.

Igor's chief boatman, Pierre, had appeared magicaly at daybreak, ac-

companied by astocky mestizo porter named Christopher. Apparently Hispanic names were lessthan
universaly popular inthis part of the world.

Thefollowing day Igor directed hismen to pull inshore. A short hike brought them face-to-face with a
large rock outcropping which was covered with drawings. " Ancient petroglyphs,” Igor explained.
Ashwood glanced around, saw

that they were done. "Where are your people?’ "They won't come here," their guide explained. "Pusharo
isasacred place to them. Come and see.”

He led them around the side of the Site. Beneath a protective granite overhang the rock wall was
completely covered with bizarre drawings and carvings. Many had an incomplete look to them, asif the
artist had given up in exhaustion or despair and moved on to another section of stoneto try and redlize
his intention anew. Those that did look finished resembled nothing Car-ter or Ashwood had ever seen.
They said asmuch.

Igor smiled. "Do not let it discourage you. Nobody knew there were

any such ancient drawings down in the jungle until Padre Vincente Cenitagoyafound thesein 1921.
There has yet to be any systematic scientific study made of them. Nothing isknown of their originsor
makers and they resemble nothing the Incas did. Y ou are free to interpret what you see however you
think fit." He studied the wal. "Mysdlf, they speak to me of mystery and ancient days." He touched
smooth gray stone. "This hereis clearly ahuman face, but this object next to it utterly confuses me. Many
of the shapes are unrecognizable." He moved to hisleft. "I cdl thisone'sun-in-a-box.' It isfun to make
up interpretations for them."

There were hundreds of drawings, seemingly scattered at random across the outcropping. The visitors
were turning to leave when Ashwood suddenly stopped and pointed. "Wait aminute! Theresonel
recognize.

Their guide's eyebrows lifted. Y ou recognizeit?' "Yes. | have adrawing of it. I'm surel do." Igor
considered. "If that iss0," he said dowly, "then perhaps we may stumble across something of interest to
you after dl." A yowl drew their
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attention away from the petroglyphs. Carter looked anxioudy in the direction of theriver. "The people
who livein this country do not eat cats," Igor hastened to reassure him as they started back the way
they'd come.

They spent the night in tents on the shore, heading up another, smdler river the next morning. While
Carter was having amarvel ous time, Ashwood was somewhat less than enthused. At least when they
were out in theriver, he pointed out to her, the bugs didn't harry them. She was not mollified.

Igor consulted frequently with her on directions, once angling the dugout to scoot up atributary whose
existence Carter had not even sus-

pected, so dense was the vegetation crowded dong the bank. They would keep to the water for aslong
aspossible.

It wasthe height of the dry season, Igor informed them. Most of the year the terrain they were currently
traversng was impassable: the land impossibly boggy and muddy, the riverswild with froth and huge
trees whose root systems had been washed away by the floods.

They supplemented their supplies with fresh catfish and piranha, the white meet of the latter reticulate with
small bones and tasting vaguely of trout. When Igor and his men jumped eagerly into theriver at precisdy
five-fifteen every evening (when the day mosquitoes clocked out) and splashed around delightedly for ten
minutes to emerge before five-thirty (when the night mosguitoes clocked in) Carter was at first reluctant
to follow their example despite the temptation of acool bath. Accumulated sweeat and grimefinaly
induced him and his companion to take the plunge. Aslgor had promised, the piranhas did not bite. But
their curious nibbling kept him from relaxing as he stiood in the shallows and sogped himself off.
Dayslater when the stream had grown too narrow to navigate they beached the dugout and hefted
packs. In thethick heat and cloying humidity Carter was sure that hisweighed only dightly lessthan his
thirty-six-inch T.V. back home. Machahad miraculoudy acquired the dimensions and mass of the jaguar
they'd heard briefly the previous night. But he said nothing, nor did Ashwood. Pierre bid them goodbye.
Hewould remain behind with the boats, awaiting their return.

By the end of thefirst hour Carter found himsalf envying the boatman. Asfor himself, he could think of
nothing but the hotel back in Cuzco: of air-conditioning and cubed ice, of the refreshing high-pressure
shower and lemon-scented bed linen. He had long since stopped dapping at the voracious insects which
worried hisexposed skin, relying on the dense gelatinous layer of insecticide he dathered on every
morning to protect him. Thisit did with greatly varying degrees of efficacy. Thoseinsects
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that somehow managed to bite him right through his denim jeans he could only ignore.

Igor had spoken of diseases endemic to the Infierno Verde which not only had no known cure, they had
yet to be named. Carter tried very hard not to think of such things.

Instead he concentrated on the green conflagration through which they sumbled- Igor'sand
Christopher's machetes rose and fdll in rhythm, excavating a path where none existed.

By late afternoon his legs were throbbing, hisfeet aching. When Igor announced that it wastimeto tekea
break Carter started toward acircular clearing from which rose asingle smdl tree, intending to useit asa
backrest. The guide practicdly tackled him from behind. " Stay away from that.” "Why?" Carter scanned
the ground. "There're no bugs here, no rocks. " "Precisdy.” Igor gestured at thetree. "That'sapao
santo.”

The six-inch-thick bole looked innocuous enough to Carter, and he said so. "L ook at the ground again,”
Igor advised him. " See how clean it is? Not only are there no insects here, thereis very little lesf litter and
no

young plants. Nothing living."

Despite the heat Carter felt achill. "So?" The guide had him approach thetree. . . carefully. "Seethese
ve-

nous lines running across the bark? They are ant tunndls. The tree provides them for the ants, who make
their homeswithin. In return, the ants cut down any competing plants that try to take root near their
home, and kill any creatures which cometoo close. See?!

He tapped lightly on the trunk with the butt of his machete. Within seconds the gray bark was swarming
with angry quarter-inch-long, rustred ants that came pouring out of holesin the vein-like tunnds. "They
don't look like much,” was Ashwood's comment. “Not as threatening as the army ants you've showed us
or those huge black solitary hunters.”

Carter let out ascream and jumped severd inches off the ground, clutching at hisleft wrist. On the back
of hishand asngle ant had pierced the skin with its inger. It waswiggling and twisting like aliving drill,
trying to drive the tiny wespon ever deeper into the invader. Several dapswererequired to didodgeit.
Ingtantly asmal red circle began to form around the minuscule hole.

De Soto examined the skin, his expresson as phlegmatic asever. "It must have fdlen off abranch.”
Carter immediately looked upward and began backing away.
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"I got stung by ayellow jacket once," the actor muttered. "Thisisworse. How can such atiny little
creature hurt so bad?' "Their poisonisvery strong,” Igor explained. " The Machiguenga lndianswho live
inthis region will punish asevere offender by tying him face-first to one of these trees. When they return
the following morning thevictimisawaysdead.” "1 think I'll go St in anice mud puddle somewhere,"
Ashwood declared with dacrity. They left the sunny, bug-free clearing to its owners.

After another day of oppressive heat, choking humidity, stinging plants, and maddeningly persistent biting
insects |gor matter-of-factly announced that from that point on, progresswas likely to become difficult. "I
know that in thisday and age it'shard to believe, but weredly are

entering unexplored territory. Only truefoolsleave theriversto travd this country onfoot." He amiled. "l
greet my fellow fools." Turning, he gestured toward the jungle ahead. "Nobody in their right mind comes
here for ahike. Too steep and dippery. Maybe welll see something interesting. New species are being
discovered in this country dl thetime." "What about Indians?' Carter asked asthey resumed their
advance, "Thereare dll tribesin the Mand district who've had only the most margina contact with
civilization, people whose languages are not understood. | do ' not think we are likely to encounter a
previoudy un-

touched tribe, but it ispossible.”

When it wasn't raining they could see through bresksin the trees. They were climbing agreenwall,
ascending by means of switchbacks and angles, only to descend the opposite side, wade acreek, and
gart the process dl over again. It was painfully dow and miserably uncomfortable. The blue sky
overhead seemed an abstract unattainable ided, pure and unsullied by drifting spores and bugs.

Carter could see why no one would want to visit such a place: not prospectors, not poachers, no one. It
was ruggedly inaccessible. Even if you found anything worthwhile it would be hell packing it out.

Two days later they encountered the Indian. He did not fit theimage Carter had constructed during idle
moments of gpeculation.

Certainly hewas old. His skin resembled abananaped that had been left too long in the sun. Their
appearance startled him erect and Carter estimated he was barely five feet tall. His attire consisted of a
pair of fraying khaki shorts and an equaly threadbare undershirt. A temporary structure of saplings and
pam leaves stood behind him. Off to one side unidentifiable skinned anima s and a couple of neatly
filleted fish dangled from ahorizonta limb supported by crossed poles set in the ground. They had been
recently cut.



54 Alan Dean Foster

"Poacher?' Ashwood wondered doud. "WEell see." Thelr guide stepped forward and addressed the old
man in apeculiar sngsong tongue. He responded haltingly, shaking his heed. Igor tried again.

Eventudly he returned, some strain on hisface. "He's not a poacher. SayshisnameisMinga. Clamsto
be aloca shaman. Helives by himsaf and people come to him when they need help. Hes been asfar as
Shintuya. That's an advanced Indian settlement farther down the Alto Madre de Dios. What's interesting
isthat while his speech issimilar to that of the Machiguengas there are dso significant differences. But we
can understand each other. "He saysthere are no villages near here and that no one else campsin this
vicinity. That | can believe." His eyes shifted from Carter to Ashwood. "I told him what you told me: that
we were |looking for aplace where two pillars of rock amaost meet to form an arch. He says he'sbeen dll
over this country and that he knows of only one such spot that might fit the description. Also that heisthe
only human who's ever been there.” "Can he, will he, take us?' Ashwood inquired anxioudly.

Igor nodded. "He wants to be paid in something real. He knows about paper money but doesn't trust it.
Intisor dollars, itisdl the sameto him. | have acouple of small solar-powered flashlights. | think he will
accept one of those." "What do you think?' Ashwood stared at the skinny old man. "Ishejust telling usa
dtory to get the flashlight?' "Thereis no way of knowing except to follow him. | do not think helll lead us
around in circles. Whether he actually knows of such a place remainsto be seen." "Has he ever heard of
Paititi?' "1 will ask him." Igor did so. When he turned back to them there was ahint of excitement in his
voice. "He does not know the name, but he claimsthat there is a place near the notched rocks where the
stones have been carved by the gods.” "The gods?' Carter asked. " These jungle Indians remember
nothing of the Incas or ther civilization. Or it might be nothing more than arockfdl that he finds
interesting. Again, the only way to find out isto go and have alook." "Promiseto give him the flashlight,”
Ashwood decided, "but only after he'sled usto the place.
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FOUR days later they reached and passed the notched rocks, a place where a swift-running stream had
cut itsway through softer limestone. There was no peth, no trail, and Carter found it difficult to believe
that the old Indian had any specific destination in mind.

They continued to climb and descend, dipping over mossy boulders and clutching a dangling vinesfor
balance. Throughout, he marveled at Ashwood's endurance. She complained endlessly but never asked
for an extrarest stop. The march would have defeated a much younger woman, and many younger men.
Only Machatraveled without complaint.

The old man dipped between trees and vines asif oiled, pausing frequently and impatiently while Igor and
Christopher hacked awider following trail through the slva.

Three additional days of arduous walking brought them to a place of rocksthat was clearly no mass of
collgpsed hillsde.

The crumbling wall that lined the mountains de was festooned with cregpers and epiphytes, its outlines
bardly discernible beneath the greenery. Severd low-cellinged, dark openingswerevisblein the
dangeroudy ungtable barrier. From the air the ancient construction would have beeninvisible.

A few petroglyphs could be seen benesth the attacking lichens. They were similar but not necessarily kin
to those of distant Pusharo. Therewas no sign of any gold or silver, no pillaged temples or granaries. As
a

ruin the place was singularly unimpressive. If they were standing on the Site of alost city, Carter decided,
itsmunicipal boundaries about equaled those of afull-service car wash.

He found he wastoo tired to be disgppointed. Right then he would have given agold idol for ten minutes
inared bathtub.

An exhausted Ashwood findly had to stop picking at thewall and sit down, dumping againgt the badly
pitted stone.

55
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"It don't make any sense. Why would ageek like Fewick go to so

much troubleto try an' find aplace like this?' "Probably for the same reason asus.” After checking to
make certain it wasn't apal 0 santo, Carter cleared a place to Sit beneath a short, leafy tree. Removing his
pack, he watched while a curious Macha hopped out and began to explore the nearby undergrowth.
"Because he wanted to believe there was something here.” "Well, we sure have gone an' saved him alot
of trouble," Ashwood groused. "When we get home the first thing I'm gonnado iswrite an' tell himto
save hisenergy. I'm gonna be completely truthful an' upfront about it. Maybe that way helll think I'm lyin'
and waste the money to come here himsdif."

Even the indefatigable Igor wastired, Carter saw. Hislong-deeved cotton shirt hung as dark and damp
on him asan oil field washrag. There wasn't adry gpot on anyone's body. In that repect the tormenting
bugswere useful: they kept hismind off the humidity and the mold hewas

sure was beginning to grow between histoes.

Hewas ready to go home. The novelty of traveling through strange country, of seeing and hearing exctic
birds and monkeys and other crea-

tures, had long since worn off. He was anxious to reacquaint himself with the mundanity of indoor
plumbing.

Exhausted as she was, Marjorie Ashwood was till reluctant to accept the redlity of what they'd found.
"Areyou surethisisal of it?' Shelooked at Igor, then their aged guide. "Ask him."

Igor did so and the Indian replied. "He saysthese are the only godworksin thisarea." "What about those
openings?' Ashwood refused to let it go. "We can't leave without seein' if therés anything insde. There
might be caves, or rooms.”

Igor was spping from a plagtic water bottle. Y ou may explorethem al you wish. | will not gointhere.”
"Why not?' Car-ter inquired.

Their guide put the bottle asde. "The Man(i is home to some very interesting snakes, Mr. Carter.
Bushmagter, fer-de-lance, assorted vipers, dl quite aggressive, each more poisonous than the next. They
love dark places. | gladly leave such regionsto them.” He eyed Ashwood. "If you want to go exploring
such habitats | wish you good luck. | do not think you will find any gold. | don't think there was ever any
gold to be found. "Paititi is one of those wonderful mythsthat sorout from hope and avarice and are
nurtured by people whose lust for lost places and greet secrets obscurestheir vison. Y ou paid meto
bring you to thisplace. That
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1 have done. Y our company has been less than a constant enjoyment to me. | would have much
preferred to guide agroup of naturalists or photographers. "Our supplies are limited and we have been
fortunate in the weather. | have no intention of pushing our luck for little reward. We will camp here
tonight. Y ou may spend one day surveying thissite. The day after tomorrow | will dischargethe
remainder of my professona obligation by leading you safely back to the river and thence on to Boca
Mand, where you have the choice of returning the way we came or chartering a plane to take you to
Puerto Madonado and from there back to Cuzco. Then, God willing, | will have alittle time to do some
studies on my own, without having to guide anyone anyplace. "That iswhat | work for. | do not know
what you work for. If you came hoping for gold you will at leaest return with wisdom.” "I didn't redly
expect to find any treasure,” Carter told him. "Well, | did, dammit!" Ashwood followed her disclosure
with astream of colorfully embroidered language which Carter listened to admiringly and Igor added to
his store of knowledge.

When she began to wind down, Carter put an arm around her shoulders. "Chill out, Marjorie. We came
here without any guarantees.” Something was rubbing againgt his ankles. Looking down, he saw that
Macha had returned from her brief exploration of the campsite and was now demanding ashare of his
attention. She wasthe only member of the expedition who wasn't swesting profusdly.

Igor was helping Christopher break out the tents. Leaving Ashwood to her muttering, Carter sat and
alowed Machato curl upin hislap. It redlly was a beautiful place, he mused as he examined his
surroundings. If only something could be done about the climate and the insects.

Ashwood removed aflashlight from her pack. "Y'al can st on your buttsif you want to. I'm gonna have
alook ingde." "Madorie," Carter cautioned her, "what about what Igor said?' "I ain't afraid of no damn
snakes," she sniffed. "Hdl, | grew up in Texas. | was raised around snakes.”

He pretended to be surprised. "Texas? | thought you were from California™ "Y eah, well, thereés quitea
bit I ain't told you about mysdlf, sonnyboy. Just don't worry about me. I'll watch my step.” "I don't think
there are any rattlers here, Marjorie. Y ou won't get any warning." "l just want to have alook. So | don't
carry any second thoughts away from this place. If | don't find anything I'll be thefirst one up and ready
to leave tomorrow."
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Carter let out asigh and gently eased Macha out of hislap. "Guess|'ll come with you." "Y ou don't have
to. I'm alot dimmer and smaller than you and if there are narrow passageways I'll just leave you behind.
If | find any big openingsI'll give you aholler, okay?' "I guess. But | dont likeit." "Hey, | told you before
we left that | wouldn't tolerate any of that protective macho crap, remember?1 can damn well take care
of mysdlf." "Okay, okay." He made placating gestures. "Do al the crawling around you want. Find the
biggest bushmaster in Peru and bring him out in your teeth. 1t's no skin off my nose."

She nodded and turned to examine the crumbling wall. Of the three openings, the farthest away seemed
to bethe largest. The entranceto a

lost temple it wasn't. Anyone could see that whatever kind of outpost this had been, it had never served
as hometo more than afew people at a

time, if ever. "Don't you think that if there was anything of value around here he would dready have found
it?" Carter indicated the old Indian who had led them to the Site. "Not necessarily." Ashwood was
making her way along thewall, toward the farthermost opening. "Remember how the portersrefused to
go up to Pusharo? Thisis another place of the gods. | doubt the old boy's even beeninsde.” "Wdll, you
can find out, and then you can tell all of us." Car-ter was unpacking his deeping bag.

She gtraightened. "If | bregk aleg or fal down some old shaft you'll come and get me, won't you?"
Carter ignored her with great ddliberation.

"Get up!" Carter tried to turn over. Even with hisknees drawn up to his chest the small tent was till
barely big enough to cover him. He half opened one eye and squinted down past hisfeet. It was barely
light outside. What the hell was going on?"I'm not ready to get up.”

Someone kicked at the soles of hisfeet. Hard. "Get up and come out.” He blinked, redlizing that the
voice was hew to him. The English was

even more heavily accented than Igor's.

Sitting up, he dipped into his shirts and pants, tugged on his boots. Machawas standing near hisfest,
earsdert, her tal twitching likea

nervous metronome. Thetent rattled around him as he repegatedly
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bumped into the Stays. Unzipping the mosquito netting, he pushed aside therain flgp and crawled out, il
half adeep.

Inthedim light of early morning he saw Igor and Christopher seated next to the remnants of last night's
campfire. Ashwood stood in front of her tent, looking angry and unhappy.

Three strangers confronted them. No, that wasn't quite correct. Two of them were strangers. One he
recognized.

Bruton Fewick was swesting profusdly. The automatic pistol looked distinctly out of placein his pudgy
fingers. It shifted to cover Carter as he emerged from his shdlter. "I was beginning to wonder if you were
going to take my ingtructions serioudly, Mr. Carter. | thought actors were accustomed to rising early.”
"Only when you have an early cal." Carter buckled the belt of hispants. "Therest of thetimeyou learnto
deepin." "l am sorry to haveto rouse you. If it is any consolation you should know that your presence
hereisequdly distressing to me." " Screw you," Ashwood told him.

Fewick's eyebrows lifted and he brushed blond hair from hisforehead. ™Y ou know, Ms. Ashwood, you
are an extremely foul-mouthed old lady. If you persist ininsulting me | may be forced to shoot you.”
"Very meodramatic. Y ou're not gonna hurt anybody." "Redlly? Ithought you were aseamstress. | didn't
redlize you were prescient aswell. How did you find this place?" Ashwood ssimply smiled at him.
"Suddenly you prefer not to talk? Well, | suppose | canimaginea

scenario. You had my disc. Y ou copied it, despite the fact that it was

private property, and decided to usurp my lifeswork." "You ain't lived long enough to have alife's
work." Ashwood'sfists were clenched. "What you got in mind for us, Few-ick?' ""Fee-wick. If you don't
give me any trouble and you in particular can keep acivil tonguein your head, | probably won't shoot
you, for al that your presence here complicates my life. Even though you are thieves| did not come dl
thisway for revenge.” "Y our research only led us asfar asthe notched rocks," Carter said. "How did you
makeit therest of theway?' He indicated the old Indian, who sat off to one side observing the
proceedings with detached interest while amusing himself by making drawingsin the dirt with a pointed
gtick. "Mingathere said he wasthe only person who'd ever visited this spot.”

Fewick frowned. "Y ou don't say." Turning, he addressed histwo portersin fluent Spanish.

Carter tensed. He knew some martid arts, and Fewick's physical reac-



60 Alan Dean Foster

tionswerelikely to be dow. Still he hesitated. The pistol Fewick clutched was no prop.

One of the porters turned and shouted something into the trees. A third Indian emerged, older than the
pair who were shouldering Fewick's supplies.

At his gppearance Mingarose and tossed his stick aside. Smultaneoudy Fewick's guide caught sight of
what was obvioudy an old friend. The two men embraced formally and walked back to Minga's pallet of
leaves, chatting earnestly while utterly ignoring everyone ese. "l thought you said he wasthe only one
who knew how to find this place?" Ashwood asked their guide.

Igor shrugged. "That iswhat he told me. Sometimestruth in the selvaisas scarce asice.” "You don't
need that." Carter indicated Fewick's pistal. "Theré€'s nothing here worth shooting someone over. If it's
right of discovery you're concerned about, | could careless.” "Same here," said Ashwood. "That remains
to be seen. In the meantime | will keep my gun, Mr. Carter. If | wereto put it aside that would leave you
with the option of beating me up, which | am certain you could do very effectively. Now, if you will
please seat yoursaves | will have my people bind you except for your man, who may depart if he so
desires. My concerns do not extend to the locals.”

Igor murmured something to Christopher, who looked reluctant but finally nodded. Still reluctantly, he
gathered his pack and with alast backward glance at hisfriend and employer hurried off into thejungle.
"Hell bring back help," Carter said. "Oh, | doubt that." Fewick watched as his porters securely bound
the two men and Ashwood. "Thelocal people owe Europeans no alegiance. They might have some
loydty to him," and heindicated Igor, "but not enough to risk involvement in Anglo affairs. I'm confident
that héelll return to hisfamily and forget al about thisas quickly as possible” He settled himsdf againgt a
tree. "Y ou say there's nothing here worth being shot for. | therefore take it that you have found nothing of
vaue?' "Y ou can bet your asson that," Ashwood told him with rdish. "There ain't no lot city here, no
Incatreasure. Nothin' but that damnwall.” "I can seethiswas never acity sSite. A runner's outpos,
perhaps. Asto treasure, that remainsto be seen.” "Y ou don't seem upset,” Carter commented. "Why
should | be?Y ou are the ones who came expecting to find gold and emerdds. Mysdlf, | am an
archaeologist. Money | have aready. |
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searched for Paititi in hopes of securing enough material for amonograph or two, perhaps even a cover
of the American Journal of Archaeology. A validation of my choice of profession. Something to shovein
my parents facesthat screams, Jam a success without you, without family connectiond™ He indicated
the crumbling wal, the isolated petroglyphs. "This may look like nothing to you, but to meitisred
treasure. An undiscovered, undescribed Site. Already | suspect the presence of non-

Incainfluences. Chimu, perhaps, or even Moche. | expect to find artifacts, but they need not be gold.”
"Then why treat uslike this?' Ashwood struggled againgt her bonds. "Well leave quietly and you can
poke around heredl you want." "1 will probably do just that . . . eventudly,” hetold her. "For a

while, though, | must ing s that you remain, until | have quantified sufficient work for preiminary
publication. | cannot chance you re-

turning to Limato blab to the first reporter you encounter. Forgive my caution, but thisis the discovery of
alifetime. | cannot put it at risk. One word would be sufficient to bring an avaanche of would-be
treasurehunters down on this place, who would quickly destroy anything of scientific vaue. "Meanwhile
you must bear with me. Try to relax. Y ou will be properly looked after and when | am finished you will
be released. Until then | fear you must indulge my paranoia.”

Fewick had moreto say but the conversation was interrupted by violent yowling and spitting from the
vicinity of hisbaggage. "Now what?' Fewick directed his query toward the noise. "Moe, what's got into
you?' "Moe?" Ashwood gaped at their captor. ™Y ou hauled that big tom al the way from Georgia?' "Of
course. M oe accompanies me wherever | go." Fewick motioned to one of his porters. "Well, don't just
gand there. Let him out.”

Nodding, the porter moved to open the lid of abox which had been strapped to his pack. The bulky
four-legged shape which emerged took off in the direction of Carter'stent. "Machal" Carter yelled in
sudden redlization.

Thetom hit the front of the tent like arusty cannonball as Fewick stared at Carter. Y ou aso have acat
withyou?' "l found her in Cuzco," Carter said anxioudy as spitting, yowling sounds came from the tent. "l
thought she'd be safer with me and that after we finished here | might be able to get her back into the
States™

Asthey stared, Carter's cat emerged from the back of the tent and raced off into the forest. The tom.
followed amoment later, in active pursuit.
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"A fellow admirer of felines. My opinion of you, Mr. Carter, iselevated. A 'her,' you say." He grinned. "l
do not think Moewill damage her." "Wheat if they don't come back?' "Moewill. While cannot vouch for
your animd 1 would not worry mysdlf overmuch. If you have been feeding her she will surely return. They
aresmply being cas. They will sort things out between themsdves, without our unnecessary intervention
inthelr affairs. "Now, if you will excuse mel shdl begin my work." After handing the pistol to one of his
men and leaving him to watch the prisoners, Fewick extracted asmall camerafrom one pack and began
taking pictures of thewall, beginning a one end and working hisway methodicaly toward the other. "If
he does find any gold we're liable to bein for trouble,” Ashwood muttered after lunch. " That's what
worriesme. He could shoot us and leave us here and no onewould ever find the bodies.” "Take it easy,
Madorie" Carter told her. "I don't think Fewick'sthekilling type." "Isthat so? Well, let metell you,
cuddles, that where gold is concerned al bets are off." " And how would you know anything about that?*
Carter inquired challengingly. "Because I've seen what happens when folks have the chance to acquire
large amounts of unearned income.” She was quiet for along time, asif consdering whether to say
anything more.

Finally shelooked up at him, twisting against her restraints. "'l don't supposey'al ever heard of the
Breckenridge Massacre?' "No." He eyed her Strangely. "I ain't surprised. That wasback inthe. . . well,
too long ago for you to remember. There was abank, and a holdup that didn't work out the way it was
supposed to. A couple of dumb loca yokels were in the wrong place a the wrong time and got their
stupid salves killed. The papers called it the Breckenridge Massacre. One fool went to prison, the other
got himsdlf caught under an eighteen-whedler tryin' to outrun the cops. "The only one who got away was
the gal waitin' back at the motd with three firs-class airline tickets to Brazil. When she saw on the news
that her boyfriend had not only screwed up but been turned into ground chuck on U.S. 180, she best it
back to Dallas, cashed in thetickets, and lit out for parts unknown. They never did find her."

Carter stared numbly at his companion. "Y eah, me. The cash from those tickets gave me asteke. I'd
dways
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been pretty handy with asewing machine. | ended upin L.A., learned how to use alaser cutter and
computer designer, and wandered into the film business. It kegps me movin' around, which lets me deep
eader. | think the Texas cops gave up on me years ago anyway, but | don't take any chances. Life's
worked out pretty good for me." She shook her head at the memories. "That was.. . . thirty-five years
ago, sweet man. Been clean ever

since. But beforethat | had a pretty rough time of it. | once saw aguy shoot another for the ten bucksin
his pocket. So | know how large sums

of money you don't have to work for can change folks." She looked back over her shoulder. "I don't give
adamn how much cash Fewick sayshe has. If hefinds anything convertible | think we'd better start
worryin'." "Did you ever shoot anybody, Marjorie?' Carter asked her quietly.

Her gaze didn't swervefrom his. "Let'sjust say that if you can get that gun away from Fewick, I'll be able
to make good use of it."

With so much redity to monitor and so few Shihararaneth able to undertake the task it wasn't surprising
that it had taken O'ld so long to resolve the pattern of the Renegade's disruption. With nothing to begin
with save congtantly shifting suspicions and suggestions of abnormadity it was awonder she had been able
to congruct atrall a al.

She till did not know the Renegade's precise intentions. Those re-

mained far more nebulous than his purpose. But to a Shihararaneth maiciousnesswas aphysica redity
which could be sensed and measured, and there was no denying the degree to which it dominated the
Renegade's actions.

Patient observation and calculation had paid off. It was clear she had surprised him, just asit developed
that he was stronger than sheld anticipated. That did not matter. It was not necessary that she defeat him;
only that she disrupt hisplans.

His astonishment at her gppearance was S multaneous proof of his vulnerability and arrogance. Obvioudy
he had expected his manipulations to proceed undisturbed. The confrontation had rattled him, unsettled
hisintricate construction. No matter what happened now, his plans could not move forward in the
intended vacuum.

Ingtinctively held attacked. Sheld reacted with the skill of long practice, legping easily between two
colliding planes of existence, dipping beyond his grasp before he could so much astouch her. Toa
Monitor gravity isbut aminor encumbrance. It did not dow her.

She wove and danced through glistening spaces, perceptions wide open, avoiding both hisfrustrated
grasp and theisolated tendrils of intru-
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sve masswhich occasiondly brushed against her being. He struck and she pirouetted neatly beyond his
reach, diding down aviscous hint of shining place whose existence he had not suspected. Knowing this
world's geometry better than he, she could continue the dance until she exhausted him. Nor could he
reved himsdlf on aphysica plane without risking damage from the primitive fauna around them.

Shedid not haveto kill. All she had to do was keep him occupied until his carefully constructed design
collapsed of its own unwieldiness. Then, with the world entrusted to her charge safe once more, she
could ded with him asanindividud.

Uchak knew that hisfrugtration and anger were making him clumsy, affecting hisreflexes. The Monitor
was toying with him, teesing him, staying temptingly closeyet just out of hisreach. No matter how he
anticipated, she did him one better. It quickly became clear he was not going to be able to run her down.
Her appearance a acritical juncturein his plans had been ashock and he berated himsdlf for
over-confidence. Fallurewasin sght, if not imminent. Fortunately he had been able to work some hasty
damage control, but the sequence was far from favorably reconstructed and might still abort itsdlf at any
moment. Nor could he devote himsdf wholeheartedly to its repair. Not with the Monitor present.
Distressingly he had been forced to improvise. That automatically bent advantage the Monitor'sway. All
was not yet lost, however. Though fractured by unexpected intrusion, the destructive sequence he had
devised remained in forward, if jarred motion.

He consoled himsdlf with the knowledge that his present difficulties were the result of an accident and not
the Monitor's direct intuition. It had alowed her to proceed without disclosing her existence to the native
fauna, which revelation could be as dangeroudy disruptive to their development as his own intentions. It
was a caveat held counted on to help preserve his own anonymity, a component vital to successif one
considered the unpredictable and often dangerous nature of the locd fauna.

Therewas nothing for it but to proceed as best he could, occupying the Monitor's attention and hoping
that the very beings he intended to affect would continue aong the path he had chosen for them. Any
misstep could prove codtly.

O'lal sensed the Renegade's loss of confidence and knew she had disrupted his scheme. All without
reveding hersdlf and thereby adversely impacting the creatures she had been assigned to monitor. She
kept ahead of his pursuit, exhilarating in it, knowing that while he was occu-

pied with her he could not directly influence the redlity around him. Bereft of his subtle manipulations, his
inimical design would undoubtedly
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collapse before any serious damage could be done. And having found him, she could put a categorica
end to hisintrusons, harrying him until he fled beyond easy return to thisworld,

What neither Shihararaneth expected or foresaw was the introduction of a startling new element into the
equation. Thrust and parry they might, but while they did so redlity was not frozen in stasis. It maintained
amomentum of its own, one which might influence events either way.

Petience was demanded. There were limitsto what even the Shihararaneth could do. Both Monitor and
Renegade observed and ana-

lyzed, trying to determine how best to make the unexpected serve their own specia requirements.
U'chak was hopeful. Disruption was generdly to his advantage. It suited histemperament and intent far
more than that of the Monitor.

With luck he might yet ride wondrous Chaos across this dull, boring world.



Vill

CARTER had fought his bonds dl morning without achieving anything morethan acrampin his
shoulders.

Ashwood rolled over as her captors returned from their digging. She was giff, dirty, and angry. "Find any
gold?' she asked sarcadticaly as Fewick returned from his probing of thefirst of the three openingsin the
ancient wal. "No," hetold her blandly. "Not much of anything. A few petroglyphs whose designs are new
to me, some pottery shards, the remains of an old fire pit. Of course we have just begun. Great
discoveriesare not made in aday. Archaeology isatime-consuming science."” He sat down on a

smooth rock while his porters began to prepare amed. "Areweto eat?' Igor inquired. "Certainly. My
desireisto immobilize you, not starve you. After my men and | have eaten, you will bereleased oneat a
time. | will St herewith my little gun and watch until al of you arefinished. Isn't that nice of me?" "How
long do y'al intend on keepin' uslike this?* Ashwood asked him. " Are we expected to deep with our
amsand legstied?'

Fewick pursed hislips. "l fear you arein for severa uncomfortable nights. | do gpologize” "SodoL" The
admonition did not come from Fewick's porters, nor from the pair of ederly Machiguengawho sat off to
one side cooking something unappetizing over their own fire. "I wouldn' do that,” the voice said more
sharply when Fewick reached for the pistol holstered at his belt. "Who the devil are you?' Fewick

looked toward the trees as his fingers halted a couple of inches above the butt of the gun.

A tal, leonine figure emerged from the brush. "My nameis Francescada Rimini."

Carter gaped at the unexpected arrival. Noting hisreaction, Igor and

67
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Ashwood tried furioudy to figure out what they were so obvioudy missing. Fewick's porters retreated
from the confrontation while the two old Indian guides hardly bothered to look up from their cookfire.
Fewick's gaze narrowed. His hand remained in the vicinity of hisgun. "Francescada Rimini isaRussan
opera” "Well, | not aRussian opera,” the Amazon replied dryly. "My parents, they had poor
imaginations but agood radio.” "I am sorry, but that does not impressme.” "Perhapsthiswill." Sheturned
and whigtled into the trees. In response to her signd three dark-skinned men emerged from the forest's
edge. Two weretwins, Carter saw. They woreidentica clothing, carried identical backpacks, and more
important, clutched identica AK-47s. If they were porters, Carter thought, they were extremely
successful ones. Instead of T-shirts and frayed shorts they wore expensive twill pants and shirts, and their
jungle boots looked brand-new.

Thethird individua wore tattered jeans holed at the knees and a badly

worn short-deeved shirt. Helooked to be in histeens.

Ashwood leaned toward Carter, whispering curioudy. "That the same Amazon?' "I met her our first night
in Cuzco, after you went to bed,” the actor replied.

Ashwood's eyes rolled heavenward. "Lemme guess. Y ou told her our

plans, right?" "I did not." Carter wasfedling the prizefool. " Shewas very nice and just wanted to talk. |
told her weweretourigs.” "Uh-huh. | mean, that's obvious, isn't it?" "L ook, it'snot my fault if she drew
other conclusons. Maybe she's hereto rescue us™ "Right,” said Ashwood tersdly. "Just like my ol’ flame
Billy-Bob Postin went to robbin’ banks because he never got that scholarship to Princeton.” She madea
rudenoise. "I'll relieveyou of this" Towering over Fewick, Da Rimini removed the pistol from his holster
and stepped back. The two men behind her relaxed. " These are the Ferndndez brothers.” She indicated
her companions. "That Manco on the l€eft. Y ou can tell them apart because his brother, Blanco, isalittle
taller and uglier.” Theindividua thus described smiled agreegbly. "We are old friends.”

The young Indian who'd accompanied Da Rimini strode apologeticaly past her and the captives, offering
arased hand and afew words by way of greeting. Mingaand his dinner companion glanced up from
their
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fire and responded unenthusiastically. The youngster took a seat across from his elders, whereupon the
trio began chatting in low tones. "Lemme guess,” said Ashwood sarcagticaly. "That boy's the only one,
the only onein the world, who knows the location of the lost city of Paititi and could guideyoutoiit.”
"Not exactly." DaRimini had awild look in her eyes. She no longer acted the oversized ingenue Carter
had met in Cuzco. It took avery specid, very unusua woman, he thought, to plunge into the selvawith
two heavily armed men hoping to find . . . what?"But he did know that his uncle had taken some white
men in search of his grandfather, and how to track them."

Carter found that her darting gaze and quirky gestures were making him more nervous than the AK-47s.
The supercilious Bruton Fewick might be obsessed, but at least he wasn't unbaanced. The more Carter
saw and heard of her, the less assured he was of Francesca da Rimini's state of mind. How would she
react to the discovery that the fabled lost city of Paititi consisted of asingle crumbling wall, some
overgrown paving stones, and three holesin the ground?"Y ou | know, Jason Carter. Y our outfitter, Igor
von Mannheim de Soto, | also recognize, and the ugly old woman is clearly the friend you mentioned.”
Ashwood tensed but said nothing. Da Rimini's gaze danced over Fewick. "But who isthis unpleasant fat
man?' "His name's Bruton Fewick. He'skind of an archaeologist. HE's the one who first figured out
wherethis place was. Madorie and |, we sort of appropriated the information from him and got herefirt.
Hedidnt like that, which iswhy weretied up." "That is correct,” said Fewick with misplaced
sdf-importance. "l am

the officid discoverer of Paititi. Therest of you are nothing more than intellectua interlopers.”

Da Rimini responded by continuing to trest him with al the deference she would an ant. She glared &t the
disntegrating wdl. "ThisisPaititi? Thisisdl thereis? Whereisthe city? Whereisthelost gold of
Atahudpa?' "Thisisapricdess archaeologica site," Fewick informed her. "That is gold enough.”

She glared murderoudly at him. "Donjoke with me, gordo. Not after what | gone through to get here. "I
believe it may have been an Incan runners tation,” he added siffly.

She brushed the suggestion aside. "All the runner's stations are up in the mountains. The jungle would
have d owed communication, not speed it up, and the salvatribes were hogtile to the Incas.” "Thereés no
treasure here." Despite the delicate Situation in which she
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found hersdf, Ashwood couldn't pass up an opportunity to sneer. "You blew it, Sster. The only ones
who'll make money on thislittle hike arethelocas." With ajerk of her head sheindicated the three
guides seeted around the cookfire. "Well sec." DaRimini was gazing fixedly at thewall. "There hasto be
treasure here. There must be treasure!™ "Not necessarily,” Fewick began. The archaeologist's
ingenuousness made Carter wince. "If one consdersthe availableliteratureit is clear that-" " Shut up!
Shut up, cdllese usted!" Da Rimini dammed the barrel of the pistol across Fewick'sface.

Carter'sguts twisted but he said nothing. Fewick hadn't welcomed his predecessors with open arms, but
neither had he hurt them.

The archaeol ogist stumbled backward but did not fal. A trickle of blood started from where hislip had
been Falit. "Tie him with the otherd"

Blanco Femdndez dipped hisrifle over his shoulder and moved to comply. As he did so DaRimini spoke
sharply to Fewick's porters. With admirable alacrity, they grabbed what suppliesthey could carry and
best it into thejungle.

While DaRimini angrily studied the unimpressive wdl, Carter studied her. She had her hair secured with
asingledadtic band and her clothing was soaked through. Standing there clutching Fewick's pistol she
looked like she was auditioning for a part in a cheapie Filipino adventure epic. Except that the gun she
held wasn't packed with blanks. The hint of madnessin her eye did much to mitigate her physica
attractiveness.

Meanwhile her guide, hisuncle, and his grandfather nattered on, obliviousto the inexplicable doings of
the Europeans who had varioudy em-

ployed them. "What do you intend to do with us?" Igor inquired.

Her response was rather less considered than Fewick's had been. "Why, I'm going to kill you, of course.
Did you think we carried these guns all thisway to hunt hoatzins? But you will live for awhile. Wewant
that one," and she gestured at Fewick, "in case thereisinformation to decipher, and the rest of you to
help with any digging." "What if there are no secrets here?' Carter asked her. "What if thereisno
treasure?’

Her lower lip pushed out dightly. "If wefind the treasure | am going to shoot you to protect it. If we don’
| will shoot you out of disappointment. Or perhaps | will have you tied to palo santo trees. Have you
been introduced to the charms of the palo santo?'
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Within the limitationsimpaosed by his current posture Carter adopted his best leading-man pose. "l
thought you liked me." ™Y ou very preity, but | prefer my men determined, with alittle more here” She
tapped the sde of her head. "'Like the FernAndez brothers." Behind her, Manco Fernindez shifted his
AK-47 and grinned.

Carter was dubious as he studied the two ol der, unattractive men. Then he noted anew the fancy jungle
attire, the expensive weapons. "Money," he said. Y ou're with them because they have money." "It don'
disnterest me," shereplied amiably. "We understan’ each other, Manco and Blanco and 1. S, they have
money. But not nearly enough for them, or me. So when | to]' them that | knew of somerich
norteamericanos who were goin' to go looking for Paititi, they were anxious to come with me to seefor
themsdves. Thisisnot thefirgt time we have donethis, but it isthe first time anybody has found
something for US." "Hey, | recognize that one!" Manco FernAndez waslooking at Carter. "He'san
actor. | saw him at the Odeon in Miraflores, in Prison Planet. Santa Maria, what a stinker of a picture!™
Carter sghed. "Don't expect meto give you your money back.” Ashwood regarded the critic. "What do
you boys do for fun when you're not working as spear-chuckers for Fran the Giant?"

Sdf-importance colored Manco'sreply. "We are bottlers.” "Pardon?' said a confused Carter. The man
straightened proudly. " Surely you have been in Peru long enough to have heard of IncaCola." "Oh God."
Ashwood rolled her eyes. "No, | haven't." Carter felt like he was acting arole in one of the screenplays
his agent received on aregular basis from an eager daughterhouse worker in Kansas City. "It's not cola
likein Cocaor Peps." Blanco Ferndndez tied the last of hisknots. "Actualy it uses agrapefruit base. My
brother an' I," he declared smugly, "own the concession for most of central Peru an’ the whole selva
region asfar north aslquitos.” "We have big plans,” Manco announced. "My brother an' | are
threequarter Indio, one-quarter Spanish. All our lives we resent the way the Spanish imposed their
culture on our people and destroyed much of our

heritage. It has dways been our dream to emphasize that cultureina

contemporary way. For that we need much money. Hard currency, not intis. The profit margin in soda
bottling isthin." "We have accumulated some dollars but not nearly enough,” Blanco added. "Asyou may
know, thereisavadt internationd black market for primitive art.”
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"Oh no," said Fewick, blithely disregarding his precarious postion. "Any artifacts found here belong to
the Peruvian government.” "We will put them at the service of the Peruvian people," Manco Femdndez
replied sharply. "The true Peruvian people. Los Indios. Some we will keep for future display and
education, but we will sal what we must to raise the money we need for our great project.” Helifted his
gazeto the ancient wall and itsindeci pherable petroglyphs. " Paititi has been alegend for solong, it isthe
ided placeto make our beginning.” "Beginning of what?' Igor asked.

Manco looked down at the guide. "Our dream, which isto promulgate our native heritage. To restoreits
influence throughout the modem world. To make it come dive for people everywhere, not just narrow-
minded men who livein dry, dusty books." He glanced disdainfully at the sullen Fewick. "My brother and
[," he continued proudly, "have made astudy of the success of American popular culture, which has
spread itself to every comer of the globe. We have tried to learn the secrets of its success so that we may
apply them to our own culture. Now we believe that we have learned enough to proceed. We have
formulated an unbeatable plan . . .dl that remainsisto find ameans of financing it. "Not only will we
spread our influence throughout the world, we will make money while doing so. Thisis our sacred trugt.”
"Mindif | ask you aquestion?' Carter shifted his position on the hard ground. "Why do you cadl it Inca
Colaif theresno colainit?!

Manco Femdndez eyed him pityingly. "Do you know nothing of mar-

keting strategy? And you cal yourself an American. All the great soft drinks are named 'something' cola.
What does it matter what it contains? All that isimportant isif people buy it or not." "What's this'great
project'?’ Ashwood asked in spite of hersdlf. "A museum!" Fewick bestirred himsdlf. "To showcase the
great traditions of Inca culture, to display in amodem setting the grand achievements of your ancestors.
Yes, | can understand, even sympathize with that." "A museum will be apart of the complex,” Manco
admitted. "A smal part. It isevident you too know nothing of marketing. Do you not study your own
society?' "Complex?' Carter said. "We are going to build avast park here on the site of Paititi. It will
include amuseum, A Also apart of the rainforest, preserved for dl to see. Sanitized and cleansed of
insects, naturally.” His gaze rose as he focused on hisdistant vison. "And rides, lots of rides. And shops,
and
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theaters, and concession stands and fast-foot outletd" His voi ce degpened with the sheer mgesty of it.

" Shooting galleries where people can fire back at the hated conquistadores! An amphitheater where the
festival of Inti Raymi can be performed every day. A selvawater park! A petting zoo!. "Today Paititi,
tomorrow Rio and Buenos Aires. Then on to the United States and Europe and Japan. It will be
cdled"-hisvoice shook with emotion- "Incaworld "

In the dazed silence that followed, Igor de Soto said softly, "Some of us prefer the sdlvatheway itis.”
Manco regarded him pityingly. "Ah; un verdadeg loco. Y ou are acrazy greenie. | might have guessed.”
"What makes you think you can get people to come to this saunathat bites, even if you put aroof over
thewhole thing and air-condition it?" Ashwood wanted to kaow.

FernAndez wore the look of the calculatedly mad. "Marketing.” "Y ou're crazy, al of you. Not that it
matters. Thereain't no treasure here. " Shut up, old woman!™ Da Rimini snapped at her.

Ashwood glared. "Don't call me an old woman, she-weed. If my handsweren't tied . . ."

Though DaRimini had twenty years and plenty of poundson

Ashwood, Carter didn't think held care to bet againgt hiscompanionin a

far fight.

The Amazon, however, wasn't interested in afight of any kind. Not while her associates wielded
automatic weapons. "You cant kill dl of us" Ashwood inssted.

DaRimini feigned astonishment. "Why not? No one will find you out here. After we bury you the ants
and other scavengerswill reduce you to bonesinsideaweek.” "Y ou know," Carter said tersely, "you
werealousy date.”

Sheignored him as she began unpacking their supplies. "Y ou don" mind if we use your toals, do you?
They arejust lying here doin' nothing.” She hefted a flashlight and pick while Blanco Ferndndez unfolded
a

collgpsble shove. "Incaworldl" A startled Manco whirled and aimed the muzzle of hisgunin thedirection
of the unexpected shriek. Everyone e se turned to look. "Fabulous concept, truly red. Visonary!" A
figure stepped out of the trees.

Carter dumped. Evidently acalous God intended to vist onefina ignominy upon him.
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"Wonderful ideal" Trang Ho advanced, holding her microcassette re-

corder out infront of her. She was bardly swesting. "Marveloud!™

DaRimini noted Carter'sreaction. "Whoisthis. . . person?' she asked warily. "Her name's Trang Ho,"
Carter muttered. "She'safree-lancejourndist . . . and | usethe term advisedly.”

Ignoring the AK-47, Ho thrust the recorder at Manco Ferndndez's face. "Sir, would you tell my readers
more about your fantagtic pland”

The gun muzzle dipped. "Y ou areredly interested, aren't you?' "Of course. Y ou give meinformation, |
giveyou agory." Ferndndez's reply wasinterrupted by Da Rimini, who was studying the jungle from
which the diminutive Viethamese had emerged. "Where's your guide? Wherés the rest of your party?'
"Oh, | cameaone," Trang Ho informed her cheerfully.

Manco eyed her in dishdlief. Y ou followed us by yoursdf?' "I dwayswork alone.” She started dipping
off her modest pack. "Excuse me. Thisis getting heavy." "How did you track us?' Blanco asked. "Are
you kidding, man?I'll track a story anywhere. Besides, it was like following abulldozer. And my people
wereraised in thefetid, seaming jungles of Southeast Aga." "Y eah, but you were raised in Canoga
Park," Carter reminded her. "Well," she said defensvely, "L.A.'skind of ajungle." "Y ou want to help
publicize our plans?' Manco inquired uncertainly. "All that | can. In return for exclusive publication rights,
of course.”

Ashwood raised her voice. "While you were taking notes did you happen to hear that these people plan
tokill al of us?' "Do you think I'd miss anything as dramatic asthat?' Ho was clearly insulted. "That has
nothing to do with me. With alittle rewriting it will only add punchto my articles" "Now, wait aminute,”
Carter began, trying torise.

Da Rimini was studying the latest arriva to what was becoming avery crowded lost city. Y ou mean this,
don' you?' "Certainly. As Jason Carter can attest, | have no moras whatsoever and my employers have
less." She smiled exuberantly. "If we did, our busnesswouldn't exist.” Sheturned to Carter. "I am sorry,
but look at it thisway: think of the pressyou'll get. People will forget dl the lousy pictures you've madein
the rush toimmortdize you. I'll persondly seeto it that whoever they cast in the film verson of your lifeis
abetter actor than you are.” "Y ou're not just going to watch them shoot us,”" he declared uneasily.
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"Of course | am. They have two very large automatic weapons. | have alittle knife. What else can | do?!
"Then youll report them if you makeit back to Lima," Ashwood said. "Why should I?Y ou'll lready be
dead. It would be awaste of agreat story.” " Justice would be served,” Fewick pointed out. "I'm not in
the business of serving justice" Ho informed him. "I'm a

reporter, for Buddha's sake! If | were anything lessthan atotal pragmatist | never would have been able
to lift mysdlf out of the stinking, crowded L.A. Vietnamese ghetto." "I heard that your father was
vice-president of amajor bank," Carter said. "Details." She turned back to Manco. "1 think your
Incaworldisa

terrificidea”

No one had noticed that the three Indians, disgusted with what was

taking place and didiking acrowd, had quietly picked up their few belongings and dipped away into the
sHva

While Trang Ho followed Blanco Ferndndez and Da Rimini toward the nearest opening in the wall,
Manco found himsdlf aresting place and relaxed, cradling hisriflein hislap. Carter found himself
watching the jungle. By thistime he haf expected someone to emergein Trang Ho'swake, but the
passing hours brought forth only bird noises and the rus-

tling sounds made by secretive, unseen creatures. "1 wonder if that big tom of yours hurt Macha," he said.
"Moe'snot aviciousanima." Fewick regarded the verdure. "Isyours spayed?’ "I've no idea, but I'd
doubt it." "1 never had the heart to have Moe neutered, so it is possible they are

enjoying this sojourn more than we." "Anybody got any suggestions?' Ashwood murmured softly so that
Manco Ferndndez would not overhear. " There was apal 0 santo not far back along our trail,” Igor told
them. "If one stood with his back to the treg, the ants would come out and eat through the ropes.
Unfortunately they might also est much of one's hands before weakening the ropes sufficiently for oneto
bresk free." "Good suggestion,” Ashwood observed. "Well wait for you to get back. "

It was |ate afternoon when screams erupted from the vicinity of the third and farthest opening in the Inca
wall. "Cave-in?" Ashwood ventured hopefully.

Igor twisted to look. "I'm afraid not." Da Rimini and Blanco Femdndez were running toward the
campsite.
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Trang Ho followed, her haf-frame cameraworking furioudy. Evenat a

distance the glint of sunlight on metal wasimpossibleto mistake.

Manco roseto stare. The prisonerstried to. Blanco had dung hisrifle. Now he passed the contents of his
cupped palmsto hisbrother. Hairpins, pieces of necklace, earrings, and household utensils tumbled to
the ground, overflowing from Ferndndez's hands.

Every one of them was fashioned of dull, yellow gold. "That's nothing." Da Rimini's expression waswild.
"Look at this" She unwrapped the towel from the object she was carrying. It caught the setting sun aong
with everyone's bregth.

The plate was half an inch thick and eighteen inchesin diameter, solid gold, inscribed with designs and
symbolsinlaid with turquoise. The raised outer rim was lined with twenty-one emeralds, eech thesze of a
dlver dollar. "That'sit." Ashwood straightened. "They'll kill usfor sure now."

DaRimini gazed haughtily down a Fewick. "Mird Thereismore

insde, much more. Y ou did not have enough confidence in your own research.” She glanced over her
shoulder. "The last opening leadsto asmall cave, thefar end of which islined with broken stone. It wasa
wall which had collapsed, perhaps from an earthquake. We dug and broke through to another, much
bigger cave.

Thefloor isof Incastonework. So are the binswhich arefilled to overflowing with artifacts like thid" She
turned the plate and it threw sun-

light into the trees. "We left in ahurry to bring Manco the news, but | saw at least one clay pot full of
emerads, another of gold figurines. We did not walk the length of the cavern but we saw enough to
know that thisistruly the Paititi of legend. Thisisthe place where the Incas hid the treasure the
conquistadores never found. Riches beyond imagining.”

Manco Ferndndez held a necklace of heavy gold up to the setting sun. "Incaworld!" he proclaimed, his
fingers clenching around the strand. VVisions of millions of eager visitorsfilled histhoughts, and they were
al buying Inca Colaand fried chicken and T-shirts.

Thefollowing day the prisoners were herded into the cave. Not so they could view the treasure, but
because it made it easier for their captorsto keep an eye on them. Though they could see little because
the Ferndndez brothers were using the lights, Fewick, at least, was ecatic. "Thisis unprecedented.”
Blanco Ferndndez directed them to adepression in the floor and ordered them to sit. "The quality of the
stonework both underfoot and in the binsis superb. The Incas were not known for building
underground.”
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"What | would like to know," said Igor, "iswhat happened to the people who built this place and
hid thistressure here?’

Fewick consdered. "Perhapsthey left to joininthefight againgt  the Spaniards and the location was
lost asthe builderswerekilled. Or asthe empire disintegrated they may have intermarried with the jungle
peoples, or been wiped out by them. Thefalen wall sedled this part of the cave, and in any casetheloca
Indians would be reluctant to enter an obvioudy sacred place. Though clearly not to visit the site.”

They were forced to St there most of the day while their captors loaded backpacks with the choicest
artifacts and jewels. The only conso-

lation was that it was much cooler ingde the cave than out in the sun.

When they decided they could carry no more, Carter knew, Da Rimini would carry out her sentence.
Oddly he found himself worrying not for himself but for Macha, who had not returned since being chased
into the jungle by Fewick's cat. "Hey, what's this?* Concern resounded from the depths of the cavern
and he recognized the voice of Manco Ferndendez. By sitting erect and straining he could just make out
the man'slight, bobbing in the distance like an inquisitive will-0-the-wisp. "Qu@ hay?" Blanco shouted.
"Come and see." His brother's voice echoed off the dark stone walls. Da Rimini and,Manco took
flashlight and lantern and moved to comply. The occasiond flare of Trang Ho's cameraaccompanied
themlikea

paragticfirefly.

Left donein the darkness, Carter whispered to Igor. "Turn your back to mine and let me work on your
ropes."

It was not to be. Da Rimini soon returned and the two men had to separate hurriedly. Her light blinded
them. "We have found something puzzling." The beam of the flashlight focused on Fewick. "Y ou arethe
archaeologist. You mus explain thisthing to us™ "Why should | help you?" Fewick shot back, with a
resolve that made Carter proud. "Because if you do not | will shoot off your |eft testicle.”

Fewick struggled to hisfeet. "Alwaysready to aid alady in need of assstance.”

DaRimini wasn't about to leave the prisoners alone for any length of time. "The rest of you cometoo.”
At the far end of the cavern aperfectly circular platform of exquisitely dressed stone surmounted the
paving. Atop the platform and fashioned Of identica gray ssonewasasmdl circular building whose walls
inclined inward. The structure was roofless and airy, the curving wall punctured
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by traditiond trapezoidal Inca-style windows. In order to enter, one had to step around asingle oddly
carved rectangular block of stonethat must have weighed severd tons. "It looks just like the intihuatana,”
Fewick exclaimed in surprise. "The what?' Ashwood asked, puzzled. "An dtar stone at Machu Picchu
whichishewn out of the mountain itself. Itsfour comers point to the four points of the compass. The
name

means 'the place where the sunistied,’ or more colloquidly, ‘the hitching post of the sun.' " He frowned.
"But thereisno sun here." "Thisisn't what you were brought to look at." Animpatient Da Rimini prodded
them forward.

They entered thelittle building and found themsdveslooking at a

gigantic egg.
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THE egg wastwice the Size of Fewick's bdly, which was saying some-

thing. Four legs of what appeared to be rutilated blue ceramic raised it two feet off the onefloor. "It
won't move," Manco Femdndez informed them. | tried."

The top and upper two thirds of the egg were completely covered with carvings and inscriptions. They
resembled neither the Pusharo petroglyphs nor those which decorated the wall outside the cave. Inthe
artificid light its surface shone like apearl, lustrous and full of reticent whorls of iridescence. "If | amto
examineit properly | will need my handsfree," Fewick declared firmly. "All right." Da Rimini nodded to
Blanco, who released the archaeol ogi<t. "But don' try nothin'.”

Fewick favored her with awan smile, then gpproached the egg and cautioudy ran hisfingers acrossthe
engraved surface. "It fed s sticky in places, glassy-smooth in others. Most peculiar. If it isan Inca artifact
itisunique." He glanced at the entrance to the circular shelter. "Clearly a

connection exists between this object and the replica of theintihuatana, but what it might be quite escapes
me." "Never mind that." Da Rimini's hands were in constant motion, piercing the air like psychotic
hummingbirds. "Isit vauable? Some kind of enormous gemstone, perhgps?’ "1 am not ageologist.”
Fewick gazed in fascination at the glistening, milky-white engraved ovoid. " Superficidly it much
resembles chal cedony, but the presence of iridescence suggests a different composition. Itisnot a
moonstone. Quartz crystas larger than this have been found in Minas Gerais provincein Brazil, but that is
along waysfrom here. Until now, the crystal skull of the Mayas has been the largest artifact of itstype
found in Mesoamerica. Thisis bigger, but less spectacular.”

79
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"It mus 4ill bevduable"" DaRimini blinked inirritation as Trang Ho's cameraflashed. "Wonderful," the
reporter was bubbling. "Another mgjor discovery. I'll get aseries out of thistrip, and maybe abook.” "l
hopey'dl get araredisease,” Ashwood told her. "An' if you set that thing off in my face one moretime,
tied or not, so help me 'l

Oblivious, Ho continued to take pictures from different angles. "Wadll, if it isakind of gemstone we will
find out when we come back to this place," DaRimini declared.

Manco Ferndndez was reluctant to leave. "Y ou are sure you cannot make sense of this, gringo?’ Hewas
running hisfingers over the deep engravingsthat covered the upper third of the object. "I note afew
amilaritiesto other Peruvian petroglyphs, but that isdl. The mgority of designs are unknown to me."
"That isdl right." He spoke proudly. "It isagood conversation piece. Wewill put it in front of the log
ride at the park." "What'sthat?' His brother suddenly whirled and lowered the muzzle of his AK-47.
Then herelaxed and smiled. " Crazy gringos and their pets. "

Fewick kndlt and welcomed his cat into hisarms. ™Y ou finally got lonely out there, did you, Moe?' He
glanced up at Blanco. "Getting nervous, are we?' The brother grunted.

A worried Carter looked back toward the entrance to the cave. There was no sign of Macha

Da Rimini was watching Fewick, adisgusted look on her face. "How touching.”" Shekicked out at the
tom, who easily avoided her foot and landed atop the ovoid. It paced there, watching her. ™Y ou know,"
sad Ashwood conversationdly, "you redly are afirsclass bitch.”

The Amazon ignored her, tapped the enigmatic egg. "'l agreethat thisisinteresting, but no matter how
vauableit may be, itistoo big for usto carry.” "If we only knew what these meant." Manco used afinger
to trace one of the indentations cut into the Sde of the artifact. "They might tell us

much about our ancestors." Moe leaned over, sniffing a him.

The egg began to hum. It was asteady susurration, unvarying in pitch, that rose rgpidly in volume until it
was as loud as a human voice. Manco Ferndndez | et out a startled oath and jerked his hand away from
the vitreous surface held been caressing asif held been burned. Da Rimini's gaze narrowed.

Moe continued to pace unconcernedly atop the object. Only when it
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began to glow with an intense white light did the cat legp lithely to the ground. It rubbed againgt Fewick's
ankles, purring softly.

Ashwood was the only one with enough sense to make a dash for the exit. She didn't get very far, asthe
light Imultaneoudy intengfied and expanded to soundlesdy engulf them dl.

Car-ter blinked, having lost both footing and vision for an instant. Now he steadied himsdlf, trying to
focus on hissurroundings.

Thelight had faded as quickly asaburst from Trang Ho's flash. The egg was till there, resting
immovably on itsfour peculiar blue supports. Everyone had kept their feet and severa were rubbing at
their outraged eyes. "Madre de Dios, "' DaRimini mumbled. "What happened?’

Fewick was shaking his head, blinking at thefloor. "That isnot a

gemgtone. Itisadevice of somekind.” "That iscrazy,” said DaRimini. Holding the fluorescent lantern
high while kegping awary eye on the now quiescent ovoid, she started backing out of the room. "We
have enough treasure. Let'sfinish our business here an' leave this place.”

Outside the circular stone chamber, Manco FernAndez stepped around the intihuatana before hating
uncertainly. He played the flashlight he was carrying over the walls of the cave. "This does not look right.”
"What are you babbling about?' Da Rimini looked back at him. "Hurry up.” "No." He stepped up
aongsde her. "It isdifferent somehow. Seethere?!

With hislight heilluminated one of the binswhich lined the righthand side of the cave. Carter stared. The
stonework was the same, but he did not remember the intricate inscriptions which covered much of the
rock nor the complex bas-rdiefs.

Ignoring the guns, Fewick let out an excited cry and rushed forward to run trembling fingers over the
inscriptions. "Writing! Do you redlize what this means? It has dways been believed that the Incas never
developed writing." His voice rose triumphantly. "This meansthe Baxter Prizefor certain, perhapsevena
Nobd!"

Ashwood was frowning. "'l don' recall seein’ any writing when we

comein." Shesniffed at theair. "Don' it seem drier in here than before?’

Manco Ferndndez's fears vanished in light of the discovery his brother made next. While Fewick wept
over the unprecedented inscriptions, Blanco tried the handle of the wooden door which barred the way
into the modest structure. When it refused to open he hammered on the catch with the butt of hisrifle,
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On thethird try the ancient, desiccated latch gave way. So did the entire door, which buckled in the
middle. The contents of the structure buried Blanco before he could get clear, flooding outward and
carrying him partway acrossthefloor.

When the avadlanchefindly ceased, Blanco lay flalling wildly inaseaof gold.

Gold plates and cups, gold strips and bars, necklaces and rings and earrings of gold and silver. The
glistening bounty multiplied thelight of the lantern and sent it careening joyfully acrossthe dark stone
wadlsand calling.

Like everyone else Carter was stunned speechless. The small highwalled bin probably held severa tons
of gold. And there were other bins, smilarly shaped and secured, lining the right-hand side of the cave for
adistance of at least fifty yards.

He peered past the last. No entrance, no small circle of sunlight, greeted his gaze. He checked his watch.
It was dtill |ate afternoon. The sun should till be up. For that matter, he did not remember that any of the
small binsthey had passed on their way in had been secured with wooden doors.

Trang Ho was of smilar mind. "We have come out somewhere ese from where we started. Thisis
wonderful!" She began taking pictureslike mad. "Thisismarvelous, thisisfantagtic!” "This sucks,"
muttered Ashwood.

DaRimini looked from where the Femdndez brothers were cavorting like children in the golden talus
back to the circular temple room which held the egg. "'l don' understand. What'sgoing on?" "Trang Hois
correct.” Fewick turned reluctantly from his bel oved inscriptions while M oe regarded the whooping
Ferndndez brothers thoughtfully. "That flash of light moved usfrom the cave we had been insgdeto this
one." He nodded in the direction of the now quiescent ovoid. "It isatransportation device of somekind.
A trangmitter of matter. A means of travel." He glanced down at the floor. " Somehow Moe activated it
when hewaswalking around on top." "Y ou are talking of magical things,” she said nervoudly. "Not
magic. Science. The Incas had advanced to the point of performing brain surgery, trepanning. Although |
can scarce credit it, thisis something they must have discovered at the last minute, probably after Pizarro
defeated Atahuapa. Evidently they utilized it to save the last of their treasure from the conqui stadores.”
"That'salot to swalow," Carter commented.
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"I am open to dternate explanations.” Fewick leaned back. "The celling istwenty feet higher than before.
| wonder where we are.” "'In one of the caves reached by one of the other two openings?' Ashwood
suggested.

DaRimini shook her head. "Wetried them first. Both were dead ends.” "Or better sedled,” Ashwood
argued. "Don't y'dl think you ought to seeif therésaway out?' Shewas smiling wolfishly. "If thereain't
we

could be trapped in here forever. That'd be nice an' cozy." " Shut your mouth.” Da Rimini was clearly
unnerved as sheturned to yell at her companions. "We need to find the exit, you idiots! Ther€ll be plenty
of timefor play later.”

It occurred to Carter that he could ram the preoccupied Da Rimini from behind and knock her to the
floor. The Ferndndez brothers were busy swimming in their gold. Unfortunately that plan required that
Fewick, asthe only onewith his handsfree, recover hispistol from the Amazon and useit if necessary.
Which meant, Carter decided sorrow-

fully, thatitwasno plan at al.

If he could only get one hand free. Everyone waited while the brothers explored the cave. Two hours
later they returned, considerably less animated than they had been earlier. Manco shook hishead. "We
could find noway out." "There are big tunnes but they dl lead downward,” Blanco added with adight
shudder. "Wedid not go very far into any of them.” "There hasto beaway out," the frustrated Da Rimini
exclaimed. "Not necessarily." Fewick sat quietly by the lantern, stroking Moe. The cat lay contentedly in
hislap. "What better hiding place for agrest treasure than a cave with only that asthe way in and out?'
He nodded in the direction of the ovoid.

Ashwood made anoise. "Areyou thinkin' of tryin' to use that whatever-it-isagain?' "Why not?If it was
used to bring this gold here, then people had to be moving back and forth. We have no reason to
supposeit only operatesin one direction.” "Then we could take some of thisgold with us." DaRimini
looked thoughtful. "Hey," said Carter warningly, "whose sde are you on, Fewick?"

The archaeologist eyed him noncommittaly. "Why, the same Sde | have dways been on, my thespianic
friend. The side of knowledge." He glanced a DaRimini. "Thisisaprimitive ste. If thereis another way
out of herel am theindividual most likely to find it. However, if you



84 Alan Dean Foster

wish my help | must ask that you return my pistol to me." He paused. "I would decide quickly. The
batteriesin these lightswill not last forever.”

DaRimini hesitated, glanced at her partners. Manco Femdndez nodded. "Very well. But if you try
anything you die." "Concisely put." He smiled and set Moe aside. "Bastard,” Ashwood muittered. "I beg
to disagree" heresponded. "I am legitimate, if not popular.” He accepted his pistol from Da Rimini, made
sure the safety was off, and dipped it back into hisholster. "Get up,” DaRimini told her three remaining
prisoners. "Y ou are coming with us. | don' trust leaving you adone."

So much for him and Igor working on each other's bonds, Carter thought disappointedly. They sumbled
up thetunnd, following their captors.

Sure enough, Fewick found a path where no one else would have thought to look. It began benesth a
half-collapsed lintel and led off to the right. In spite of the fate which probably awaited them, Carter
found that he was eager for fresh air and the sight of the sun again. If they had to die he much preferred
to do so out in the open. And if they were lucky an opportunity to escape might yet present itself.

The paved path ended in asolid rock wall. Fewick made no attempt to conced his disappointment. "This
isnot what | expected.” "It not very useful, either,” growled DaRimini. "That's because your eyesain't no
sharper than your brain." Ashwood stepped forward and nodded at a comer of the wall.

Setinasmdl carved recess was a miniature of the mysterious ovoid. It sported amuch duller sheen than
itslarger relative and was no more than a couple of inchestal. Only two grooves marred its otherwise
perfectly smooth surface.

Manco reached for it, only to find that it was fastened securely into the stone. He glanced back at Da
Rimini. "Try it," shesad.

He nodded, considered for amoment, then ran two fingers down the pair of engravings. His effort was
rewarded by agrinding noise that made everyone retreat severd steps.

A portion of thewall did aside, creating an opening just wide enough for one person to dip through.
Accompanied by acool breeze, evening light poured into the passageway. They filed out under Manco
Ferndndez's watchful eye.

Thejungle was gone. They found themsalves standing on arocky hillside, Brush and small
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trees grew inisolated clumps, hiding the well-conceded entrance from view. Not that there was anyone
around to noticeit.

Spread out before them lay avast barren plain. To the north they could make out afew cultivated fields
scattered around asmall river. A single smoky tendril curled through the clear air, marking the location of
ome

unseen habitation. Other than the smoke, the only sign of life was asmall single-engine plane which was
dowly cirding the plain & high dtitude.

The sharp-eyed Igor was the first to notice what the plane's occupants were examining. As soon as he
pointed it out, Manco Ferndndez let out a

gtartled oath in Spanish. "Nazca. Por Dios, weve cometo Nazcal" "What'sthat?' Carter asked him.
Fewick looked at the actor and shook his head sadly. "An archaeologica site of somerepute,” he
explained dryly. "It predates the Incas by some hundreds of years." He squinted at the buzzing plane.
"People come hereto view the massive figures and lines the Nazca 'drew’ on this plain by moving dark
rock and gravel asdeto reved thelighter rock underneath. Many of the drawings can only properly be
viewed from high above. It isan interesting phenomenon for which multiple explanations have been
advanced.” "Von Daniken," said Ashwood. "Oh, come now," Fewick admonished her. "Who'sVon
Daniken?' Carter inquired ingenuoudy. "Don't tell me you've never heard of Von Daniken?' Ashwood
dared a himin disbelief.

Carter shrugged dightly. "Actuadly, no." "Erich von Daniken? 'Hubcaps of the Gods,'or whatever? One o
his theories claimed that these here Nazea lines were made by the locasto help extraterrestrials
gpaceshipsland here." "Every one of hisclaims has been explained away,” Fewick inssted. "So I've
heard." She looked back over her shoulder, at the entrance to the cave. "Now somebody's gonna have
to explain away that matter transmitter. Or are you gonnatell me it was a Kodak moment that brought us
al theway here across the Andes from Paititi?' "The two phenomena are not related,” Fewick muttered.
"Whereis here, anyway?' Carter asked.

Igor was studying the plane, wondering if its occupants might oot them standing there among the trees.
"More than two hundred miles southwest of the Mand, where we were. Close to the ocean.”

Ashwood continued to taunt the archaeologi<t. "C'mon, Fewick. Tell me again there ain't no connection.
Tdl me how the Incaswent and built themsalves amatter transmitter.”
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Thewhirr of the motor drive on Trang Ho's camera provided quiet mechanica counterpoint to the hum of
the observation plane's engine. Igor's hopesfell asit banked and turned northward. "Matter transmitter.”
Manco Ferndndez had stood doof from the conversation, thinking furioudy. "Do you redize, Blanco,
what thismeans?' "No, what?' By thistime Carter was convinced that the dightly larger Femdndez twin
operated on two fewer cylindersthan hisolder brother. "Money?' "Y es, yes. Scientistswill pay much to
study such adevice. But more important than that, much more." His eyes gleamed. "Think what it could
mean for crowd flow control at Incaworld!" "Questions of origin aside," Fewick protested, "you are
speaking of one of the great scientific discoveries of the century. Surely you cannot be thinking of
exploiting it for crass commercid motives?'

Manco eyed him asif hewas crazy. "What € se would anybody exploit anything for?' "1 wonder what the
power sourceis,” Igor murmured to no onein particular. "1 wonder whereit is?' "Sit" Blanco fed on his
brother's excitement. " Disneyland have nothing like this. We could put onein Cuzco, or evenin Lima."
"You havenoideaof itsrange," Fewick pointed out.

The brothersignored him. Manco waxed rhapsodic. "'People would not have to fly into the selva or take
the road through Paucartambo.” "The Incas did this" announced Da Rimini with sudden conviction. "The
stonework insde the cavesistheirs. The goldwork istheirs. | don' know how, but they were
responsible.” She kept repeating "they were responsible” asif it was some kind of sanity-preserving
mantra

The evening breeze chilled Carter, till clad in hisjungle gear. He gazed longingly toward the curl of
smoke and the plowed fidds. Even with his hands bound behind him he thought he could outrun the
Ferndndez brothers. He might run into afarmer with atruck, or touristsin afour-by-four.

DaRimini did not share her partners ecstasy. "1 read your mind through your eyes, Jason Carter. Don'
try it. Y ou cannot outrun abullet.” The wildness had returned to her expression.

With a sudden move she jerked Fewick's pistol from its holster. He was a second too late with his hand.
"Madam, you are awitch. We had abargain.”

She grinned nastily. " So complain to your ambassador.” She started backing toward the entrance to the
cave. "Come on, everybody. We goin' back to Paititi.” "Now, wait aminute,” Fewick began. DaRimini
glared @ him.
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"Mmonod Now." She gestured meaningfully with the pistol. The Femdndez brothers eyed one ancther.
Looking resigned, they raised their rifles and gestured for the prisonersto move.

"Oh, good," said Trang Ho ddlightedly asthey started back the way they'd come. " Ancther journey. This
timel cantake notes.” "Ain't you maybe just alittle concerned this crazy gadget might not work right this
time?' Ashwood asked her.

6' Vang, yes. Of courseit will," the reporter said confidently. "It worked the last time, didn't it?"
DaRimini used the mini-egg to close the entrance behind them. On the way back to the central cavern
one of the two flashlights gave out. Everyone walked alittle faster. "Everybody stand where they were
standing before." The reckless way she waved the automatic pistol around as she spoke made Carter
more

than alittle nervous. "I wouldn' want to leave anybody behind." Ashwood reluctantly assumed her
position near the egg as best shere-

membered it. "Now what?' Manco asked her.

She hesditated. "Run your fingers over the top of the thing, where the cat was standing.”

A dubious Ferndndez complied. Carter tensed reflexively, but nothing happened. "Keep trying,” she
ordered her associate. Ferndndez did so until his arms grew tired and he was forced to stop. :, Tough
luck," Ashwood sneered. DaRimini glared furioudy at her. "'The cat made it work before,”" observed
Blanco FernAndez with childish logic. Before Fewick could protest, the younger brother bent and
scooped Moe off the floor, depositing him atop the ovoid. "Coincidence.” Therewas pity in Fewick's
voice. It lasted until the egg began to hum. Da Rimini looked smug. "Get ready, everybody." Carter
tensed, but Da Rimini was staring straight at him, the pistol leveled at his chest. Hetried to decide
whether torisk it anyway. If hetimed it right she might only wing him, and his chances were bound to be
better here than back in thejungle.

Hewas preparing to run for it when the white light filled his eyes. As he fought to clear hisvision he could
hear Fewick commenting thoughtfully, "I wasafraid of this."



THE roofless circular gone chamber had vanished. There was more than enough light present to make
ther flashlights and lantern redundant.

They no longer stood in the cave at Nazca, however. Nor had they returned to Paititi. For onething, the
ceiling was much farther away and composed of something smooth and shiny instead of unhewn stone.
Onthefar side of awide black and silver walkway strange objects and shapes were arraigned
equidistant from one another. Some were enclosed in transparent cases while others stood exposed to
the air, which, Carter noted, was now pleasantly cool and dry. Both the fetid humidity of the selvaand
the desiccated chill of Nazca had been banished. "L ook at this." Like everyone else, he turned a
Fewick'scdl. Withan

effort, the archaeologist had kndlt to inspect one of the ovoid's four legs. "What about it?* an uneasy Da
Rimini asked, unable to take her eyes from the astonishing chamber in which they now found themsdlves.
"Seethe color? It's different. More of agreenish blue." He struggled erect, touched the egg. "'l think this
isdifferent too." "Impossble™

Ashwood was studying their silent, softly lit surroundings. "Soisthis, but | don't think I'm dreamin’.”
Manco Ferndndez let out acry. Like the egg, they found themselves standing on a platform fashioned of
green and ydllow ceramic hexagons joined seamlesdy together. The platform seemed to run the length of
the chamber and matched the one attached to the far side of the black and silver walkway. Both were
lessthan afoot high.

Now heran to hisright and removed from a perch composed of some

trangparent materia the most spectacular single artifact they had thus far encountered. It was acrown
fashioned of solid and hammered gold, lined with theiridescent feathers of jungle birds, emerads, and
other gemstones. The workmanship was breathtaking. Furthermore, it looked brand-new, untouched by
the ages.

89
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Carefully heraised it high and placed it atop his head. Despite his quarter-Spanish heritage he looked
very much the part of the noble Inca. Even Ashwood was impressed. Blanco Femdndez executed a
mock bow, grinning at his brother.

Fewick, for once, did not lose himself in contemplation of such artifacts. He was much more interested in
their new surroundings. "We have emerged somewherese" he commented unnecessarily. "Thisisa
modern structure, fashioned by modem means. It most emphatically was not built by people who did not
know the whed."

Carter took another deep breath. Not only was the air here more agreeable than at Paititi or Nazca, it
was lightly perfumed, faintly redolent of frangipani.

Trang Ho snapped a picture of Manco Femdndez posing in the glorious crown, then moved to crossthe
walkway to ingpect the objects on the far sde. As she went to step off the mosaicked platform she
stumbled, caught herself, and retreated a step. Cautioudy she advanced again, holding both palmsout in
front of her.

Carter was watching. " Something wrong?' The reporter spoke without looking back at him. "I can't get
down. There's somekind of barrier here."

Further exploration reveded that while they could moveto the left or right, they could not get off the
platform. Theinvigble wal was soft, springy, and impervious. " Someone's coming,” Igor announced
tersaly. Everyoneturned to their left.

The old man was short and dark, with black eyes and alarge hooked nose. He wore asilvery tunic
decorated with blue spots arranged in random patterns and matching silver dippers. The tunic had short
deeves and stopped at his knees. What |ooked like aluminum braid decorated hisright shoulder. On his
head he wore a black and silver cap which bulged to one side, and he carried ameta cylinder or tube
about afoot long which was lined with dark indentations.

He came around the comer grumbling to himsdlf, but his muttering ceased abruptly when he caught sight
of the staring travelers. He stopped in histracks and gaped at them.

Not one for protocol, DaRimini advanced asfar asthe barrier would permit. "What isthis place?’ she
demanded to know. Trang Ho stood nearby, snapping pictureslike crazy.

The oldster reminded Carter of someone, but it took a moment to make the connection. He looked
cousin to the janitor at the hotel he and Ashwood had stayed at in Cuzco.

Overcoming his surprise, the man approached them and touched the
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lower part of the tube he carried. It must have affected the barrier some-

how because he stepped lightly up onto the platform to join them, displaying no apprehension at the sight
of the Ferndndez brothers weapons. He did, however, note that three of the visitors had their armstied
behind them.

Inspecting each of them in turn he chose to address Manco. His man-

ner was decidedly officious and he waved the tube around for emphasis. For all that he could understand
none of it, hiswords still sounded familiar to Carter. "Can you tel what he's saying?' heasked Igor. "Itis
an odd mixture of Spanish and Quechua," the guide replied. "There arewords | don't recognize at al,
and the accent is strange. But basically heistelling Manco to put the headdress back where he got it, and
that we should not be up here. It isarestricted”-he struggled with the last word-"exhibit.” "Exhibit?"
Carter stared at the old man. "From what heis saying | think we are in some kind of museum. He dso
wants to know why some of us have our wrigtstied behind us."

It was Da Rimini who replied, leaving Igor to trandate for his Anglo companions. Carter was morein the
dark than anyone, since both Ashwood and Fewick spoke fair Spanish. Even Trang Ho knew alittle. He
fdt very left out. "We'refrom Cuzco," shetold the oldster. "Manco, put the crown

back. We are getting out of here." She gestured with the pistal. "Everyone, get back around the egg.
Hurry!"

Ignoring the old man's protestations they gathered once again around the transmitter. She picked up Moe
and placed him atop the egg . . . where the big tom promptly curled up into histail and went peacefully to
deep. Anxious urgingsfailed to rouse him.

DaRimini feverishly ran her own fingers randomly across the upper third of the ovoid. It remained silent
and dark. "It's not working." She glared desperately at Fewick. "Why isn't it working?'

The archaeologist spread his handsin agesture of helplessness. "'l am

the wrong person to ask about mechanica matters. | cannot change the oil on acar.”

Angrily sheturned and aimed the muzzle of her wegpon at the old man. Carter tensed, but the oldster
merely regarded her as one would a particularly interesting new species of bug. "I'd watch my step,”
Ashwood warned their captor. "He may not even

know it'sagun. If hedoesand heain't afraid of it, that saysto me he's got reason not to be afraid of it.
Which means maybe you ought to for once stop and think before bargin' on ahead.”
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An uncertain DaRimini lowered the pistol and used her voice instead. "We haveto go back.” She
gestured at the ovoid. "Y ou have turned it off somehow. Turnit back on.” "Isthisthered Paititi?' Carter
wondered aloud.

Igor was shaking his head. "I do not know. How could you hide a

place like this? ff,here could you hide a place like this? It could be someone's private museum
somewhere outside Lima, but that does not explain this man's peculiar speech, or his clothes, or the
invisble barrier. Not to mention the transmitters. | am very confused." "Man, you aren't done." Heraised
hisvoice. "Hey, grandpal Don't you understand English?’

The oldgter glanced briefly in hisdirection, resumed listening to Da Rimini. Carter contained his
frustration, wishing held never found Fewick's disc, wishing hedd never left L.A. "Y ou think heredly did
turn the transmitter off?" "I do not know," said Igor. "Well, a least he seemsfriendly enough.”
"Everybody seemsfriendly to you, Jason,” said Ashwood. " Sometimes | wonder how you've survived as
long asyou havein thefilm business”

Abruptly the oldster turned and I eft the platform. When Da Rimini tried to follow, she found hersdlf
blocked once more by the barrier. Despite her exhortations, he disappeared back the way held come,
walking fadt.

In his absence DaRimini resumed fingering the top of the ovoid, to no

avail. She stopped only when the old man returned. Thistime he had company.

The group hated on the walkway and began arguing among themsdlves, ignoring the incensed DaRimini.
"They do not know who we are.” Igor struggled to follow the conver-

sation. "They aren't surewhat we are. | am certain | must be missing some of their conversation.” "Are
they Incas?' Carter asked him. "I do not know. Certainly they look like pure Indio."

Fed up with being ignored, Da Rimini called the Ferndndez brothers over. "Maybe they redly don' know
what guns do. So we explain to them. Blanco, shoot at something acrossthe room.” "Are you sure,
Francesca?' "Doit!" she screamed.

With obvious reluctance, the bigger brother turned and fired a burst from his AK-47. Carter ducked as
bullets ricocheted wildly around the platform. The flegting demongtration was very ingructive. People
were
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not the only thing which couldn't step through the barrier. Bulletswere

equally redtricted.

It certainly accomplished the task of drawing the visitors attention, however. One of them pointed the
tube he carried at the platform. The Femdndez brothers promptly yelped and dropped their weapons, as
did DaRimini. All three began shaking their hands violently, asif their fingers had been caught in ahot
weffleiron.

DaRimini cursed and lunged to recover her pistol. Theindividua who'd pointed the tube a Blanco
Femdndez now turned it toward her, whereupon she howled and clutched a her somach, collgpsing to
the ground. The Femdndez brothers gd lantly rushed to her ad, only to retreat with dacrity as she began
heaving her gutsal over the nice shiny six-sded tiles. "Oh, they'rered friendly, dl right,” Ashwood told
Carter with delicate Texas sarcasm.

Astwo of the men, including the wielder of the tube of unpleasant surprises, stepped up onto the
platform, Carter and his companionsre-

treated. Stepping distastefully over the recumbent Da Rimini, who had by now nearly exhausted the
contents of her digestive system, the men

gathered up the two AK-47s and the pistol. Asthey rgloined their curious companions Trang Ho tested
the barrier, was not surprised to find it back in place. "That's better,” said Ashwood. "Much better." She
was gregtly en-

joying DaRimini's discomfort. Fewick strolled over and began to untie Carter. The Femdndez brothers
eyed one another, shrugged in unison. Without their weapons there was no point in provoking hogtilities.
Da Rimini might have argued otherwise, but shewasin no condition to give orders. "Not only do they
know what guns are, they have some interesting variants of their own." Fewick undid the last of the
actor's bonds. Carter stretched gratefully, then set to freeing Igor. "Why'd you do that?' he asked the
archaeologist.

Fewick smiled pleasantly a him. "Wefind ourselvesin an awkward and unprecedented Stuation from
which satisfactory extrication shall doubtless require the maximum of mutua cooperation.” "In other
words," said Ashwood, "when scared shitless, fird priority isto cover your own ass." "Precisdly,” said
Fewick. "Excuse me." Trang Ho was pressing againg the barrier, camerain hand. "Could you hold that
tubething up so | can get a better shot?"

Whether it was her mix of English and Spanish or her gppearance that
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atracted their attention, they dl turned as she snapped her picture. "Thanks."

Carter waslistening intently to the babble on the walkway, wishing held paid more attention to the limited
Spanish ingruction held received in school. "Arewe under arrest or something?' "No," Igor told him,
"They are more puzzled by usthan anything ese. Especidly you." "Me?" "Yes. Also Trang Ho and Mr.
Fewick. Therest of us, including Ms. Ashwood, they do not find asintriguing. It hasto do with your
physica differences. Trang Ho is Vietnamese, while you and Mr. Fewick are blond and blue-eyed. Their
confusion over this suggeststhat their knowledge of the world is very limited and that they have long been
isolated from the rest of mankind.” " Are you telling me that these people are Incas, red Incas?’ Carter
murmured. "Their descendants, certainly.” "I would venture to guess that these people learned of firearms
and writing, Spanish, and perhaps much & se from the conquistadores.” Fewick studied the high curved
ceiling thoughtfully. "I wonder wherewe

redly are." "I'm more concerned with what they're gonnado with us," said Ashwood.

Moe meowed softly. Fewick prompitly lifted the cat from the top of the ovoid and placed him on hisright
shoulder. "Have you ever noticed how cats make much more sensible companions than human beings?”

It made Carter think of Macha, but he did not wish for her presence. She was probably better off back
a Paititi.

Four more well-dressed Incas arrived in asmall pale yellow cart that traveled silently acrossthe floor on
plastic wheds. Carter'simagination was beginning to work overtime.

The new arrivals extracted packages from the rear of the vehicle and approached the platform, After a
momentary pause they entered and set their burdens down on the floor. As each container was opened,
anew

aromafilled theair. Steam vented from two of the smooth-sided cartons. Another contained recognizable
utendls

Asthe ddivery team retreated, the prisoners cautioudy inspected what they had brought. "At least they
don't mean to starve us." Ashwood helped hersdlf to a

knife and fork while contemplating a potbel lied tumbler of amber liquid.

A tall Incajoined them. Carter guessed him to be close to Ashwood's



Cat-a- Lyst 95

age. Histunic was ydlow with bold red stripes and there was ared sun symbol on the tube he carried.
"Of course we are not going to starve you. Think you that we are

uncivilized?' Carter's eyeswidened. :"Y ou speak English?' "We can speak many languages. We secretly
took the knowledge of it, aswe did of other things, from the viracochas. My name, to you, isSApu
Tupa.l' "Viracochaiswhat the ancient Incas called the first Spaniards they encountered,” Igor whispered
to Carter. "Apu Tupameans 'Master Tupa in Quechua. Thisis an important personage.” "Where are
we?" Fewick inquired politely. "What isthis place? Who are you people?’ " And how soon can we
leave?' Manco FernAndez added.

The man turned to him. "Y ou look much like us. These others do not. Some resemble viracochas. Others
are clearly the English or something e se the viracocha books spesk of." A hand indicated Trang Ho.
"That woman resembles no people we know." He looked back at Manco. ™Y ou carried weapons.”
Perhaps wisdly, Ferndndez said nothing.

Apu Tupa continued to study them. "Asto your questions: perhaps you know of Vilcabamba?!

Fewick spoke up. "The Inca state that survived in the jungle long after Pizarro and his men crushed the
empire”

Apu Tupanodded. "It was not the only such place. Eventualy the viracochas conquered it aswell, but
they never found our city." :'Paititi!" said Igor suddenly. 'Y es. We lived there in safety, stedling up into our
conquered landsto learn from the viracochas, killing those who rarely ventured down into our territory.
Such killings were always blamed on the jungle peoples and so our existence remained a secret. 'Much
time passed. Then we found the true intihuatana, which dlows usto travel dong theintiran. Theroad of
the sun." "Thetransmitter a what we called Paititi," Igor said.

Tupanodded. "It carried our people and many who came down from the mountainsto join usto this
place, where we have lived and learned undisturbed since that time. More than two hundred years ago
the intiran suddenly ceased to function, and not al our acquired skillswere able to make it work again.
So we moved it to this place, where we view and venerate the works of our ancestors. But it is clear that
itisnow working again, because it has brought you to us." "Then you didn't build the transmitters?’
Fewick asked,
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"No. Like much that we have since discovered here, they were con-

structed by Those-Who-Came-Before.” "Aliens,” Trang Ho murmured, eyes shining. "Who or what are
Those-Who-Came-Before?' Fewick wondered. “We do not know. We do not even know what they
looked like. They left behind no record of their physica appearance. But they did leave much." He
dtraightened. "What they |eft has made us great. Greater than ever was the empire of our ancestors.
Greater than the viraeochas. "I have been appointed to deal with you because | am a student of the
ancient world and its languages. In addition to Quechua, Spanish, and English | am aso fluent in French,
Dutch, and the Teutonic dialects.” He looked at the ovoid. "At first we thought theintiran let peopletravel
aong beams of sunlight. Now we know it isamatter of physics, not magic.”

In spite of what they'd already seen, Fewick was startled. "Y ou know physics?' "We know agrest dedl.
Among the devices Those-Who-Came-Before | ft here is a machine which teaches. Not by voice, but by
sending knowledge directly into aperson'smind. It frightened us at first, but the machine understood our
fright and was patient with us. It studied us and explained theworld in terms we could understand. Soon
we became comfortable with it. Then we began to learn. "It was Those-Who-Came-Before who placed
the transmitterson

Earth. They were observing humanity long before Pachacuti founded the empirein 1438. Then, insofar as
we know, they smply departed, leaving behind their devices both here and on Earth.” "Arewe
prisoners?’ Ashwood wanted to know.

Apu Tuparegarded her thoughtfully. "Y ou are being . . . looked after. We have much to discuss. For
example, we would like to know what English people were doing in our homeland.” "Were not English,”
Carter told him. "We're Americans.”

Apu Tupafrowned. "What are Americans?' " A people who broke away from the English king," Fewick
informed him. "They settled the lands to the north of your old empire.”

The oldster nodded. "I see." His voice darkened unexpectedly as he pointed histube a Da Rimini, who
flinched. "We know what sheis. One of the conquerors.” "Just aminute,” she protested. "'l ain' conquer
nobody. Y ou talkin' about things that happen hundreds of years ago."

Carter tried to change the subject. "Did Those-Who-Came-Before build this place too?' "No. We built
this, and much else besides, with the aid of their devices.
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It isour home now." He looked ceilingward and waved histubein a

great arc. "It isanother world, another place. The stars here are different from those of Earth. Two kilya
resdein our night sky. Though we have learned much astronomy we do not know what placein the
heavens Earth occupies, nor how distant it liesfrom this place. "We cal it Contisuyu. Contisuyu wasthe
southwest quarter of Tahuantinsuya, the four comers of our ancestors empire.” He looked anxioudly at
his guests. "Wewould very much like to know what has happened to our homeland in our absence.”
Fewick's belly had deferred to his brain aslong as possible. Now he chose utensils and a container and
sat down, eating ravenoudy while passing choice morselsto the expectant Moe. "Well, theres no more
viceroyaty of Peru. Y our empire's been broken up into parts of haf adozen different independent
countries. Spain's no longer agreat power, nor is England. The great powersin the world today are
Americaand Russa”

Apu Tupanodded. " Spanish texts mention the Russia of the czars.” "That's changed, too." "l see. | have
much to discuss with the council. Meanwhile | am afraid you must remain here. Y our persona needs will
be attended to. Y ou will aso discover that the pircawhich restrains you has been extended to separate
you from the transmitter. We cannot risk you using it again." "Y ou don't have to worry about that," Carter
informed him easily. "It doesn't work anymore.” ™Y ou cannot makeit function.” Apu Tupa pursed hislips
thoughtfully. "That does not mean it no longer works. | am causing to have made small devicesfor each
of you which will enable you to speak with any of usin our own language, and you to understand us. The
leaming ma

chinesmakethis possible. It will grestly smplify communication between us. "Meanwhile you will be
made as comfortable as possible. Y ou must redlize that your appearance here has been a great shock to
us." "Ain't done us much good neither,” Ashwood told him.

Apu Tupablinked as Trang Ho's flash went off in hisface. "Y ou who keegp making lights: you are not
English, not Spanish. Y ou look some-

what like us, but are different.” "I'm Viet-American. My parentsare from aland | guess your people
never knew." She sdled up closeto Tupaand he drew back reflexively. "Ligten, if you guys play your
cardsright | can get you more buzz than you ever dreamed of " "Buzz?' " Sure. Publicity, press, PR.
Don't you redlize that when you show up
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inL.A. you people are going to be celebrities? Logt civilizations don't turn up every day. Y ou're going to
need guidance, introductions to the right people, contacts, someone to put the proper spin on your
arrival. That transmitter system of yoursisworth big bucks. . . if it'srelatively pollution-free, of course.
And your outfits. . . | can set up alunch for you with amagjor designer. A few color changes here, the
right accessories, and, | mean, you'd betherage. "All | want in return isan exclusive on your story.” She
waited expectantly, beaming.

Apu Tupa stared distastefully at the woman who was standing too close to him. "Of what doesthis
person babble?' " She is something of afree-lance quipu maker,” Fewick told him. "Onewho is not
overly concerned with the accuracy of the knots sheties.” "We have not used the knotted rope of the
quipu for informationrecording for hundreds of years," Tupareplied. "Not since we stole the secret of
writing from the Spaniards." With great dignity he turned and stepped off the platform. "I go now." "Hey,
a least give me aninterview! Just a couple of questions.” Trang Ho tried to pursue, only to be hated by
the pircabarrier. "Don't you redlize what's going on here?' There was pity in Car-ter'svoice. "What's
happened to us? We may never get home. Y ou may never

seetheindde of anewsroom again." "Nonsense," Ho said brightly. "These are people just like you and
me, not bug-eyed diens. | don't know anything about the Incas, but | bet they had and till have loves
and hates, jedlousies and desires. Inevitably there are stories here to be told, and somebody will have to
tell them. That'smy job."

Ashwood was shaking her head. "Wish | had your optimism, sgter.”

O'ld had been aMonitor for along time, but now she did not know what to do or how to proceed.
Things had gotten out of hand.

She had successfully tracked and confronted the Renegade, only to have him escape at the last possible
instant. When she attempted to pursue he made use of atotally unanticipated method of escape. Only
then did it occur to her that it was dl part and parcel of hisdisruptive plans and that once more she had
been duped.

Now the means by which he had fled was closed to her. She did not even know whence he had gone.
As near as she could tell, the pattern of normal societa evolution on the world whose well-being she had
been charged with protecting was till intact.

It might be that the Renegade, having nearly been trapped by her, had
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samply abandoned his ablative intentions and bolted to safety. In debate with herself she was ultimately
unable to convince hersdlf that thiswas

0. His escape was too pat, too smooth, to have been an act of desperate accident. Though she had
many other developmentsto supervise, none

were S0 vitdl as ensuring that the Renegade was rendered harmless.

Therefore she remained, contemplating his means of flight and won-

dering if it might be possible, or even wise, to follow. She did not waste time chiding hersdlf for failing to
finish him when sheld had the chance. The Renegade was powerful and dangerous. Putting herself at
grave physica risk would have done neither hersdf nor her charges any good.

She could not halt the flow of events the Renegade had set in motion. All she could do wastry to channel
them into acceptable evolutionary parameters. In order to do this she had to outanticipate, outthink, the
Renegade. This she had thusfar failed to do, opting instead to exercise damage control until the right
opportunity again presented itself.

She suspected his ultimate god, if not his methodology, and had no

intention of alowing him to do any further damage to her charges. She had grown quite fond of humanity,
not to mention the primitive Shihararaneth with whom they shared thisworld. For anon-Shihar species
thefrail humans showed great promise. It was her task to see that both intelligent races which occupied
thisworld were given the opportunity to develop normaly, and this she would continue to do at the risk
of her own safety.

Prior to the appearance of the Renegade both humans and primitive Shihar had done well, though
humankind required constant supervision. A little nudge here, a push there, was required to keep them
from disintegration. Under her supervision they continued to advance. She had no

intention of allowing the Renegade to put that progress at risk.

She desperately desired the advice of her peers, but the distancesinvolved were too greet, the mature
Shihararaneth spread too thin. She had managed to get off acouple of fleeting communi cations when the
elements had momentarily spun into perfect dignment and anice long string had presented itsdlf, but she
could not chance that help would be forthcoming. On hersdf aone she would haveto continueto rely.
Naturaly she could not go to the humans for assstance. Revealing her true nature to them would do
more permanent damage to their society than anything the Renegade could concoct except reveding his
own na

ture. That she doubted he would do, because it could result in an appropriate and probably lethal
response from her. No, hewould bide histime and play out his game, knowing that aslong ashe did so
shewould not risk exposing hersdf with adirect attack.

But it was hard to remain circumspect when the natural devel opment
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of the species which had been entrusted to her care was threatened by alunatic like the Renegade. Not
to mention the hedlth of the savera blissfully ignorant humans presently functioning under hisdirect
manipulation.

The brethren she had managed to contact briefly had counsded patience. Renegades usualy
overestimated their abilities and made fatal mistakes, theinimical edifices of their plansinvariably
imploding from the weight of their own complexity. Thedifficulty lay in containing the damage they did
before thistook place.

She drew strength from the knowledge that in order to interfere in human affairs, the Renegade was
compdled to rely upon human agenciesto carry out hisintentions. Given their inherent unpredictability,
which they had aready demonstrated, this alowed for the possibility that the Renegade might lose control
of hiscarefully crafted disruption without the Monitor even having to act.

So she did not panic, but rather remained where last she had con-

fronted him, waiting to see what would happen next.



X1

THEY did not see Apu Tupafor severd days, during which time they were presented with
telephone-style headset trand ators which transformed Contisuyun Spanish-Quechuainto modem Spanish
or passable English, asthe wearer preferred.

When the Incafindly did regppear it wasto gesture imperioudy at the Femdndezes. "Y ou two will come
withme"

The brothers exchanged a glance, then gingerly stepped off the platform. When Ashwood and Da Rimini
tried to follow, they found that the pircahad been restored. "Wait aminute." Ashwood leaned both hands
againg the barrier. "Why just the two of them?”

Apu Tupa-looked back at her. "They are our kind. We wish their input.” ™Y ou want input? | can give
yal plenty of input." "Yeah," DaRimini added. "What about us?' "'Y ou have thelook of the
conquistadores, the conquerors,” Tupatold them.

Car-ter objected. "I'm no conqueror. I'm an American. My country was hardly started when you had
your last contact with your homeland.” "Y ou are European. More important, you are not Inca. We know
that the Spaniards had many alies, and we determined long ago not to repesat the mistakes of our
ancestors. So we exercise caution.” He turned and walked away with the Femdndez brothersin tow.
"Wait!" DaRimini shouted. "What thisal about? Damn!"

Igor sat munching on a piece of something like green potato. The Incas had been very big on potatoes. "I
do not know, but | don't like the idea of them breaking up the group.” "It may be of no grest
sgnificance." Fewick was feeding Moe. "Asthe Ferndndez brothers are largely of Incastock, our hosts
may Smply wish to question them about their lives."

101
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"Wdl, | don' likeit." DaRimini edgily paced their enclosure. "If we

could jus get to the transmitter and make it work we'd get out of this place. " "We can't," Carter
reminded her. "We don't even know how this pirca barrier thing works."

DaRimini glared & him. "'l thought you were pretty much an emptyhead when | met you, an' | haven'
seen nothing to make me change my mind.”

Carter amiled swestly. "I love you too." "If you children can spare the time maybe we can think of
somethin' congtructive to do,” Ashwood snapped. "I aready have," Fewick announced. "To wit,
sampling the native cuisine, which is hearty and flavorful if not particularly subtle." "How can you think
about food?" Igor asked him. "I am somewhat kin to the stegosaurus, my bucolic Peruvian friend, inthat |
have two brains. The onein my head dealswith such as you while the onein my belly joyfully occupies
itsdlf in the unending pursuit of gourmandish andysis. | see no reason to dter thisdivison of labor solong
aswe aretrgpped here." He gazed through the barrier. "Meanwhile it might be well to contemplate the
possibility that the manner of our hosts inquiry may be other than balsamic. The Incaswere

known to have done unpleasant things to reluctant prisoners. Making flutes out of their bones, for
example. Do not be so hasty to envy our absent associates.”

The elected nobles and scientific representatives who had gathered in the conference chamber were
arguing heatedly among themsaves while the bemused Ferndndez brothers sat off to one side, trying to
follow as much of the babble asthey could. The trandators they had been given were not perfect and
these descendants of their forefathers utilized terms neither man understood.

Onedid not have to be alinguist, however, to recognize rampant disagreement.

One older noble rose, his remarkableiridescent gray tunic glistening like an Irish beach benegth the
overhead lights. "I think this proposdl isawaste of time and resources, and | will vote againgt it. Inthe
centuries since we fled Earth we have raised here agreater civilization than ever our ancestors dreamed
of, peaceful and prosperous.” Helooked around the table. "L et the past lie. If we embark upon this
course some of you favor, who can guarantee that we will not open ourselves to reconquest by the
viracochas? Our population is sophisticated and well defended but not that large.” He gestured in the
direction of the FernAndez brothers. Y ou
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have heard the testimony of these two. The Earth is overpopulated, bursting at its sesams. We have much
empty fertile, temperate land and other humans ahunger for empty places. Isit worth risking everything
we have achieved to gain revenge for injustices perpetrated so long ago?’ "Thereisno risk." The speaker
who rose wore ared uniform. "Only we understand the operation of the transmitters. If these two tell the
truth, we have now under our control the only viracochas who are aware of its existence. We can attack
in secret and if necessary retreat by the same means. The danger isminima. It will be less so oncewe
have occupied and fortified the ancient base at Nazca." "Base?' blurted a startled Manco Ferndndez.
"There's nothing at Nazca but treasure and caves.”

The man in the red uniform turned to look at him. "Did you explore dl the caverns, dl the passageways?'
"Well, no. Wefound alot of other tunndlsleading off in different directions that we didn't have thetimeto
ingpect.”

The man nodded. "Below the upper rooms are the vast caverns utilized by our ancestors. Or did you
think that we moved tens of thousands of people through the single smal transmitter by which you
arrived? Thereis a Nazca another transmitter constructed by Those-Who-Came-Before, one much
bigger than that which transported you here. We bdieveit was

built to move large cargoes. We made good use of it before it too stopped working. If itisaso
functioning again we will make better use of it ftill." He regarded his colleagues. "Once the ancient Nazca
baseis secured our assault force will be impregnable. Then we can dictate whatever terms of revenge we
desire" "Just onething,” said Manco. "Those people who accompanied us? The viracochas? | wouldn't
trust anything they say. Y ou know how viracochas are.”

Another noble eyed him suspicioudy. "Y ou were the ones holding the guns.” " Someone had to take
charge. It'salong story." Manco hurried on.

"My brother and | have made it our liféswork to try and restore some-

thing of our Incaheritage. It has been along time since any of your people were on Earth. Y ou are going
to need guides, advice, assstance.” "Y ou were brought here," the noble said sternly, "to answer
questions. Not to offer unsolicited help.” "Of course," agreed Manco hatily, backing off. "I didn't mean
to offend. Did we, Blanco?' His brother shook his head violently. "1 was

just thinking that if you go ahead with these plans, well, my brother and | are Inca, and you're Inca, and
maybe we could help one another achieve
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our respective desires. | was wondering about one thing, though. Where is the emperor?’

The noblesrelaxed and afew smiled tolerantly. "We have not been governed by an emperor for more
than ahundred years," the first speaker informed them. "Emperorslost us our empire, our land, and our
freedom. When we came here and listened to the advice of the learning machines, we did away with such
anachronisms.” He gestured around the table. "Thisis the government of Contisuyu, contentious as it may
appear. Y ou see that we have not only progressed in matters scientific.” ™Y ou redly think you can impose
your will and take revenge on the descendants of your conquerors?' the soft-drink bottler inquired.

The red-clad noble whom Manco had cometo think of asamilitary officer replied. "Among the devices
and designs left to us by Those-WboCame-Before are many which, while not intended to be used as
weapons, can certainly be adapted for use as such. We do not know how far military science has
advanced on Earth in our absence, but | believe we can

construct weaponry which the descendants of our conquerors cannot defend against. Our attack will be
many-faceted and well conceived.” "That's very interesting,” Manco agreed. "What are you thinking of
doing? Taking back control of the lands our ancestorslost to the Spaniards? Restoring the empire?”
"That might be an eventua aim," one of the nobles agreed. "But the Spanish don't run any part of South
Americaanymore,” said Blanco Ferndndez. "Nothing at dl?* The military noble frowned. "Another of
your party said asmuch.” "He wastdling thetruth. It'sall independent.” "How many countries?'

Manco responded when his brother hesitated. " Thirteen. They've fought against each other ever since the
Spanish left, and they'd be alot better off if agreater power forcibly unified them." Eager opportunism
lent grength to his suggestion. " Someone like you people, for example. "They dl ill share the common
Spanish heritage . . . except for the Brazilians, of course.” "Ahyes," murmured another noble. "That
ridiculous Treaty of Tordesllas. It would be appropriate for usto put that to fight." “What then of those
who destroyed our lands and endaved our ancestors?' asked themanin red. "Spainis till astrong
European country,” Manco informed them. "It does not matter." The noble looked satisfied. "Wewill
crush them." He narrowed his gaze. " Do not think to enhance your own position with lies. We still do not
trugt any of you."
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Manco was not intimidated. He knew how to handle himsdlf in such confrontations. After dl, business
was business. "Trust comes with con-

firmation, and withtime."

Murmurs of gpprova came from severd of the assembled. "WEell help you al we can,” Manco added. "If
you decide to unify South Americaand you need somebody loca to help you run things, my brother and

| would reluctantly sacrifice our own careersto assist in that difficult task.” Blanco nodded eagerly. "In
fact, we have some plans of our own which might dovetail exactly with what you havein mind. Wed
planned to expand our own interests eventuadly, of course, but with your help we could do so alot
sooner.” "Y ou have not been brought here to discuss your plans.” Manco immediately subsided.

The military noble regarded his colleagues. "It is our destiny. Our ancestral dead cry out for vengeance.
Firgt we will subjugate the Spain of our conquerors, then return just rule to the lands of our ancestors.” "It
may not be as easy asyou think," Manco said hesitantly. "Politica alegiances have changed alot inthe
two hundred years since you've been away. Spainisalied with the rest of Europein an organization
caled the European Economic Community. It includes the French, the English, dl therest.” "But not these
Americans and the Russans?' "No, not redlly, but-"

The noble cut him off. "Then we will conquer Europe. If these other lands are foolish enough to aly
themsalves with the hated Spanish, they too will suffer." "Hold on amoment,” said an anxious Manco.
Thingswere getting out of hand. "Unifying South Americais one thing, conquering Europe an-

other. Taking control of Germany isatougher proposition than imposing your will on Paraguay.”

The noble was not to be moved. "Wewill do what is necessary. If we

agree to make use of your advice, what reward would you expect?'

Manco glanced at his brother, looked back at the expectant nobles. "Well, it's dways been a dream of
my brother and me to devel op entertainment facilities to promote the culture of our people. If you granted
us

control of that kind of businesswed be quite content.” " Everyone would have to go to our parks, ride
our rides, eat our fast food,” Blanco said. "Watch our television and our movies. Listen to our radio.
Drink Inca Cola. Even," Manco concluded in the hushed tones one usually reserved for spesking in
church, "Disneyl" He retreated from his dreamslong
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enough to ask an awkward question. "Of coursg, if theré's going to be along war in which millions of
potential customersarekilled. . ." "Therewill be nolong war,” Apu Tupaassured him. "Do you still think
usasuncivilized as our ancestors? Everything will be done quickly, before the Europeans realize what has
happened to them. In addition to employing our own weapons, we can render theirsinoperative. They
will have no choice but to submit.” "This proposa isstill under debate,” another noble reminded
everyone. "Wemust decide.” "Yes," said another sharply. "In the traditional manner.”

Apu Tupalooked thoughtful. "It has been awhile since that was required.”

Manco FernAndez was suddenly uneasy. "How do you decide things 'in the traditional manner'?” “Itisa
formdity,” Apu Tupatold him. "Nothing of any great concern. We merely reenact our ancestors
decison-making procedures. That involves discussion among learned nobles, ongoing debate, and human
sacrifice" He amiled paterndly. "As sdf-proclaimed defenders of the ancient culture | should think you
would be avare of this."

Manco swalowed. "Actudly it wasn't something we were thinking of including in the project weve been
working on. Can't you subgtitute something € se? Loud argument, maybe?' "No. Tradition must be
upheld. Sacrifices were usudly taken from among prisoners of war. Now, who among your party would
you propose as a good candidate’? Much honor accruesto the chosen one.” "I'm afraid my brother and |
can't helpyouinthis™" said Manco hagtily. "I don't think we're properly equipped to make thiskind of
decison.”

Apu Tupanodded sagely. "Then | will choose. It shdl bethetall femae viracocha. Not only isshea
descendant of the conquerors, sheisby far the most attractive member of your group. Tradition instructs
usthat where possible, sacrifices should be female and attractive, though it would be niceif shewerea
bit younger." "This sacrifice" Manco mumbled. "What exactly doesit involve?' "Itisdl very clearly
explained in the traditions which have come down to us," Apu Tupaexplained affably. "In order to divine
which course of action to pursue, our ancestors would open the belly of a prisoner and read his or her
entrails." "Somehow | don't think our companion isgoing to fed honored,” Manco replied dismaly.
"Nonsensd 1t will make her very popular among the people of Contisuyu.”
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"I still don't believe shell beimpressed. Look, you people have come a

long way, you've achieved ahigh level of civilization. Y ou redly don't do this sort of thing anymore, do
you?" "It isnecessary,” Apu Tupainssted. "You will see”

The Femdndez brothers continued to protest on behalf of their former partner, al to no avail.

When the Situation was explained to the other travelers, they were

appropriately appalled. "Hey, | don't like the pushy bitch," Ashwood was saying, "but you don't go
around dicing folks open to gape at their gutsin thisday and age.,, Y ou misinterpret our intent,” said
Apu Tupasoothingly. "We merdly wish to examine her entrails." He turned to the sunned Da Rimini.

"Y ou will be famous across Contisuyu. Y our face will be known to everyone. "I'm not interested in my
face becoming known to anyone! | want it and the rest of me kept private." Looking around wildly she
backed away from him until stopped by the exhibit wall. Thetrio of armed guards who had accompanied
Apu Tupabegan to advance. "Keep away from mel" she screamed. "I'm warning you, my hands are
lethal weapong" She extended her fingersthreateningly.

The nearest guard aimed an al-too-familiar slvery tube and nudged something onitsside. DaRimini's
eyesrolled back in her head and she crumpled like a crepe paper construction. Asbwood sucked in her
breath and Carter winced. "Sheisonly tranquilized,” Apu Tupareassured them. "What difference doesit
make if you're gonna sacrifice her anyway?" Ashwood growled. "The subject should be in perfect
physica condition. We would not wish her to damage hersalf beforehand.” The three soldierswere
carrying DaRimini'slimp form off the platform. "Don't worry. The eventswill bewidely televised and a
viewer provided to you o that you will not missanything." He grew contemplative. "It should be most
popular. We have not performed a sacrifice with an outsider in two hundred years, much lessa
Spaniard.” :'She'snot a Spaniard,” Blanco inssted. "She'saPeruvian.” "Whatever that is," said Apu
Tupa. "It does not matter. She will be promoted as a Spaniard, aviracocha." "Promoted?’ said Carter.
"Naturdly, since theideaisto get as much of the population to watch as possible” "Right!" said Trang
Ho suddenly. "Thisisgreat! Human sacrifice stories sall more papers than anything except Elvissghtings
and UFOs. |
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can see the banner now: 'Aliens Kidnap Earth Women for Human Sacrifices on Other World!™' She
peered intently at Apu Tupa. ™Y ou sure you haven't got Elvis around here somewhere?’

The Incamagter looked puzzled. "What isan Elvis?' "That'sit, you've gonetoo far." Carter glared at
Trang Ho. "How can you tak like this? They're going to sacrifice her, read her ingdes™ "Am | from
Hollywood or what?' Ho protested. ™Y ou expect me to express outrage? One lousy human sacrifice
wouldn't make the front section of the L.A. Times on adow news day. What are you so exercised about
anyway? She was ready enough to kill you."

Ashwood looked thoughtful as she tapped afinger againgt her lips. "Interesting point.” Carter shot her a
look, turned back to Trang Ho. " Suppose the 'reading’ doesn't come off well? Suppose they decide they
need to have alook at a second subject? Their choice of reading material seemsto run to young women.
Guesswho they'll comefor next?"

Trang Ho was not impressed. "Hey, lifesabitch, you know? | just want everyone to be awvare that |
retain posthumous copyright to al my storiesand if you want to use any of my tapes or photos you're
mordly obligated to pay royatiesto my heirs." "What acoincidence,” Fewick observed dryly. "That is
precisely what was uppermost in my mind when they cameto take one of usaway."

A disgusted Carter turned his back on Ho. "Y ou are crazy. Y ou ought to do an article on yourself.
'Insane Reporter Divorces Self from Redlity -Takes Pictures of Same.™' "If | thought it'd sll, | would,”
Trang Ho replied chearfully. "Anyway, | have confidence that our hostswill find laDa Rimini'sintestines
as satisfactorily attractive asthe rest of her. She should be pleased. Back on Earth shewas a Peruvian
nobody. When we get home I'm gonnamake her famous there too.” "'If we get home," Igor murmured
softly. "Her corpsell appear in tabloids al over theworld," the reporter continued grandly. " Somehow |
do not see that mitigating her displeasure at her present circumstances.” Fewick sat on the floor, stroking
Moe. "I thought these people were civilized," Carter muttered. "Tradition isimportant in any culture,”
Fewick declared knowingly.

AsApu Tupahad promised, aviewer was placed on the platform for them. It consisted of aflat gray
sheet of soft rigid materiad supported by asingle narrow pole that widened into acircular supportive
base. There were no visible controls, no antenna, no cable or cords.

Carter had determined not to watch, but when images finaly appeared
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on the screen he found he could not keep himsdlf from staring dong with the rest of his companions.

The view was of an expansgive hospital room gaily decorated in ancient Incacolors and designs, asurgery
become operating theater in more

waysthan one. Clad in dick, brightly colored gowns, severd men and women waited expectantly. They
wore garish makeup and no masks.

Carter ignored the running, upbeat commentary of the unseen an-

nouncer. Two attendants dressed like refugees from a bad Broadway play entered, supporting an
obvioudy sedated Da Rimini between them. He could clearly hear her moan. She had been attiredina
skimpy yet tasteful costume which Fewick professoridly described asavariant on the traditiona costume
of thelnca"Chosen Women." "Thismakes no sense.” No one paid any attention to him, their eyes glued
to the dramataking place on the screen. "It can't go any further. It's got to stop.”

The attendantslifted Da Rimini and placed her gently atop the lavishly decorated operating table, then
bound her wrists and ankles a her sdes. The costume she wore left her midr-iff completely exposed and
little dseto the imagination.

Trang Ho kept up arunning commentary of her own, which involved much critiquing of the camerawork.
Asthe two attendants stepped out of the picture the other occupants of the room moved forward to
arraign themsaves around the table. The one

standing near Da Rimini's head raised his arms and began to chant. Carter felt swesat running down his
back and sides asthe liturgy rosein volume. Music from unseen sources accompanied the chanters, an
offputting mix of traditiona Incaharmonics and modern eectronics. He recaled Fewick describing how
the ancient Incas used to fashion musical instruments from the bones of their victims.

The song leader lowered his hands and hisvoice. A much younger man approached the table and
snapped hisfingersimportantly, inre-

sponse to which acomplex, ominous mechanical device descended from the ceiling to hang suspended
above the table and its helpless occupant. Da Rimini's glazed eyes focused on the device and despite the
sedation she managed to utter a quite respectable scream.

The younger man pointed anarrow meta tube at the sacrifice's body while the background music soared
to new dramatic heights. Though the instrument had a blunt tip and he could make out no sharp edges,
Car-ter found himsdf looking away. Trang Ho adjusted her camerawith ghoulish anticipation. "Wll,
would you look at that," Ashwood murmured. "I would not have expected it," Fewick added.
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Car-ter forced himself to turn back to the screen. There was no sign of blood, no picture of coiled,
pulsing intestines exposed to the air. Instead he saw that a second image had been superimposed in the
upper right-hand comer of the screen. In exquisite detail and full color it displayed the inside of Francesca
daRimini's lower torso. Organs glistened and rippled, blood raced within veins and arteries.

Carter exnded dowly. Thecritical "sacrifice” was symbolic. It had not occurred to him that the
Contisuyuns might be ableto "read" Da Rimini's guts perfectly well without having to cut her open. Like
those of his companions, his expectations had been preconditioned by ancestra memories and bad
movies

Theinterior scan drifted and floated, examining first one part of her body, then another. It changed focus
effortlesdy, moving with equal easein and out aswell as up and down and from sdeto side. The
traditionally clad professiona's clustered around the table engaged in alively ongoing discussion asthe
scanner technician continuoudy readjusted his probe in response to their requests. Y ou will recall,”
Fewick was saying, "that Apu Tupanever said they were going to kill. Only 'sacrifice her. Itisan
interesting modem interpretation of an ancient rite." " Surely they're not going to make the decision
whether or not to attack Earth based on arecreationa survey of the bitch'sinsdes?' Carter murmured.
"Probably not," the archaeologist agreed. "Like the sacrificeitsaf, | suspect the purpose of thisritud is
largely symbolic." He shrugged. " Or maybe they are. What do you think, Moe?'

Thetom deepily raised his head only long enough to yawn expansvely.

Astheritua continued the watchers one by one grew bored and turned away. Trang Ho was visibly
disgppointed. "Waste of time," she muttered. "L ooks like standard medica college ingruction. It'1l never
sl Shebrightened. "Unless| dter thingsalittle bit." "Maybe you'd better discuss any joumdligtic
inventionswith DaRimini," Igor suggested, "sinceit looks like shelll bergoining us after dl.”
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WHEN shewasfindly dlowed to rgoin her companions, DaRimini proved decidedly uninterested in
discussing the print and film rightsto her experience, or much of anything else for that matter. Though she
responded at first to the Ferndndez brothers offer of assistance with an

impressive string of cursesin both Spanish and Quechua, she eventualy alowed them to seat her on one
of the beds with which they had been provided.

She st there trembling dightly, though whether from fear or the lingering aftereffects of the sedative shedd
been dosed with no one could tell. "1 thought they goin' to kill me," she muttered. "I was sure they goin' to
kill me." Shelooked up. "What they do, anyway?| don’' remember nothin'."

Ashwood smiled contentedly. "Well, for one thing you screamed. Quite loudly.” "They didn't cut you,"
Fewick told her. "They ran some kind of advanced CAT scanner or X-ray machine over your abdomen
and used it to take alook inside your body." "I see.” Suddenly she gazed sharply at the plump
archaeologist. Her intengty was beginning to return. "What parts of my body?' she asked dangeroudly.
Bearing in mind a previoudy demonstrated proclivity toward violence on the part of the attractive young
woman confronting him, Fewick con-

Sdered carefully before replying. ™Y our stomach. Y our kidneysand liver. Y our intestines.”

Her gaze didn't waver. "That'sdl?" Fewick nodded tersely, found areason to begin grooming Mo€e's
neck. "That's okay, then." She leaned back against thewall, glared angrily around the enclosure. "An'
nobody tried to stop them from takin' me." "Why should we risk oursdlves for you?" Ashwood shot
back. "Be-
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sides, what did you expect usto do? Take on armed men with our bare hands? If they'd taken me
instead what would you have done?’

DaRimini nodded dowly. "Probly the samething. Did it help them make their damn decision?’ "They
have not said anything to us yet," Igor told her. Helooked over at the Ferndndez brothers. ™Y ou were
gone along time with them. Do you think they can do what they say?' "We don't know what they can
do," Manco replied. "They tak alot but they didn't show us anything. No bombs or nothing." He paused.
"They asked usto help them.” "Y'dl ain't goin' to?" Ashwood said. "Of course not,” Manco replied
dutifully. "We are not interested in conquering Europe.” "'l wish | could have done something,” Trang Ho
murmured.

DaRimini looked over at her. "To help me?' "No." The reporter eyed her camera. "I don't know how
those pictures| took off the viewer will come out. It would've been better if I'd been therein person.”
DaRimini started for her but soon had to return to the bed. She was till too shaky to engage in any kind
of active purauit. "All my lifel hear of thegold of Paititi,” she muttered. "All my life | have seerched for it.
If | found it I knew | would defend it against anyone who tried to take it from me. But | did not expect to
haveto fight for it with the origind owners"

Carter was studying the exhibits on the platform opposite theirs. "I wonder if maybe we havent
overlooked someimportant bit of science. Maybe thereisalot to be learned from studying somebody
dsesentrals”

Ashwood made a derisive sound. "Economists have been doing it for years. "

Apu Tupadid not return for severa days. When hefindly did put in an appearance he was accompanied
by awoman in agreen uniform who proceeded to prod and poke the reluctant Da Rimini. "What was
that al about?" she asked when the woman had departed. "Postsacrificia checkup.”" The old man looked
gpologetic. "We have no wish to harm you.” ™Y ou might'vetol' me" DaRimini said bitterly. "I thought it
wasimplied. Let me say as one who has witnessed severd sacrificesthat you have very beautiful parts.”
DaRimini's brows drew together. "My parts are none of your business." " Furthermore, the portents were
good. Public support for theinvasion
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is confirmed. Wewill have our revenge upon the murderers of our ances-

tors and those who have foolishly dlied themsalves with them!” He held up aclenched fist. "Wewill teke
control of thisEEC of yours by such means asthe viracochas cannot imagine.” "All right!" Trang Ho
exclamed. "Aninvason! Red UFOS"

Apu Tupafrowned at her. "What isa UFOT' ™Y ou know. Spaceships?’ "We do not have any
gpaceships. The assault force will travel by means

of transmitter.” "Oh, that'sright." Ho looked disappointed. "Our forces will assemble at the Nazca base.
There the actud attack will be planned while technicians assemble aircraft and large weapons.™ "I don't
care what kind of wegponsy'dl got," Ashwood told him. "Y'dl ain't gonna be able to take over al of
Europe with whét little you can send through one transmitter.”

Apu Tuparegarded her haughtily. "Why not? Pizarro conquered the empire with barely ahundred
fighters. We do not regard ourselves as any less capable. Y ou will see the power of our weapons when
they are

brought into play. The learning machines have shown us how to build devices which your people cannot
imagine." Heturned to leave,

Ashwood advanced to the limits of the pircafied. "What about us? What happensto us?’

The old man looked back. ™Y ou shal accompany us. Y our advice may prove useful. By helping, you
may save lives on both sdes." He continued up the walkway. ™Y oull never bring it off!" she shouted after
him. There was less than complete conviction in her voice.

What if they could conquer dl of Europe with their mysterious weapons? Would they be satisfied with
that? Or would they move on to other lands? Why, if they could defeat the forces of awhole continent,
they might even stand an outside chance of taking Texas!

How would the U.S. and the Soviet Union react to an invasion of Europe? Ashwood gazed at Francesca
daRimini'sbdly. Did it bulge with the secrets of Armageddon, or only gas?

The Ferndndez brothers stood off to one side, whispering between themselves. They were about as
trustworthy as Da Rimini, Ashwood decided, determining to keep an eye on them. Asfor Bruton
Fewick, hisintentions and loydties were asinscrutable as ever.

That |eft Carter, their guide Igor, and hersdlf to try and do something about the proposed invasion. Did
sheredly care? What did the fate of Spain, or for that matter al of Europe, matter to her? Sheld never
even

been there. So what if the Contisuyuns conquered the place? They might
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impose some common sense on the Itdians and alittle humility on the French. Nor wasit likely to hurt
her business.

Shetook an uncertain dug of some yelowish fruit drink, wondering why she should fedl so uneasy.
U'chak was grateful to the Monitor for their encounter. It had shaken his self-confidence and made him
much more adert. He would make no more such foolish mistakes.

Everything was once more proceeding satisfactorily, if not precisaly according to hisorigind plan. That
no longer troubled him. He was nothing if not adaptable.

Soon he would engender developmentd disruption on avast scae, undermining the work of the Monitors
and leaving delicious discord in hiswake. Eventudly he would move on to another world to concoct
fresh chaosthere. It was the destiny he had chosen for himself. The galaxy was becoming far too civilized
and settled aplace. It was|eft to him done to inculcate properly disruptive motive stimuli inthe
toosatisfied primitive species. A grandly destructive war, for example, would be most stimulating.

No, hewould not alow the Monitor that close again. He bathed in the memory of how he had eluded
her, in how his escape must be disturbing her and disrupting her work. He was quite pleased with himself.
She could not stop him now, he was convinced. Not even if she revealed herself.

There was nothing for the prisonersto do but eat, deep, and ponder their eventual fates. Carter
wondered if his agent had been calling, while Fewick lamented hisinability to maintain hisregular
correspondence. The Ferndndez brothers worried aoud about how their business was functioning in their
continued absence.

By contrast Igor was not concerned, knowing that anyone who had been absent thislong in the selva
would be presumed missing until he or his corpse came floating downriver.

Apu Tupatill made occasiond visits, though most of histimewas

taken up with assisting in preparations for theinvasion. Severa timesthe Fern,indez brothers were taken
away for long periods. Upon their return they invariably offered perfunctory explanations of what had
taken place. Carter and Ashwood listened and nodded but thought both men looked guilty as hell.

One day Apu Tupa appeared in the company of an impressive-looking, stocky Inca named Pucahuaman,
whose name according to Igor trandated as " Red Hawk." His brown tunic-uniform was decorated with
red



Cat-a- Lyst 115

piping and sprays of gold woven into the material. He looked to be about forty, with close-cropped hair
and afullback’s build, and if he knew how to smileit was ataent he kept firmly in check during his brief
vigt.

Apu Tupatreated him with considerable respect without actudly deferring to him. For his part
Pucahuaman | et the older man do most of the talking, interrupting only when he felt uncomfortable with
what histrandator told him. At such times he didn't hesitate to seek clarification from Tupa. Only after he
left did they learn that he was the genera in charge of theinvasion. "It isgood that you have been so
cooperative," Tupatold them. "It means we have not had to make use of other methods of extracting the
information we require." Carter felt adight chill at the admisson. Apu Tupamight be old, but therewas
nothing frail about him. " Since we have been so helpful,” Fewick said, "perhaps you could

answer aquestion for me?' Tupanodded condescendingly. " Some people have postulated that the long
lines at Nazca, where the second transmitter islocated, were landing strips for dlien spacecraft. Do the
Contisuyuns have an opinion on this matter?' "To the best of our knowledge, Those-Who-Came-Before
employed only the transmittersto travel between worlds. Why would they use

vesselsto cross the same distances far more dowly? Such atheory makes

no sense. We believe that the Nazca peoples made those lines and drawings for their own edification.”
Fewick looked gratified. "My colleaguesand | believe the same." "Never mind about a bunch of dead
folks™ Ashwood confronted the master. "What happens to uswhen your invasion gets under way?' "As
previoudy mentioned, you are to accompany usto provide information asrequired,” Tupatold her. "It
will not belong. Prepare yoursalves." With that he turned and grandly exited the room. "At least were
going home," Carter observed. "Y eah. Plumb straight into the middle of awar,"” Ashwood said glumly.
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MONTHS passed, marked by increasing boredom and frustration on the part of the prisoners. Carter
was convinced that his agent had long since dropped him. When the day finally came that they were
escorted off the platform and out of the museum everyone was grateful despite what their departure
portended.

They were whisked out of the building and viaair sugpension vehicle through an extensive cityscape
which was anything but primitive. Tall, shimmering towers rose above gleaming blocks of officesand
gpartments. Therewaslittlein any of them to suggest their architectura origins except for the presencein
severd buildings of the traditiond trgpezoida Incawindows. -

Once outsde the city their vehicle accderated markedly, traveling at high speed and in comparative
dlence through strange forests and grasdands. Severd hourslater they turned off the main highway onto
asderoad which eventualy led down into asmooth-sided tunnel.

Thetunnd opened into a series of vast caverns which had been artificialy enlarged and reinforced. Men
and women busied themselves at inexplicable tasks. There was no mistaking the air of expectation and
excitement which filled the chambers.

Their craft cameto ahdt in thelargest cavern of dl. Carter and his companions emerged and found
themselves surrounded by uniformed troops and technicians. The troops carried long silver tubes and
wore red helmets with trand ucent face shields. Conversation filled the air, machines moved back and
forth according to unknown patterns.

Ranked next to each other and filling most of the cavern were twelve cargo trangports the size of wingless
747s, squared off at the stern and rounded near the bow. The drab plastic and ceramic shapes were
feathered with mysterious antennae. Carter saw no sign of engines.

That was because motive power was clearly supplied by the gigantic ovoid located at the far end of the
chamber. The towering white egg-

117
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shape rested on massive golden supports and looked big enough to transmit an oil tanker.
Those-Who-Came-Before, Carter decided, had not aways thought small.

Workers loaded huge containers and dien machines into the transports through heavy cargo doors
located in the stern of each vessdl. Troopsfiled aboard via side entrances.

Pucahuaman was visible off to thelr right, conversang with members of hisgenera saff. "Which oneis
ours?' Manco Ferndndez noticed Carter watching him, added too quickly, "1 mean, on which arethe
prisonersto be transported?’

Apu Tupaled them past Pucahuaman's group. "We have the honor of traveling with the generd staff, so
our vehiclewill be much smdler.”

A short walk brought them to an overlook. Below stood another transmitter. It wasthe same size asthe
onesthey'd previoudy encountered at Paititi and Nazca. Sitting next to it was atransport vessdl the size
of two largetrucks. "The main force will tranamit first," their guide explained, "so that by thetimethe
genera gtaff follows, theimmediate areawill dready be secured. According to what we know of the
Nazca cavernsthis should not take much time." Again Carter looked at Manco Ferndndez. The
soft-drink bottler studioudy avoided his gaze. "Once our large weapons and defensive systems arein
place we will be ableto proceed in amore leisurely fashion." He checked histube. " Departure should
begin shortly. It should be agrand sight. Our transmitters have been inoperative for two hundred years. |
look forward to witnessing in person a phenomenon | know only from descriptionsin ancient writings.”
They watched and waited while the loading of the trangports continued. When the last soldier had
boarded and the last weapon had safely been stowed the technicians and workers retreated to the upper
end of the cavern.

Desperate as he was to see Earth again, Carter found himself hoping the transmitter would not work.
The hum that filled the chamber set hisbonesto trembling. It was much degper and more pervasive than
anything they had previoudy experienced. Thefloor vibrated noticegbly. The sound rose steadily in
volume and intengity, until the colossa ovoid began to pulsewith aprodigd inner glow. Though everyone
had been provided with eyeshades, they il turned away when the blast of pure intense light exploded to
fill the cavern. Past his ears echoed a scream of displaced air.

A cheer rose from the crowd of workers. When he could see again
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Carter saw that thefirst transport in line had vanished. The next was

aready being moved into position proximate to the transmitter.

It took only two hoursto transmit al twelve of the huge transports. There followed a period of rgjoicing
and congratulations in which the prisoners did not share. Severa prominent nobles and military people
made speeches.

It was evening before the genera staff finally boarded its own transport.

Thevessd'sinterior wasincredibly basic, Carter saw. There were no controls of any kind, and minimal
instrumentation. Only comfortable seats and couches. Twenty elite soldiers and as many technicians
accom-

panied the prisoners and the general staff. "We shall emerge in the upper portion of the base,” Apu Tupa
informed them, "ready to assume preassigned sationsimmediately. No time will be wasted.”

Sealed within the transport they had no way of knowing whether the transmitter would activate. They
could not see the flash because there were no windows. But soon after the genera staff ceased
conversing Carter thought he felt adight, subtle disorientation. His suspicion was

confirmed when two technicians rose to open the single starboardside door. Asit did aside, apair of
tube-wielding soldiers moved to flank the portd. Othersrushed to take up positions outs de the transport.
Only then did the technicians and members of the generd staff begin to exit, accompanied by the eight
prisoners (Fewick childishly ingsted on

including Moe as an officia member of their group).

The Contisuyuns set up powerful portable lights. In their glow Carter could seethat everything was as
they had |ft it. The transmitter rested in its ceremonia stone acove. The avdanche of gold that Blanco
Ferndndez had brought forth from anearby vault lay undisturbed where it had spilled. Only one thing was
not as expected.

There was no sign of the hundreds of troops who were supposed to have preceded them.

Asthe generd staffs bodyguard spread out to check the main tunndl and side corridors Carter thought
longingly of the hillside entrance located not far from where he was standing. Thistime hisarmsand legs
were not bound. He was agood runner, though stiff from lack of exercise. If he could make it to the exit
he might be able to lose himsdlf in the scrub which covered the hills around Nazea. His chances of
escaping would beimproved if it was night outside.

And what then? What would he tdll the local authorities? That above the famed Nazealineslay avast
cavern presently packed with soldiers descended from the ancient Incas, al of them armed to the teeth
with
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wegpons derived from an dien technology? That they had stepped acrossa gulf of light-yearswith the
soleintention of exacting revenge for injuries they had suffered hundreds of years ago?

He might be better off hitching aride back to Lima, flying home, seeing if his agent had any work for him,
and following any subsequent developments on the evening news. That meant living out the remainder of
his days knowing he had abdicated al persona responsibility for whatever happened from then on.

On the other hand, he thought blithely, he didn't much care for the French either.

The generd staff was puzzled but not overly concerned. Something had prevented the main force's
technicians from setting up battle control herein the upper cavern. They would arrive in due course,
perhaps any minute now. Although careful preliminary caculations had dlowed for sufficient room inthe
main chamber below, it was not inconceivable that the arrival of the twelve massive transports had
resulted in acave-in of unknown dimensions. The transports had been sturdily constructed with such
possibilitiesin mind, and provided with equipment for digging out.

In addition to the fact that Apu Tupawas watching them closdly there were half adozen fully aert
soldiers poised between him and the tunnel leading to the entrance. Reluctantly Carter controlled his
itching feet.

Technicians continued to unload equipment and supplies from the command transport until asoldier came
racing down the tunndl to jabber frantically at Apu Tupa. Hewas out of breath, hisface showing amix of
bafflement and terror. The old man listened, occasonaly glancing in the captives direction. "Can you tell
what they're saying?" Carter asked Ashwood as he fiddled with histrandator.

She shook her head. Igor had been paying closer attention. " There seemsto be some kind of problem.”
"| can seethat much.” He tensed as Tupa came toward them with two soldiersin tow. "Thereis some
difficulty. You will comewith us. It may bethat you can offer information." The two soldiers moved into
position to flank the reluctant prisoners. "Where are we going?' Fewick inquired. "Down to the central
chamber.” Tupas manner was brusgue yet cau-

tious. "The generd desiresyour presence.”

They were led into a side tunne which soon doped downward. It expanded rapidly in size. Light became
visible up ahead.

The corridor opened onto the largest enclosed space they'd encoun-

tered since leaving Contisuyu. Like some long-forgotten sports arenaiit
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sretched off into the distance, avast cavity hewn from the solid rock beneath the Nazca plains, lit by
lights hastily emplaced by Contisuyun technicians.

Off in the distance Car-ter could just make out atwin to the huge transmitter they'd seenin action on
Contisuyu. Squatting serendly on the floor of the cavern were the twelve huge military transports whose
gpectacular departure had preceded their own. They approached the nearest.

Pucahuaman and his closest aides stood by the transport's door, dwarfed by its size as they argued
heatedly with severa technicians. The genera looked up asthe prisoners and their escort arrived. "We
have prodded the interior,” hetold Apu Tupa. "Thereisno re-

sponse.” He gestured at the paved areawhich lay between the transport and the upward-leading tunnel.
"This place should be full of technicians and soldiers busily assembling the instruments of invasion. Instead
itisquiet. Asquiet asatomb."

Despite impressive thrests, the captives were unable to shed any light on the mystery. The generd's anger
and frustration compelled Apu Tupato cometo ther indirect defense. "It is clear they know nothing of
what has happened. It isnot even

necessary to ask them. Their ignorance shines unblemished from their faces. It coatstheir very words.”
Pucahuaman whirled to glare a the transport. "Why don't they come

out? Surely al the doors of dl twelve cannot be jammed or disabled? If they are being overly cautious
they should at |east respond to our presence.” He took a couple of steps and kicked hard at the side of
the transport, asif the puny gesture might be capable of rousing someone on the other side of the thick
plastic wall. It provoked no more response than had anything else. "Open it," he ordered the nearest
technician curtly.

There was some confusion among the techs, who had prepared themsalves thoroughly to ded with a
multitude of complex possibilitiesbut no

smple ones. It was decided to begin near the bow of the transport, with a

smdler door located near where the officers should be seated.

I nstructions were muttered to arunner who promptly took off for the upper level. He returned shortly
with aplastic case in each hand. The techs rummaged through the contents until one rose clutching a
tripletube arrangement. Everyone watched expectantly as he approached the towering wall of the
transport and used the device to trace aclearly visble vertical seam. Tdltales on the unit glowed silently.
A whirring noise sounded from insde and the technician stepped back. There was a soft click asthe
door beganto dide aside.

Asit did so ablast of emerging warm sdtwater caught the unfortunate
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technician smack in the face and knocked him off hisfeet. The flood intensified as the door continued to
open, drenching the general, his aff, soldiers, and prisoners with equally damp egquanimity and forcing a
mad scramble for safety. Y dlsand screamsin English, Spanish, and Quechuawere barely audible above
theroar of escaping water.

Carter reached out and grabbed Ashwood by the belt of her pants as

she threatened to go floating past. She came up sputtering and choking. He held her steady until the
deluge began to subside.

The volume of water had been considerable, but it dissipated quickly asit drained out of the transport
and spread through the vast reaches of the cavern. A few pools collected in low spots on the pavement.
Along with the escaping water came living creatures. Not the soldiers of Contisuyu, armed and reedy for
battle, but fish and glistening collgpsed cod enterates.

Pucahuaman, Apu Tupa, and the rest of the generd staff looked rather lessimpressivein their saturated
soggy uniforms. The general was too startled and groggy to curse.

The water had half drowned captors and prisoners dike. Carter watched Blanco Femdndez help his
brother to hisfeet. A waterlogged soldier had the presence of mind to keep between them and the tunndl.
Nearby, Bruton Fewick struggled erect and with great dignity waddled over to recover hiscat. The big
tom had washed up against a dope and was so drenched he apparently didn't know where to start
cleaning himself. Helooked like arejected floor mop in Fewick's hands.

People stumbled dazedly about, trying to wring out their clothes and thoughts. Carter was glad there was
no breeze to chill them.

One by one the Contisuyun staff reassembled. The officers were angry, the technicians confused, and the
soldiers shifting from foot to foot nearby more than alittle frightened. What had happened to their
brethren?

Though it struck Carter as anticlimactic, Pucahuaman had a thorough search made of the transport. As
expected, no sgn was found of the hundreds of soldiers and technicians who had transmitted from
Contisuyu. Not asingle body, not so much asalost shoe. "I wonder what the hell happened,” Ashwood
murmured. "Not that I'm brokenhearted abouit it, mind." "They do not know." Igor was lisening intently
to the arguments of the would-be invaders. "We came through without any difficulty.” "Viaadifferent
transmitter,” Fewick pointed out as he stroked hisarmful of sulking sodden fur. "Remember, neither had
been used in hundreds of years."

When adoor on the next transport was breached it too proved to be
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occupied by assorted finned and gelatinous sea creaturesinstead of eager Contisuyun troops. The
apoplectic Pucahuaman raised his eyes skyward. "Where are my soldiers?' he demanded to know.
When the heavens declined to respond, Pucahuaman had no choice but to lead his much reduced and
extremely damp invasion force back toward the upper chamber. Comica asthe sight of the raging,
waterlogged genera was, Carter was careful not to laugh.

Behind them, the cavern was aready beginning to stink. "What happened to your people?’ Carter asked
Apu Tupa. The old man fished an errant minnow from a pocket of his no-longerelegant uniform and
discarded it with obvious distaste. "The technicians have no idea. All they know isthat during the process
of transmission our forces switched placeswith alarge volume of saltwater and itsinhabitants. This
happened to one transport after another. We doubtless only escaped asimilar fate because we traveled
viaadifferent tranamitter.”

A middle-aged Contisuyun joined them, fumbling with hisunfamiliar trandator. Apu Tupaidentified him
asthe expedition's chief technician. "Can any of you shed any light on this greet tragedy?’ "'Fraid not,”
Ashwood told him. "Looks like y'dl won't be takin' over Europe after al.”

The technician's brows drew together. "Do not be so sure. We till have access to resources you cannot
imagine. The nucleus of my saff traveled with me and remainsintact, if temporarily dispirited. We may
need to downgrade our approach but it isfar too soon to admit defeat.” "Well, y'dl got balls, anyway."
They emerged into the much smaller upper chamber. "I didn't think you were gonna conquer Europe with
afew thousand soldiers. | sure ashdll don't seey'dl doin' it with half ahundred.”

Pucahuaman was till loudly lamenting his missing troops. "All thoseliveslogt.” "We do not know that for
afact, my Generd," the chief technician told him.

Pucahuaman eyed him uncertainly. "Explain yoursdf.” "We know only that their place was taken aboard
the transports by saltwater and sea creatures. They may till be dive somewhere on thisworld, or on
Contisuyu.” "That is s0. We do not know for certain that they have perished.” The generd drew strength
from the notion. "In any event, we have the memory of their eagerness and dedication to inspire us and
lead us onward.” "Have you ever run into anything like thisbefore?" Carter asked curioudly.

The chief technician looked embarrassed. "Actudly thisis not the first
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time a machine made by Those-Who-Came-Before has mafunctioned. They were tremendoudy
advanced, having achieved aleve of technology quite beyond belief. As our ancestorslearned to their
dismay, however, some of the devices which Those-Who-Came-Before | eft behind were something less
than miracles of perfection. In fact, when activated for the first time several of them fell gpart, executed
functions seemingly unre-

lated to their design, or blew up. Asaresult, those of my distinguished predecessors who survived
acquired adegree of caution aswel as knowledge. "Thelife of an operating technician tendsto bea
short one." "Perhaps this incident explains why Those-Who-Came-Before have never returned to your
world, or to ours," Fewick suggested.

The chief technician nodded thoughtfully. "While ther inventive abilities were unsurpassed, some of thelr
construction appearsto us now to have been downright doppy. | am reminded of the learning machine
which we thought was designed to ingtruct its usersin advanced materia s techniques but instead
convinced those first four who made use of it that they were smdl, flightless, birds.” "How terrible,”
Ashwood said. "Were you able to cure them?' "No, but tragedy was averted. They formed awhistling
musica quartet whose recordings are till quite popular among our people. Sadly they were unableto
perform in public because of adistressing tendency to peck members of the audience while begging for
food. "Another device was clearly designed to process raw logs into sophisticated wood products. Three
technicians were splintered to death before their colleagues finally managed to turn it off. So you see that
the development of our Contisuyun civilization has not been without its difficulties” "Why don't you give
up on this?' Carter urged him. "Go home. Forget about what happened to your ancestors five hundred
yearsago."

The chief technician gtiffened dightly. "No, never! Wewill presson

until none of us areleft to uphold the honor of the Inca. We shall devise anew plan of attack. Somehow
we will finish what we have begun here. It isour destiny.” "Among other men that word is sometimes a
synonym for madness,” Igor said quietly. "Dedication dso," the chief technician argued. Heturned a Apu
Tupa's approach. Judging by thelook on hisface some of the master's confidence had returned. "It has
been decided that severd technicianswill use the small tranamitter to return to Contisuyu tomorrow. It
may be that they will learn what has happened to our people. In addition, they will present the
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problem to our scientific establishment. | am confident it will be solved, whereupon afresh invason force
will betrained and transported. "The rest of uswill remain here to work on the command post.”

The chief technician concurred with the plan of action. ™Y ou see? Y ou underestimate our resources as
well asour resolve." Heleft to rgoin his colleagues.

Technicians continued to uncrate and activate equipment al the rest of that day. Under Manco
Ferndndez's guidance, Pucahuaman and severa others hiked to the cavern's entrance for aview of the
world of their ancestors. They returned more determined than ever to take their revenge against the
descendants of those who had driven them from Earth.

The prisoners were adlowed to deep unbound. With dl but one light extinguished to conserve power, and
that operated by two guards, it was

unlikely that anyone would or could make a silent dash for the exit before being discovered.

Carter consdered trying to snesk past the guards anyway by feding hisway aong thewalsin the
darkness. Unfortunately the large number of side tunnels rendered the ideaimpractica. He'd experienced
total darknessin acouple of commercialy developed cavernsin Texas and knew too well how utterly
disorienting it could be. Furthermore, they had been assigned degping spaces between the rear of the
upper chamber and the invaders. Even if he could somehow find hisway, it was unlikely hed get very far
before stepping on adeeping soldier or technician.

Gradualy prisoners and captives dike fell adeep, lulled by exhaustion and silence.

Therewasjugt bardly enough illumination from the single distant light to make out the figure bending over
him. Carter rolled over but was unable to identify any featuresin the near blackness. "Keep quiet.” He
recognized Igor'svoice. "l thought | heard something.” "So what?* Carter mumbled deepily. "I thought
you would beinterested.” Instead of explaining further, he tugged on the actor's arm, indicating he should
follow.

Four stepslater Carter ssumbled over something yielding. "Chrigt, if you gotta pee, go toward the light.
Ain't that what they set it up for?' "Igor heard something," Carter told Ashwood. "Big whoopee.
Anybody's lived in the jungle aslong as he has probably hears stuff dl thetime” "That waskind of my
reaction, but he'sbeing red insstent.” "Hell," she muttered. "Now you got me awake anyway." Shethrew
back the thin blanket she'd been alotted and followed.
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"l can't sseadamn thing," Carter mumbled under his breath. "Where

arewegoing?' "Youll see" Igor whispered back at him. "Careful here. Use your handsto fed your way
around the stone.”

Carter did s0, sensed Ashwood doing likewise. "What stone?' he asked. "The intihuatana. Watch your
footing. Remember to take one step up into the transmitter enclosure.”

The actor frowned in the darkness. "What are we doing here?' "Thisiswhere the sound | heard came
from." "I'm too old to be playing follow-the-leader in the dark,” Ashwood grumbled tiredly. "I'm going
back to my blanket." Carter fet her left hand leave hiswaist.

In the near perfect silence of the cave there sounded a querulous meow.

"I'll be damned,” Carter muttered. "It can't be." "I thought you would want to find out,” Igor told him. "I
believeit isyour animal. It definitely isnot Mr. Fewick's." The meow sounded again, dightly louder this
time.

Ashwood resumed trailing her younger companion. "How the devil can you tdll cats gpart in the dark?"
"Because this one kept us company al the way from Cuzco. | am very atuned to animal odors. It is part
of my business. Of course," he added, "' could bewrong."

Gingerly Carter felt hisway through the ceremonia stone entrance. "But how could she get here?"
"Remember that it was Mr. Fewick's cat who accidentaly activated the Paititi transmitter in the first
place. Perhapsthereis something in a

cat's body odor which triggers the transmission pattern. Or more likely, it has something to do with the
way inwhich they walk atop the device. Their weight in combination with their foot patterns, maybe. "'If
thisisyour animal, she may have traced your smell to the tranamitter at Paititi. Or she may have decided
to curl up atop it. | remember the materid of which it isfashioned as being quite coal to the touch. Catsin
hot places seek out cool onesinwhich to deep. "By whatever means, contact with it seemsto have
resulted in her being transmitted here prior to our arrival. It would have been afrightening experience, as
would thelater arrival of dozens of noisy people. It would be hard for an animal to pick out one human's
amel among so

many, even if we had not al recently been soaked to the skin. | suspect that iswhy she has not sought
you out. Or her experience may have made her suspicious.”
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Carter's extended fingers contacted something hard and smooth: the transmitter. "Macha?' he murmured
oftly.

The responding meow was much louder. "Son of abitch. It isher. | thought she might hang around
Paititi." "l imagine she waited for you to return,” Igor surmised. "Or maybe not. Thereis plenty of small
lifein the jungle for acat to eat, and the cave offered a secure, cool placeto deep. If | wereacat, |
would have stayed there. " And then one day she jumped up on the transmitter, activating it, and was sent
here." He paused to dlow the ssgnificance of that thought to sink in. "Fewick's anima managed to activate
it twice. Why not yours?' "Back to Paititi." Ashwood's breathing camefast in the darkness. "Wouldn't
that be nice?' :'What about Fewick and the others?' Carter wondered. "What about them?' Ashwood
sad sharply. "You trust any of 'em?”’

The actor hesitated. "Not actualy, no." :"'Then screw 'em. Talk to your cat. Let's see what she can do.”
'She probably hasto retrace a specific pattern,” Igor murmured. "Can you induce her to get up and
wak?' "No problem.”

Fumbling in the darkness, Carter sifted the air with hisright hand until he touched something soft, warm,
and furry. Machameowed again. Running his fingers down between her ears, he began stroking her
back. A deep-throated purr filled the air. "She'sdoing it,” heinformed his companions. " She'swalking.
I'm petting her." "'l can hear that,” Ashwood murmured. "Keepit up.”

Sooner than any of them dared hope, the transmitter began to emit a

sonorous hum. In the darkness, the whorls of intensealy colored light that began to coal esce degp within
the ovoid's hermetic depths were more

pronounced than ever.

"It'sworking!" Ashwood observed huskily. "It'sworking!"

Farther up the cavern, deepily voiced questions were beginning to displace the nighttime sllence. They
were soon replaced by shouts. Lights blinked to life, silhouetting frantic figures againgt the smooth stone
walls. "Hurry upl" Ashwood yelled, not whispering anymore.

Carter could see severa swarthy figures running toward them. The nearest dropped to one knee and
amed something in their direction. Light glinted off atwo-foot-long tube-

Theincreased illumination alowed Carter to see beyond the arched back of the animal he was petting.
Igor was staring back at him as the volume of anxious shouts and queriesrose.
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"Y ou both redlize, of course," hisguidetold them, "that this might send us back to Contisuyu instead of to
Paititi . . . or somewhere entirely different. "

They were not given time to second-guess. The humming noise was now intense enough to tickle his
bones. White light overwhelmed Carter's senses. His stomach turned upside down as somewhere
someone cursed in astrange language.

The last thing he heard was Ashwood saying tightly, "1 dways did hanker to travel an' see the worlds."



X1V

HE stumbled, losing contact with the cat, and it took him amoment to recover hisbdance. It was
impossible to take stock of his surroundings because they stood once again in total darkness.

His outraged pupilstried to focus. "What happened? Did they turn out their lights?' At any moment he
expected ablast from a guard's tube to send him sprawling on the ancient stonework.

Something hit his chest hard and he dmost ydled. Thenit curled up in his hands, purring contentedly, and
he relaxed. He felt Igor brush past him as he cradled Machaagaing hisright arm. "D'you think they'll
come after us?" Ashwood wondered. "They do not know where we have gone. They may think were
dead. Or they may decideit is not worth trying to pursue us. We are only three." The guide was picking
hisway forward. "We should make use of every minute of freedom before they make up their minds
what they want to do." "Makes sense.” Carter took a step, hit something bulky, and went sprawling.
Machayowled and leaped clear. :'What was that?" Ashwood asked. ™Y ou okay, cuddles?" 'I'm fine. |
just fell over something." In the darkness he felt the object which had tripped him. "It'sa pack. Fedslike
mine. Ifitis..."

He dug at the fabric-covered lump. The pull-tights and straps were al as he remembered them. So were
the wonderfully familiar contents: cans of fruit juice, abig box of waterproof matches, asmal 35mm
camera. He shoved them dl aside until hisfingers closed around a hard plastic tube.

The beam from the smdl but powerful flashlight lit their surroundings. He located Ashwood, then Igor.
They were dtill in acavern, but the wallswere close, the ceiling low. They were no longer at Nazca.

Igor was beckoning. "Over here." While Carter held the light the guide recovered his own pack. It lay
next to those belonging to their captors.

129
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"We're back," he declared unnecessarily, his companions having aready reached the same conclusion
independently. "Wewill make our way downriver to Puerto Madonado, where | intend to buy your cat
the biggest fish to be had in the centrd marketplace.” "Do you guys hear something?" Ashwood whirled.
A familiar but now ominous hum was risng from the ovoid. "Dammit!" Carter turned hislight to hisleft. A
few whorls of color were beginning to amagamate within the transmitter's depths. " They're coming after
ud" "Well, do something!" she yelled. "What? | don't know how to turn it off!" He and Igor surrounded
the device, both men hesitating helplesdy before itsinscribed but otherwise featureless surface. "Get your
Carter |looked around. There was no sign of Macha. " She must've run outside!™

Any second now swirling colorswould engulf the ovoid, there would be aflash of intense whiteness, and
adozen or so armed and angry Contisuyuns would appear to confront them. He did not think they would
be given another chance to escape.

Ashwood was screaming. Do something! Knock it over, bresk it!" She picked up afist-sized rock, ran
toward the transmitter, and heaved her missile. It bounced off the polished materia without affecting it
noticesbly.

Maybe abigger one, Carter thought. There were severd large stones lying on the floor of the cave near
their packs. He took a step toward them.

Macha, it developed, had not run outside. Instead, she had stayed close by. Too close.

He stepped on her tail. Emitting ajaguar-sized yowl, she sprang asfar away from him as she could, to
land atop the pulsing ovoid. There sheturned, bristling, her claws digging at the surface of the transmitter
asif it were some primordia ancestral scratching post.

Asshedid so light brighter than the sun filled their eyes. It was accompanied by even alouder yowl. The
last thing Carter saw was alarge bl of fur flying across the cave as the transmitter shattered.

Hedid not lose consciousness. An acrid smell filled his nostrils as the force of the explosion knocked him
down. Ralling over to am hisflashlight, he saw that the transmitter had burst like an egg struck by adug
from a.44. Smoke curled from its exposed innards. Further ingpection
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reveded that what had once been ancient, complex instrumentation had been fused into a mass of runny,
glver-hued dag.

Igor had hit the ground hard. Now the guide was sitting up and holding his head. There was alot of
blood, but as Carter knew from hiswork with specia-effects people, head wounds ways bled alot. "'l
will bedl right,” Igor mumbled. "It isnot deep.”

Ashwood had found her own pack and extracted a second flashlight. Now she played the beam over the
ruins of the ovoid. "This sucker's not gonna be sendin’ nobody nowherefor along time. Weresafe” "'l
stepped on Machastail,” Carter told her. "Y ou saw what happened after that. She jumped on top of the
transmitter and started pawing around. Crossed some circuits somehow . . . | don't know." He helped
Igor bind hisundershirt around hisforehead. "Y ou're okay?"

She nodded. "1 wasfarther away than you guyswhen it blew. Notice the silence?!

With astart Carter redlized that the explosion had been soundless. It seemed to him that like the build of
acertain actress he knew, such athing defied various natural laws, but then so did the transmitter itself.
They found Machalying stunned but apparently otherwise intact at the base of the far wall, her fur
smoking dightly. The cat responded to Carter's presence with a couple of uncertain meows. She offered
no resistance when he picked her up. Slowly she began to preen herself "Our packs are intact, asare
those our captorseft behind.”" Igor knelt and began rummaging through his own. "We should have
enough suppliesto get us back to the Pinipini. If no oneiswaiting for usthere we can build araft and
float back down to the Alto Madre de Dios. Once there we can make our way to Shintuya." "What
then?' Car-ter wondered aloud. "We've been invaded. Sureit'sasmall invasion, but that doesn't seem to
bother Pucahuaman and his people. We don't know what kind of surprisesthey can spring on therest of
theworld.” "Well notify the authorities when we get to Cuzco,” Igor replied. "Y eah, that'll take care of
it," Ashwood commented derisvely.

The guide looked back at her. "I am not stupid enough to think they would listen to usfor amoment if we
told them the truth. What | will tell them isthat we discovered an important archaeological Ste a Nazca
and that it is being looted by armed foreigners.” He looked confident. "That will get areaction faster than
anythingdse"

They took what they wanted from their captors packs and stuffed them into their own. Only then did
they pick their way back outside.

Thejungle humidity dampened Carter's skin but not his spiritsas he
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and his companions emerged into the sunlight. Their surroundings were

achingly familiar: theline of sun-dappled trees which marked the edge of the selva, the overgrown paving
stones under their feet, the ancient wall of Paititi with its still indecipherable petroglyphs stark againgt the
gray stonework. Nothing had changed in their absence. He remembered what I1gor had told them about
how the loca Indiansfeared the site. Asrecent events had proven, such ancestrd terrors had more than
alittlebasisinfact. "Let'sget movin'," Ashwood said briskly. "It ain't gonna get any cooler sandin' here,
an' the sooner we make it back to civilization, the sooner we can seeto it that our friendly visitorsfrom
Contisuyu don't do any serious damage.” She struck out in the lead, toward the path that led back to the
river.

They had traveled agood ten yards when something enormous came

screaming out of the sky to land with a colossal whump in the jungle less than aquarter mile awvay.
When the dirt and leaves and branches and dismembered insects had begun to settle, they rose
cautioudy. Macha peeped uncertainly out from beneath the ragged shell of amistrested pandanus leaf.
"Maybe," observed Ashwood shakily, "the Contisuyuns are even more

resourceful than we thought.” "'If they can react thisfast,”" Igor added fataligticaly, "theré's not much point
inour tryingto run.”

A short walk brought them to the edge of agully. Below, water from a

newly diverted stream ran around the lower edge of alarge, fluffy white cloud. It lay amidst shattered
trees and other vegetation, looking exactly like something plucked bodily from the sky above and
dumped intact into the jungle. It was not what they expected to see.

Asthey stared, the outlines of the cloud grew hazy. Carter blinked, but it was the cloud and not his eyes
that were playing tricks on him. Sowly it tranformed itsdlf, until they found themsdves gazing down a a
ver-

dant hummock covered with adense growth of small trees, ferns, and other succulents.

A single pam poked its head out of the hummock and swiveled to inspect its surroundings.

Minutes passed during which nothing happened. Then an opening appeared in the sde of the hummock,
reveding adark interior. Something not unlike alarge blotchy beige carrot standing onitsthick end
emerged. Instead of arms, thin root-like tendrils extended from the mid to upper portion of the cresture's
corpus. Locomotion was provided by a dense pad of six-inch-long cilia beneath the base. Scattered
seemingly a ran-

dom around the upper third of the conica frame were anumber of flat
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glassy discsvarying from quarter to sllver dollar size. If they were eyesthey had no pupils. Severa lumpy
green straps crisscrossed the wrinkled body like rayon bandol eers.

Astheincredible gpparition scuttled to the edge of the opening a

second creature appeared behind it. It wasidentica to thefirst savefor being dightly larger and
possessed of afew more roots, or tentacles, or whatever the squid-like appendages were. This second
nightmare nudged up againgt its predecessor, promptly knocking it over the edgeto land with a
discordant splat in the mud below.

Carter could not be certain, but instinct led him to suspect that this did not congtitute the creatures
norma mode of disembarkation.

A third materialized and bumped up against the second, which over-

bal anced for amoment but did not follow its unfortunate companion into the muck. It turned, or rather
pivoted, to confront the one behind.

Carter squinted in discomfort and grabbed at hisears. It felt asif atropical bumblebee had chosen that
moment to commence congtruction of ahiveinside his head. The sensation was more disconcerting than
painful. A glance reveded that his companions were suffering equdly. "1 do not know whet they are,"
Igor commented through clenched teeth, "but they are not Contisuyuns.” "Well, 1've seen something like
them before," Ashwood said.

Carter turned to her in surprise. "Y ou have? Where?' "Just last year, at a particularly good restaurant in
Colorado, inthe house sdlad.” "That'sright,” he snapped. "Get st to ingratiate yoursdf with them." He
returned his attention to the fantastic scene below. "Actualy they kind of remind me of some of the
petroglyphs at Pusharo and Paititi. What are they, and where did they come from?" "That must be some
kind of camouflaged ship,” Igor decided. "Since they do not travel by transmitter, it may be that they are
not friends of the Contisuyuns.” "Y ou hope," muttered Ashwood tersdly.

The rugose cone which had landed in the mud picked itsdlf up and began using its root-tentaclesto flick
muck fromitsflanks. It was about six feet tal, Carter estimated, though without knowing what it was
meade of he had no way of guessing itsweight.

The creature standing in the opening suddenly pointed two tentaclesin their direction. Both its companion
and the one on the ground pivoted to gaze up the dope.

Theirritating buzzing in Carter's head gave way to a crackling, popping noise asthebeein hisbrain
abruptly switched from hive building to grub frying. Just as he was about to start pounding his skull
againg the
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nearest tree to try and mute the internal cacophony, the crackling faded and he heard quite clearly. "Hullo
there, chaps.”

Carter blinked, lowered his hands. Peering into the gully he waved hesitantly by way of reply. "Hello
yoursalves, whoever you are.”" "Whatever you are,” Ashwood murmured under her breath. "All that
mattersto meisthat they're not Contisuyuns.” Igor held on

to the branch of anearby tree as he leaned over into the gully for a better look. "What are you doing
here?' "What are you doing here?' the creature standing in the gperture replied. How he knew it wasthe
onein the opening doing the talking Carter didn't know. It had no visible mouth. But he was certain
nonetheless. "Y ou don't look much like Contisuyuns, what?' "We're not Contisuyuns,” Igor informed it.
"We're locals, natives of thisworld. But you know about the Contisuyuns?' "We know abit of them, yes.
They don't know much about us. Now I'm afraid that may have to change. Pity, that. They refer to usas
‘ThoseWho-Came-Before.™

Car-ter swalowed hard. ™Y ou mean, you're the people who built the transmitters and the learning
machines?' "All these centuries to develop and they're ftill dow-witted." The crea

ture standing farther back in the opening gestured with severd of itstentacles. "Of coursewe are," it
replied. "Quite so, quite.” The one on the ground was ill brushing at itself.

A hidden ramp slently extended itself from the lip of the portd to the ground, alowing the second pair of
cregturesto join their brethren below. 1t was an uncertain but fascinated trio of humans who descended
to greet them. Macharemained on the rim of the gully, observing the en-

counter with detached feline interest. "1'm sorry,” Ashwood announced upon concluding a preliminary
upclose inspection of the vigitors, "but you don't look like no superrace to me.,, "Did we say we were
super anything?" replied the most diminutive of the diens, whom sheimmediately dubbed Shorty. Its
companions shelabeled Crease, for aparticularly deep groove dong its "front," and Tree, for being the
tallest. They proffered no objections to the unrequested appdlations, nor did they counter with names of
their own.

Displaying unexpected flexibility, Shorty twisted dightly to regard its companions. " She thinks we're
representatives of asuperrace.” Menta laughter tickled Carter's brain. "What twaddle. We are no such
thing." Crease seemed to be the most serious member of thetrio. "We are smply very intelligent.”
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"Then why'd you go away and leave dl that stuff on Contisuyu?' Ashwood asked it.

Root-tentacles rippled. "Groups of uslike to establish oursalves on new worlds and then move on. We
are eadly bored, you see. Also, we harbor an intense didike of packing. It's most enjoyable to begin
anew

with each new settlement, build new infrastructures and all that as we go dong. Keeps us fresh, don't you
know?' "Not that we don't like to revisit old haunts every hundred years or

30," Tree added. "When some of uswent back to check on Contisuyu we

found that the old homestead had been appropriated by humans. Obvioudy some of them had stumbled
over the old linkswe'd | eft behind here and made use of them. They seemed to be having such a sprightly
time of it that we decided to step back and leave them aone, to see what they'd make of it. "After a

while we de-energized the link with thisworld so that they could develop on their own. Then afew
months ago the agency on Booj, our homeworld, which keeps an eye on dl registered tranamitters, re-
ported that severd in thisvicinity had unexpectedly been reactivated. So it was decided to send ateam
out thisway to check on things." "Why should you care?' Ashwood asked.

Treeinclined toward her. "Primitive localy developed technology does not impact 'Upon our existence.
Trangmittersfdl into another category entirdy.” "Unfortunatdy,” said Shorty, "some of the navigationa
aldswe left here have been dtered over the past millennia. Aswe never expected to have to return to this
place, they were not maintained. In addition, our ship'stolerance for error was greatly reduced by our
desireto utilize a high-speed approach in order to avoid detection. | am afraid our landing wasrather less
than perfect, the result of which isthat our vessdl has sustained some damage.” "It was dl your fault,” sad
Tree. "Whose fault? Who was at navigation control during final gpproach?’ "Don't try to put the blameon
me." Tree's root-tentacles were waving around. "Who mismanaged asimple visua interpretation of the
fina coordination sequence aswe camein over the mgor ocean?’

Carter hesitated. "Y ou're not talking about the linesin the ground at Nazca, are you? Those don't redlly
designate landing patterns.”

All three diensinclined toward him. "Well, of coursethey do, old chap. What on Bogj did you think they
were for? Don't you trust the evidence of your own eyes?' "The drawings on the plains.” Igor was
confused. "What about the big drawings that can only be viewed properly from high overhead? The
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eagle, the puma, and the rest? Surely those aren't navigationd aidsaswell?' "Blimey, of course not.”
Crease sounded amused. "Those were executed by the humanswho lived in the area at the time the
patterns were ingtaled, for the amusement of their visitors. Us. The designs are quite pleasant ina
primitive sort of way, don't you think?" "Obvioudy we're communicatin' by some kind of tel epathy or
menta projection,” Ashwood noted. "But if you don't mind my pointin' it out, your English sounds kind of
funny tous." "Asdoesyoursto us," Shorty replied. "Doubtlessthisis dueto our

having learned it during our last visit to your world, which was somewhat over ahundred of your years
ago. Asl| am sureyou are quite aware, your verbalizations vary considerably withtime aswell as
geography." "During such occasond reviststo worlds where we have once dweled," Crease went on,
"we enjoy engaging isolated and exceptiona representatives of the loca speciesin conversation. Thelast
human we

had the opportunity to converse with was amost fascinating individud, a

mathematician of extraordinary giftsand vison. The four of us spent many enjoyable hours together
debating both the nature of your species and redity.” "Eingtein!™ Ashwood blurted excitedly.

Crease flexed upper tentacles. " Sorry. Don't know the fellow. Our gentleman was a chap named Charles
Dodgson. A teacher and abit of al right. Turned to your primitive photography for ahobby after we
con-

vinced him there was more of afutureto it than the smple line drawing he'd been doing at thetime. More
than once he spoke of utilizing snippets of our conversationsin stories which could be related in human
terms. It would have been a supreme accomplishment on his part if he had been ableto do so. | fear
much of our terminology was quite beyond him, aswas our math." "Lewis Carroll," Igor exclaimed.
Ashwood gaped at him. Heignored her. "Y ou said your horneworld was called Bocj? Y ou would not by
any chance refer to yoursalves as Boojums?' "That tranditerates rather well, old chap.”

Igor was smiling, reminiscing from childhood. ™Y ou might be interested to know that your human
acquaintance Mr. Dodgson eventualy did make a pretty good attempt at humanizing some of your
terminology.” "Look," Carter interrupted, "thisislots of fun, but we've got area problem here. The
Contisuyuns have been harboring a five-hundred-yearold grudge against the people who drove their
ancestors off thisworld and now they've returned seeking revenge.”
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"Y ou humans." Crease sounded disgusted. "I for one don't think you'll ever develop ared civilization.
That's not for usto decide, of course. All that concerns usis the possible misuse of any technology which
could conceivably affect the worlds on which we presently dwell." "What exactly is going on here?!
Shorty inquired.

Carter and Igor, punctuated by Ashwood's occasiona pithy interruptions, proceeded to detail what they
knew of the Contisuyuns intentions. "Dear me." Tree was distressed. "The transmitter system was
designed to facilitate commuting, not foment aborigina conflict.” "That's the problem with masstransit,”
Shorty added sagely. "If one

isn't careful, any sort of riffraff can make use of it. We cannot alow the transmitter system to be used for
aggressive purposes.” "Quite," Crease agreed. "It would set abad precedent.” "Then you'll help usput a
stop to whatever the Contisuyuns have in mind?* Ashwood asked them. "From what you havetold usit
does not sound like they have agreeat dedl to work with." Tree hummed thoughtfully. "Like their
technicians, | do wonder what caused the old cargo transmitter to mafunction so." "Are you sureyou
weren't the one who programmed it?* Shorty suggested archly, ™Y ou couldn't program arouteto a
defecatory,” thetaler dienreplied. "Actudly,” Crease said gpologeticaly, "the transmitter complex, like
our navigationa system, has never quite been perfected.” As Carter re-

called the number of times held dready traveled by transmitter he discovered that he was swesting.
"Occasiondly we lose something, or someone. They usudly turn up somewhere e se, safe and sound but
more than alittle cross with the engineering. | fear we are often asimpatient in execution aswe are
brilliant in theory and design. ""For example, immediately prior to our arriva it was noted that the local
transmitter had once again become inoperative.” "I'm afraid that's our fault,” an embarrassed Carter
informed the dien. "My pet must've interfered with the field or whatever it isat a criticad moment and the
damn thing just blew.” "Actudly, old chap, this part of the network was supposed to have been cut out of
the system centuries ago, when your people began to develop mid-level technology. Thet it became
operative again was doubtless due to some bureaucratic mix-up at Central Control which were till trying
to trace. "Since you have conveniently removed this transmitter from service, however, we have only the
two remaining at Nazca to concern oursalves
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with, and your destructive interaction may well have rendered them equadly inactive.” "Then the
Contisuyuns might be trapped there, unable to get back to their homeworld. They might be desperate. If
that's the case, will you help ustake care of them?' Ashwood asked. "If you think they can till do any
damage with most of their invasion force disappeared, that is." " Oh, there are other methods they can
employ,” Crease observed thoughtfully. "Being considerably reduced in number, | should think their next
step would be to try to make use of learning machine technology. 99

Carter frowned. "'l guess| don't understand. What harm can they do with something likethat?' "The
leaming machines are designed to implant information directly into a subject's mind. Very ussful for
educating the rductant student.” Crease paused for impact. " Such implants need not be benign.” "You
mean they could influence politicians minds or something?" ™Y ou don't need high technology for thet,”
Ashwood noted dryly. "Can you keep them from doing that?' "No, but the effects can be neutralized if
we can get closeto their equipment, which can then be destroyed. After dl, we aretheinventive
geniuses, not the Contisuyuns.” He lapsed into a contemplative slence before commenting further. "It will
take the self-repairing instrumentation of our ship awhileto restructure itsdf. Meanwhile we will aid you
in seeing to it that the Contisuyuns do not misuse our technology. Wewill help if such helpisin order, so
that those marooned on your world do not act with hogtile intent.”

A soft hiss sounded from the vicinity of Carter's boots. Looking down, he saw that Macha had decided
to vacate her perch and rgjoin them. Now she was confronting something whose arrival none of the
humans had noticed. The two animas circled each other dowly, curious and unaggressive.

The new arrival was dightly larger than Macha. While neither ocelot nor margay it was asindubitably
fdine asits presence was puzzling. "Whereld this little guy come from?* he wondered aoud.

Quite unexpectedly, Shorty tilted for-ward to stroke the cat's spine with the tip of aroot-tentacle. "This
iIS@-the mental projection sounded vagudly like "Grinsaw"-"our companion.” "Oh, | get it." Ashwood
smiled. "Y ou guys picked up some cats on your earlier vists" "Not at dl,” said Crease. "Cats have
aways been among us, from our earliest days on Bogj. They are quite charming company. In fact, every
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civilized society we have encountered coexists with cats. Their presence among your kind bodes well for
your future." "But cats evolved here," Igor insgsted. "They are native to thisworld.” " Can you be certain of
that?' Crease pressed him. "Well, no. | mean, | have not been around for the entire duration of vertebrate
evolution. It issmply what | wastaught in school .

The Boojum was understanding. "And I'll bet you wouldn't recognize amimsy borogoveif it displazed
right on your head. Y ou people have much to learn, what?' "They seem to be hitting it off," Carter
commented. Hewas far more interested in Machasimmedi ate well-being than in passibly conflicting
histories of her ancestors. The two cats were darting hither and yon now, cavorting about rocks and
busheswith al the comportment of a couple of old friends. " Are there any other transmitters hidden on
Earth?' he asked as the thought suddenly occurred to him. "No. Only the one here and the two at Nazca.
Trangmitters are intended for mass trangit. | solated visitations are aways carried out by ship.” "If you will
convey usto Nazca by domestic means," Treeinformed them, "wewill 'seetoit that any technology of
ourswhich the Contisuyunsintend to pervert to inimica endsisrendered permanently dysfunctiond.” "I'm
afraid it's not going to be that easy,” Carter replied. "What complications do you foresee?' the Boojum
asked him. "Wadll, for one thing, we can't just stroll into Cuzco in the company of three giant ambulatory
vegetables" "Ah, quite," said Crease. "It is noted that we resemble your flora somewhat more than your
fauna, and that this disparity could engender some comment.”

Igor had been devoting some thought to the obvious problem. "Why don't we turn that to our
advantage?' "Kid, you been out in the heat too long,” Ashwood said.

The guide was quite serious. "Many times have | helped scientists take their precious specimens down
theriver to Puerto Madonado for shipment back to Europe or the U.S. If our friends can remain
motionless when necessary we can smply tell the curious that we are carrying three large and important
botanica specimensto Cuzco for shipment to America” He eyed the diens. "Y ou can act like plants for
alittlewnhile, can't you?'

Carter quickly warmed to theidea. "We can say that their devicesare
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scientific instruments. | can pass mysdlf off asabotanist. | played a

microbiologist in Red Plaguefrom Orion." "Thereisno plaguein Orion,” Shorty ingsted. "Only antisocid
agitators. " "What about the park rangers?' Ashwood wondered. "I will deal with them in the unlikely
event we encounter any," Igor assured her. "Thiswill bejolly amusing.” Crease was pleased. "We are
agreed.” "Good. Now | got aquestion.” Ashwood stood quite close to the bulky Boojum. "If you ain't
got no mouths, how do you eat?' "Infrequently,” Creaseinformed her. "Except for our minds, our
metabolisms are quite dow. That iswhy we live to what you would consider agregt age." Theleading
edge of hisbase curled up dightly to reved the ciliabeneath. "Thereisamouth in the center of our
locomotive digits.” "So you St in your food. Greet. Remind me not to invite you to my next fancy dinner
party.” "Thereisone small reated problem which | might aswell mention now. While we do not need to
eat often, our continued good health requires the regular ingestion of certain important trace e ements.
Dueto our awkward landing, our total supply was destroyed onimpact.” "That'sterrible," Carter said.
"Not to fear. Our recordsindicate that avast natural source of the necessary nutrientsis present in this
part of your world, so we anticipate no difficulty in obtaining them as necessary.” "What about leaving
your ship here?' "Asyou can seg, it isquite effective at atering its gppearance to match its surroundings.
It does this automatically. Once seded, | do not think it will be noticed.”

Igor nodded approvingly. "How much equipment are you going to need to take care of any Contisuyuns
who gtill want to fight?' "Very little" Creasetold him.

Ashwood grunted gpprova. "That's good, ‘cause if we make it out of this stinkin' sauna, the only place
thiswoman's gonna backpack to from now on isthe nearest market.”

While unable to move asfast as the humans, the Boojums did not tire as easily in the heat. Furthermore,
one of the devicesthey had inssted on

bringing aong turned a couple of beached logs into excellent dugout canoes within an hour of reaching
the river. There was no need to waste time laborioudy building Igor's proposed raft.

Soon they were paddling their way downriver, the Boojums going rigid on the rare occasions when the
travelers passed a house a ong the southern bank. Out in the center of the current they were blissfully free
of
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insects, and Carter had time to wonder if the Contisuyuns had been able to cdl in the reinforcements
Pucahuaman had spoken of. If not, they might have only the generd and his staff to ded with.

Though he had confidence in the Boojums, he fervently hoped the latter would prove to be the case when
they eventudly arrived at Nazea.



XV

CONTISUY UN soldiers searched every inch of the cavern, even checking the vast main chamber below
where the twelve huge cargo transports held fast to their secrets. . . not to mention tons of rapidly
decaying fish. They did not linger long there, however, because the sdty stench threatened to overcome
them. "No sign of the three escaped prisoners,” the officer in charge of the search findly had to report to
Pucahuaman.

The generd looked tired. "Then they must have transmitted, aswe

suspected. They surely did not dip away past us." "Can' you go after them?'

He looked back at the viracocha Da Rimini. Another time, another place, he would have courted so
atractive awoman. Now he was wholly occupied with professona concerns.

"My techniciansinform me that the transmitter is no longer functioning. That meansthat not only canwe
not pursue the escapees, we cannot return to Contisuyu for help until it isrepaired. If it can berepaired,”
he added disconsolately. "Then what are you going to do?' Manco Ferndndez asked.

Pucahuaman glanced &t the "Peruvian,” as he caled himsdlf. " Some of my staff will try to effect repairson
the tranamitter. The rest of uswill work to devise till another plan of attack.” :'What? Just this handful of
you?" 'l will not wait to seeif the transmitter can be repaired. Soldiers grow staeif they arerequired to
St inone place and do nothing. Meanwhile we have much science at our disposal, technology such asthe
hated Pizarro never imagined. There are ways of conquering people without using guns.” Hewasgrim
and determined. "We came prepared for many eventudities. Y ou will see” "1 admire your boldness,” said
Bruton Fewick. "Y ou should not |et the three who got away worry you. They are either dead or back at
Paititi,
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from which they will be some time extricating themsalves. The three of them combined would not
condtitute asingle dangerous human being, and they will have adifficult time convincing the authorities
that athreat to al Europe has materialized at Nazca, of dl places" "That'sfor sure,” Trang Ho added. "
write invas on-from-out-of-thisworld stories dl the time, and nobody ever believesthem.”

Pucahuaman listened to histrandator and found himself nodding in agreement. "Hesitation and uncertainty
are what doomed our ancestors, amistake | do not intend to repeat. We will move quickly.” An
expression of distaste crossed his face as he observed the cat cradled contentedly in the archaeologist's
arms. "Do you carry that animal everywhere?"

Fewick smiled down at his pet. "Moeis my constant companion. He goes every placewithme." "Itis
unnatural.” "What can you possbly do?' DaRimini wanted to know. "Y ou can' get no reinforcements,
you can’ even tell your peoplethat you introuble.” "Y ou will see” The chief technician was beckoning
anxioudy and the generd Ieft to confer with him. "What do you think?' Da Rimini wondered doud. "Have
these people got anything?' "They remain confident.” Manco FernAndez continued to watch the generd.
"Y ou have seen what they are cgpable of ." "They don' know what's wrong with the transmitter.” "That
does not mean it isbeyond repair,” Fewick told her. "Ah. Apu Tupacomes.”

The old man's tep wasjaunty. "There isaway. Among the instrumentation we brought with usin the
command transport is adevice which when correctly tuned and suitably amplified affects human
perception. A derivetive of the origind learning machines, it wasto be used to help in pacifying the
conquered civilian population after their military forceswere defeated, and to assist in disarming
recalcitrant soldiers™ "Y ou mean it's some kind of mind-control machine," said Fewick. "ltsgpplicationis
not nearly so broad. But over aperiod of time it can persuade subjects to change their minds about
specific matters. If included as part of an otherwise harmless broadcast and repested at regular intervals,
the subliminal suggestionsit makeswill not be noticed, but instead will be unconscioudy absorbed and
acted upon by the genera population.” "Theré's no such thing as sublimina suggestion,” Trang Ho argued.
"It'san unfounded belief."
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"Our knowledge of human physiology isgreater than yours." Apu Tupadrew himself up. "The device will
work. All that isrequired isan

effective ddivery system. In order to achieve the requisite results we must be able to reach aminimum of
fifty percent of the target adult population.” He frowned dightly. "Our only problem isthat we do not
have with us the resources to effect appropriate ddivery." His gaze narrowed as he regarded the five.
"Any form of eectronic mass visua communication would be adequate for our purposes. Does your
world now possess such asystem?”

Bruton Fewick pursed hislips thoughtfully, which gave him the aspect of alewd Buddha as he exchanged
aknowing smile with the ebullient Trang Ho. "I believe we can be of assstance. Y ou must trust usto do
alittle groundwork for you first."

Apu Tupawaswary. "Why should we trust you?" It was Trang Ho who replied. "Because each of us has
ambitions as great as yours. Besides, you can send armed men to accompany us every step of the way."
"I will spesk to the generd.”

Pucahuaman was reluctant but in the end agreed to accept their help. The owner of the pickup truck they
flagged down out on the plain was

more than alittle reluctant to take so many strangers al the way into Nazea, but the Ferndndez brothers
managed to convince him with promises of payment in dollarsingtead of intis.

Thefirg thing the brothers did upon reaching Nazcawas to check in with their office. They were pleased
to find that the soft-drink business had run smoothly in their absence. Trang Ho located afax phone and
filed her accumulated tapes and pictures with her agent in New Y ork, knowing that while none of it
would be believed, dl of it would find aready market.

Then they and their fascinated Contisuyun escort went shopping. Even with an antennaset upin the
bushes outside the entrance, the set could only pull in afew loca channels. Fortunatdly, for athird-world
country Peru boasted a surprisingly robust domestic television industry. There was more than enough
available programming to be representationd. "Y ou say that this'televison' is everywhere watched?' An
amused Apu Tupa considered the cartoon which currently filled the screen.

"Not yet everywhere," Fewick informed him. "But you'll have saturation coveragein Spain, the rest of
Europe, and America. That's what you want."
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"It won' work," said DaRimini. "How you gonna get people in England to watch the same program as
peoplein Spain?'

Fewick smiled. "Europe now has widespread satellite television cover-

age. A trangmission from one country can be viewed simultaneoudy ev-

erywhere dse. If asufficiently popular live broadcast can be developed it will be watched unaltered in
every country a the sametime." "Sure, but how you gonnaget local TV dationsto carry it?" "By offering
financia incentivesthey cannot refuse. Y ou forget that the Contisuyuns Inca ancestorsfilled this cavern
with considerable wedlth, | think that if we offer to pay independent European channelsto carry the
broadcasts, instead of asking them to pay the producers, asisthe usua arrangement, they will be eager
to accept. Eveniif the broadcast is not to their liking they will be unable to bring themsalvesto decline the
opportunity to regp enormous profits at little persond risk. Stationsin America have been doing exactly
that with rligious programming for many years. "

DaRimini was gill skeptica. "Jus because we put somethin' on the air don' mean people are gonna
watchit." "No indeed. We must therefore develop acarrier, ameans of infection if you will, that isat
least minimally attractive to awidely based audience. Something people in many different countries will
enjoy watching. Something with universal apped.” "A comedy show," Blanco FernAndez suggested.
"Khong, no." Everyone looked at Trang Ho. "Y ou gotta have some-

thing that'll make people want to tunein regularly. Something that'll grip ‘em without letting go. Redl, vitd
televison that can profoundly affect peoplesdaily lives. Something like Dallas or Dynasty. A sogp
opera" "Ah!l" Manco Ferndndez's eyes ht up. "Latelenovela "Exactly,”" said the reporter. "What makes
you think we can get something of our own ontheair?' Da Rimini wondered. "Mr. Fewick aready said.
Getting something on TV isn't amatter of being good, it'samatter of money and who you know. It be
harder to trandate dl thistreasure into real money than it will be to put on abroadcast.” "We can help
there,” Manco said eagerly. "We ship our own money and that of our friends out of the country al the
time. We know art deders and goldsmiths. It can be done. But that is not the most wonderful thing about
this"

Fewick's brows drew together. "It's not?' "No. If we have abig show that we are paying for, it will look
peculiar
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if we do not useit to sell something. The show must have a sponsor, if only asacover for our red
intentions." He paused for emphasis. "Wheat better than Inca Cola? When we have finished, it will bethe
most popular soft drink in al Europe!”

Trang Ho shrugged. "Why not?' "You aredl crazy," DaRimini decided suddenly. "So | mus be crazy
too. Where do we gtart al this?" " Assurning the Contisuyuns concur,” said Trang Ho, "we start where
everybody startsin televison: with a pilot episode. But we can't do that here." She tapped her chin with
an index finger. "Let'stry New York. L.A. would be better, but | know more peoplein New Y ork and
there's better accessto Europe. "'l can serve as producer. |'ve done enough stories about them to know
how to act. But nobody in the businesswill take me serioudy unless | look like | have aheavyweight
backing me." She glanced meaningfully a Fewick. "l hope your intent isto be more than merely
amusing.” "Absolutely. Y ou're well-spoken, you look the part, you even have East Coast connections
because of your family.” "My Tarnily, " Fewick replied impassively, "does not watch televison. In their
opinion PBS barely scrapesthe fringes of cultural respectability. Their ideaof alight eveningisto apply
Freud to the plot of the last operathey saw." "So much the better," said Trang Ho. "Nobody in televison
will know what you're talking about but they'll be afraid to admit their ignorance. That's ways agood
approach. Now, | know people who can put us in touch with writers. Well do some lunches, start
putting things together creatively while the Ferndndez brothers handle the finances and the Contisuyuns
refinether instrumentation. Thisisgoing to be great! We're going to throw Europe into turmoil and I'll
have an exclusive on the whole process from beginning to end.”

Fewick was shaking hishead. "'l suppose your idea of an ideal assignment would be to interview God
and the Devil prior to the Find Conflict.” "Only if they'd let me have an exclusive on the pictures,” the
reporter replied. "How are we going to get dl thisin place?' Manco asked. "Charter . . . no, well buy
oursalvesaplane,”" Trang Ho announced. "That way we can go wherever we have to and transport any
necessary equipment in complete secrecy.” Shelooked up at Apu Tupa, who had been listening intently.
"How about it?" "Y our suggestions please me. Some of our number will remain here:
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soldiersto guard the base, techniciansto try to repair the tranamitter. If those who escaped return, it will
be to an unfriendly reception. Therest of uswill accompany you to fulfill our grand design. Thiswill not
be revenge as we conceived of it, but satisfactory it will be." He gestured at the set. "'l know we will
succeed. Yesterday | saw one of the thingsyou cdl commercias. It wasfor something cdled Perrier. If
thistdlevisonisso

powerful that it can persuade people to pay money for water, then we

will have no trouble using it to implant our message in the easly mallesble minds of itsviewers”

When dl wasin readiness, even to dressing the Contisuyun soldiers and technicians in contemporary
clothes, theinvasion forceflew inthe

727 purchased in the name of the Fernindezes company from Limato Bogotd and then on to New

Y ork. Though he found the attire con-

graining, Pucahuaman looked particularly natty in hisgray silk suit. While red wasthe color of Incaand
therefore Contisuyun nobility, Trang Ho managed to convince him that a crimson suit would be abit too
conspicuous for the Big Apple, even for someoneinvolved in TV.

They did not marve at the stedl and glass towers of Manhattan, having dwelled among more aesthetic
structures on their own world. The ethnic olla podrida which swarmed through the Streets, however, did
impress them, since their ancestors had known only themsalves and the viracochas. It had the additiona
benefit of dlowing them dl to blend in eedlly.

The Ferndndez brothers were more awed by their surroundings than the Contisuyuns, while DaRimini
was in seventh heaven. Findly she herself wasin New Y ork instead of just talking to people who had
been there.

Fewick booked hdf afloor in amid-range midtown hotel while Trang Ho confirmed the meeting which
was to take place the next day with the writers her friend had contacted earlier. Fewick would
accompany her, aswould Apu Tupaand Pucahuaman. Both Contisuyuns had been studying their English
and intended to participate without the aid of their conspicuous trandators. Suspicious as always, Da
Rimini inssted on being included. "Just let me do most of thetalking,” Trang Ho said assherelaxed inthe
gpacious suite they'd chosen for the meeting. "I didike the notion," Pucahuaman told her. "Well, you
aren't commanding troops here. If you want to bring this off you'd better |eave the detailsto me.”

Apu Tupaspped at hisdrink, the taste of which he found most congenid, and attempted to reassure his
commander. "All hasgonewdl thus
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far. Allow the woman to proceed.” Pucahuaman grumbled but said nothing further.

The bdll rang and Trang Ho rose to answer the door. "Just sit back and relax. Compared to the people
you've met so far, these guys are going to seem strange to you. They just flew in from the Coast.” "How
should we act?' Apu Tupawas feding dightly light-headed and very relaxed indeed. " Confident, wedlthy,
and not too bright. Just like any other executive producers.” She opened the door.

The two men who entered were dressed in short-deeved shirts and open jackets. One wore dacks and
loafers, the other jeans, sneakers, and dark sunglasses. Apu Tupawhispered to Fewick. "Why doesthe
short one cover hiseyes? Thesunisnot harshin here” "It's part of histriba costume,” the archaeol ogist
explained. Apu Tupanodded understandingly.

Brief introductionsidentified the pair as Danny and Sid. The former unholstered amicrocassette recorder
while his partner placed alaptop computer on the dining table, plugged it in, and booted it up.

Danny was lean, blond, and possessed of incredible energy. Though he addressed himself to Trang Ho,
he kept glancing in the Contisuyuns direction as he spoke. "All right: what kind of show are wetalking
about here?' Ashis partner spoke, Sid waited with fingers poised over the laptop's keys. Straight black
hair fell to his shoulders and his expresson dmost asfar. More than anything else he looked like a
mortician preparing to record the vital statistics of the recently deceased. "Come on, gimme some help
here," Danny urged his hosts. He had an

irritating habit of snapping hisfingers as he talked. "I mean, are we talking comedy, drama, what? Were
running on your time but I'm not one of those schmuckswho get off on wasting other people's money. Of
coursg, if you're not sure what you want to do," he said eagerly, "we have some interesting original
concepts of our own that-" "Dramatic,” Trang Ho told him, interrupting. "And wewant todo it live."
"High concept." A facile faux fey whistle of gppreciation emerged from Danny'slips as his partner
tap-tapped on the laptop. "Feed me

specifics, sugar.” He hesitated. "1 mean, not that we don't like doing originals, but to tell the truth we're
actudly better at reworking and adapting than at coming up with new stuff. It'saspecid taent, you
know?'

The generd had sat quietly for about aslong as hewas able. Ignoring
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Trang Ho'swarning look, he launched into the conversation with his heavily accented English. 'l am
Pucahuaman. Thisismy advisor, Apu Tupa." "Right,” said Danny attentively. "We come from another
world to which our ancestors fled to escape death and torture.”

Trang Ho shut her eyeswhile Fewick inhded sharply. Asfor the two writers, neither blinked. "Death and
torture, right. Good stuff.” The blond didn't miss a best.

"You getting dl this, Sid?" "Y0." The cadaver'sfingersflew in eerie slence over the lgptop's keyboard.
Encouraged, the genera continued. "We have returned to take our revenge upon our ancient enemies, the
Spaniards. All who try to stand in our way will suffer." "Good, good, go with it, youre on aroll, man!™
The blond's enthusiasm was boundless. Though concentrating on Pucahuaman's |aborious speech, he il
managed to notice the tenson building in the room. "Hey, why's everybody looking so uptight? Relax!
We can work with this. Can't we, Sd?

14Y0.11 "High concept, yeah. Cmon, don't stop now." Danny rose and began pacing like a
hyperthyroidd rat. "What else you got?' He started to Sit on the coffee table only to find that it was
aready occupied. Moe meowed warningly and the blond resumed his pacing, keeping his distance from
the ticklish aromaof resdua tunafish which enveloped the table and its single four-legged occupant in a
contented feline hao.

Pucahuaman straightened on the couch, ignoring Trang Ho's frantic semaphoring. "Thereisadevice
which if properly utilized can influence entire populations. It will be used to turn Spain'saliesagaing her."
"Fantadtic,” Danny insisted. "A sci-fi sogp operal We can do wonderswith this stuff. Y ou must've been
gtting on the trestment for years." "No. We have been forced to improvise,” the genera told him. "I'm
impressed.” The writer's face contorted as he focused on avision beyond the range of mere mortals. "'l
see sort of a cross between the Bond flicks and Days of Our Lives, with maybe atouch of Monty
Python. Y ou got anybody in mind for the principa roles?' "No," said Trang Ho before Pucahuaman
could further complicate matters. "Just aswell. Sid and | can handle the casting. With your approvad, of
course." Theway he paused showed that he expected objections. Upon hearing none he rushed onward,
lest they surface.



Cat-a-Lyst 151

"And we can set one of the primary rolesright now." With aflourish he whirled and pointed at the
gartled DaRimini, who amost reached reflexively for the gun she didn't have. "Y ou'll be the perfect love
interest, sweetheart. Well pit the two main protagonists against each other for your favors.” "Qug?' was
al DaRimini could mumble, morethan alittlelost. "Oh yeah. A tdl new facelike yoursdf, put youin
sometight uniforms or something. Y ou'll knock 'em dead, especidly the Hispanic audience. | mean, the
demographics are now, baby. Y our people are happening.”

Sightly dazed, Da Rimini looked to her companions for assstance. "Why not?' said Apu Tupa, astute
observer of human nature that he was. " Indubitably, my dear,” Fewick murmured. "Go with the flow."
"Thenit's settled. Man, thisisgonnabe great! Well play it absolutely straight, | mean, likeit'sredly
happening. Putting it out livell makeit a

sensation. This has Emmy written dl over it. Were talking primetime breskthrough here." He poured
himsdf adrink. "Okay, now: time. What are we talking here? Haf hour, hour, miniseries? Give me some
parameters.” "Whatever you think would persuade the largest number of people to watch,” said Apu
Tupain measured tones. "Hey, | like theway you think, sir." He glanced over his shoulder. "Let'stry for
an hour, Sid. Open with atwo-hour made-for-TV movie, set up the basic situation, describe the
invasion, intro the main characters. . . the usud. Not neglecting your input, of course," he added hastily
to his attentive audience. "We can furnish many details" Pucahuaman assured him. "Detals, yeah. Those
areadwaysnice." "And al the time we can be broadcasting our message.”

Trang Ho sucked in her breath and Fewick twitched dightly. Danny was staring at the general, and even
his monosyllabic companion had turned to look. "Hey, nothing persond, sir, but Sid and 1, we'relike
artigts, you know? We have kind of a problem with this message thing." For thefirst time sncethe
meeting had begun an uncomfortable sllencefilled the room.

Apu Tupa put ahand on the generd’s shoulder. Pucahuaman met his gaze, then smiled somberly at the
writer. "I understand. |1 did not mean to suggest that we would in any way interfere with your work."
"Okay." Danny's enthusiasm returned immediately, "Don't worry. Leaveit to usand well ddiver the
audience you want." Avarice glistened on hisface like an Italian cosmetic as he glanced at Trang Ho.
"Didl
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understand you to say that the show's dready fully underwritten for a

whole season?' She nodded. "Y es, just leave it to Sid and me and well take you where you want to go.”
"There's something else," she said. "We don't want to break in the U.S. We want to open in the
European market, build arep there, then sell through here" "Interesting marketing strategy. Ian't it, Sid?”
"Yo." Fingers hovered above keys. "Better suited to films, but if that'stheway you want todo it "It is"
sheingged.

He shrugged. "It's your sponsor's money. Got a production team in mind?' "We plan on setting up our
own." "Good, good. Keep complete control, hold on to al the ancillary rights. We can go through
Granadaor one of the other British independentsfor English distribution, RAI Itdy, maybe Mondein
France. Sdand I'll handleit.”

Trang Ho shook her head. "We're going out live so we want the show receivable live. That means Sky
Channel." "More money," the blond warned her. "L et usworry about that. Y ou tend to the writing."
"Ded. Thisis gonnabe agroundbregker. Well cal it"-he paused for emphasis"Day Becomes
Tomorrow!" Fewick winced. "It'sal coming together now. Well have ascientific advisor . . ." "Wewill
be your advisors," said Apu Tupa. "Y eah, sure. | didn't mean onewho'd actudly do anything. But it's
always nice to have abig name tacked on the credits at the end of the show. Sagan, maybe, or ASmov,
or Nancy Reagan's astrologer . . . what the hell was that broad's name? Squiggly? Oh well, no matter.

Y ou get theidea. Strictly for snob apped.” "Y0," said Sid enlighteningly. "The shows must be broadcast
exactly aswritten,” said Pucahuaman portentoudy, "or e se the sublimina messagesthey will carry will
not be effective.” " Sublimind messages?' Danny frowned. "Like, from the invaders? Hey, super gimmick!
The PR peoplewill eat it up." Hisvoicewasfull of wonder. ™Y ou people have so many greet ideas |
hardly know which ones

to incorporate into the story line first. But don't worry. Y ou just keep throwing concepts at Sid and me
and welll seethat al the good stuff getsworked in.”

Whichisprecisdy what they al spent the rest of that afternoon doing.
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Uchak could not keep from smiling. Thisworld was dmost as amusing asthe Monitors futile attemptsto
prevent him from implementing hisdesign.

True, he had not foreseen the extent to which the Monitorswould risk breaking their own rulesto contain
him, but it did not matter. Not since a succession of unexpected developments had actualy worked to his
advantage. No, he was moving much too fast for them, delightedly riding the disruption he had initiated
while they struggled comically to catch up. All that was needed now wasto keep it channeled and events
would progress of their own accord until socia critical mass was reached. Then he would happily resp
the resulting whirlwind.

He could imagine the Monitors frustration. They had taken a consderablerisk, only to find themselves
once more outmaneuvered. They did not have hisforesight, hisincisve talent for planning far ahead for
multiple eventudities. They would dways be severa jumps behind.

So pleased was he with himself that he let down his guard enough to execute an ecstatic spring through a
dippery gap inredlity, returning to land perfectly on hisfeet, asaways. As expected, his gesture of
delight went unremarked upon. Though fun to manipulate, these creastures were

woefully deficient in the higher perceptions.

He would miss them when they destroyed themsdlves.



XVi

THEY had no trouble when it findly cametinle to leave Man.6. Igor knew every ranger by name. They
did not question  where he had ob-

tained his peculiar botanica specimens nor whether he had officid au-

thorization to remove them from the park.

In Cuzco the sdle of asmall golden amulet from Paititi brought in more than enough money to charter a
plane to take them to Nazea, where for the firgt time the Boojurns began to cofnpl,in of weakness dueto
the lack of the vital trace dementsthey bad aladed to earlier. "Tell uswhat y'al need and well gointo
town and buy the stuff”, Ashwood told them. courtyard that backed

The aliens had assembled in the sunny private onto their hotdl suite. Completely enclosed, it offered them
aplace where they could move about fredly without being seen from the dusty main street. The hotel staff
had been apprised on arrival of the gringos “specimens,” SO not even the maid lingered over her cleaning
dutiesto study the three strange plants. s, the Boojums picked and

Wandering through the courtyard and room commenting on the prodded at various artifacts of
human civilization, progress that had been made sincetheir last visit more than ahundred years exlier.
Machaand Grinsaw played hide-and-seek among the potted plants and wrought-iron patio furniture.
"Wheat kind of vitamins should we buy?' Carter asked. "Not vitamins old chap." With multiple
root-tentacles Shorty poked at the black and white TV. "According to the old records, everything we
requireis present in the proper proportionsin asnial fish which isfound in abundance off this coadt. |
shdll describethefishto YOU."

It meant nothing to Carter or Ashwood, but Igor knew ingtantly what the Boojum was talking about, as
would have arlY Peruvian schoolchild. "Anchovies. They were nearly wiped out many years ago.”

Iss
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"How could you wipe out such asubstantia natural resource in so short aperiod of time?' Shorty wanted
to know. "Y ou would be surprised to what extent humanswill go to service their own stupidity,” the
guidereplied.

Ashwood rose from the couch. "Igor and I'll head on into town and fix y'al up. Jason, you stick around
and keep our guests company.”

Carter looked down at her. "Who appointed you captain of this ship, Marjorie?’

She stood close to him, whispering. "Lemme go with Igor, cuddles. | don't like admittin’ to it, but frankly,
sometimes these e egant vegetables get on my nerves, know what | mean?"

He sighed. "Go ahead, then." Car-ter watched his companions depart, then relaxed as best he could
whilethetrio of diensresumed their inspection of the suite. Everything fascinated them, right down to the
plumbing and wiring. "There has definitely been materia progress.” As Tree held up the room deodorizer
Carter found himsalf wondering whether the Boojum had eyesin the back of hishead or ahead in back
of hiseyes. "Socia progressis another matter entirely.” "Quite,” Crease agreed. "Y ou persst in engaging
in petty conflicts, to the great detriment of your development. Not that that's any of our

bus ness, but when our own technology threatensto become involved it istimefor usto intervene.
Irrationa conflagrations have an uncomfortable way of spreading out of control, beyond even the worlds
on which they begin." "There's something I've been wondering." Carter Spped at aglass of purified
water. "When you guys abandoned Contisuyu, why'd you leave dl that equipment behind? Surely not just
because you get akick out of ,.starting over' el sewhere?!

Crease managed the difficult task of conveying embarrassment telepathicdly. "Actualy, old boy, we kind
of lost track of Contisuyu.”

Carter blinked. ™Y ou mean you forgot whereit was?' "Afraid so. Asaspecies, wetend to be atrifle
absentminded at times. Things get overlooked, lost in thefiles. Y ou know how itis." "A wholeworld?" "If
atransmitter isn't used for along time and the records of itslocation are misplaced, well, there are plenty
of other things to keep one's attention. The galaxy'sabig place. It's not like we |eft any of our own
peoplethere. "Asametter of fact, | believe wevelost track all told of some twenty or so worlds. Bit of a
disappointment, what?*
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"For supposed superbeings you guys are kind of aletdown,” Carter murmured. "We don't claimto be
perfect, old chap. Possessing ahigh level of technology doesn't make one agod. Our old human friend
Mr. Dodgson had some interesting views on the subject.”

Someone was knocking at the door. Carter paused long enough for the aliensto retire to the courtyard,
where they resumed their rigid, plantlike postures.

Igor followed Ashwood in. Both carried large, flattened boxes. "Would you believe," said Igor as he set
his burden on the table in the center of the room, "that the Peruvian fisheries have been so devastated by
overfishing that you can't find canned anchovies even in atourist town like Nazca? Now, if wewerein
Lima,.." "Sowhat'sthis?' Carter gestured at the boxes.

Ashwood wiped sweset from her forehead. "The only solution we could come up with. 'CuPand anchovy
pizza. We nibble on the pizzawhile our

friends suck up the anchovies. | hope four largesl| be enough.”

It was interesting to watch the Boojurns carefully pluck thetiny fish fillets from the top of each pizza,
delicately strip them of cheese and tomato, and then dip them underfoot, where they vanished silently into
respective anterior mouths. Meanwhile the humans feasted on the pungent remnants thet the diens
ignored. What anchoviesthe diens did not consume the two cats gratefully scavenged.

Carter managed to consume the contents of two boxes dl by himsdlf. It wasn't like an order from Spago,
but despite their somewhat peculiar ingredients he still enjoyed them. After dl, apizzawasapizza. "Not
bad," he commented, licking hisfingerswhen hefinished. "Glad you liked it," said Ashwood. Shewas
eyeing him strangely. "I didn't recognize some of the toppings.” "Some of it wastropical fruits" shetold
him. "They'rered big on fruit here. Then therés the mest, the cui.” "Some kind of pork, right?’
Ashwood was grinning in away he didn't like. "Not exactly. Igor told methat cui's atraditiona Incan
food that's still popular in this part of the world. It'sguineapig.”

Carter sat up straight. "Guineapig? Y ou mean, likethelittlefurry ... T9". .. crittersyou find in pet
stores, right. Also cdled congo delas Indids. Rabbit of the Indies. The people here serveem al sorts of
ways. Ground, like on the pizza. Split and broiled. Friedand . . ."

What little Carter remembered of the remainder of the litany he heard from the vicinity of the bathroom,
wholly absorbed in aviolent physio-
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logicd reaction to Ashwood's disclosure which the Boojurns found intriguing but distinctly
counterproductive. Igor chided Ashwood, declaring that were he so inclined he could as easily nauseste
her with descriptions of meals scrounged from the depths of the selva. "Not me, cutes.” Shewas
unimpressed. "'I'm from Texas."

They rented a pickup truck, the Boojumsriding in back in the open bed. Looking as much like small
trees asthey did, their presence did not attract undue attention from the townsfolk.

Once out on the open plain, they withdrew their strange green bandoleers from a box and snugged them
onto their conica frames.

It took quite abit of driving around before they |ocated what they thought was the hillsde which
concealed the cavern in which they'd been held prisoner by the Contisuyuns. At sunset they parked and
locked the truck before proceeding on foot, taking aroundabout route to avoid discovery. The plan was
to approach the entrance to the cave from above. " Surely they have guards posted,” Ashwood declared
asthey fumbled their way through the brush. "What do we do when we reach the entrance?" Igor wanted
to know. "L eave these problemsto us, old boy.” Shorty gripped severd devicesin histentacles. "The
chapsand | will handle things, hopefully without bloodshed. Even if these Contisuyuns have made
preparations for dealing with intruders, they will not be prepared for us. While they may have sudied and
mastered some of our technology, they have no ideawhat we look like because we do not leave
reproductions of our physical selves scattered about. We consider that an archaic vanity.” "Also,” Tree
added, "were rather shy, what?' "Y ou redly think y'al can take control without hurtin' anybody?*
Ashwood stepped over adead log. "If we cannot, then we do not deserve to regard ourselves asthe
highest known form of intelligence," Crease declaimed portentoudy. "Much less as the guardians of true
avilization."

Carter lengthened his stride until he and Igor were out in front of the others. ™Y ou think they can bring this
off 7" he asked the guide. "I have no idea. We gill know very little about them, except that they are polite,
forgetful, and very intelligent. We do not even know whét their real motives may be."

Carter frowned. "Y ou think they're lying to us?' The guide looked up at him, hisface unreadablein the
moonlight. "We have no way of knowing. When you live and work al your lifein the selva, wherethe
people aswell asthe animas are masters of camouflage and deception, you learn to question everything.
However, we must trust
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them because we do know what the Contisuyunsintend.” He held a

branch asideto let Carter pass unscathed. "Asto whether they can do what they claim, quién sabe? Buit |
think it is better to try thisthan come storming in with atruckload of soldiers and police, which was my
origind idea"

Having spent months sequestered in the dreary, dry underground base, the guard wastiring of his
companions asrapidly as be was of his surroundings. Like the rest of the team he looked forward to
night duty because it offered the only real bresk in the otherwise screamingly dull daily routine. At least
while posted on guard outside one could enjoy the fresh air and occasiona strange nocturna sights of
one's ancestral home.

Along with everyone € se he wondered what kind of progressthe greet general, Master Apu, and the
others were making. Much time had passed without any contact. Had they been discovered and
imprisoned or worse, or were their plans proceeding smoothly? He took heart in the knowledge that no
viracochas had come looking for the base.

Frustrated technicians continued to pore over the transmitter, unable to determine what had caused it to
fail. Should their efforts continue to be thwarted, the soldier knew he and his companionswould haveto
live out their lives without ever seeing Contisuyu again. He banished the unpleasant thought. Did not the
histories declare that the hated conquistadores had sailed for the old empire awash in smilar fears? Asa
descendant of the great Incas, could he do no less?

What had happened to the hundreds who had transmitted from the horneworld aboard the twelve
trangports? That was another thought never far from hismind or those of hisfriends. He had known many
of those vanished fighters personally. The technicians said they might not he dead. Smply e sewhere. He
hoped it was 0.

During the day smdl local arcraft sometimesflew directly overhead. They took no notice of the carefully
concealed entrance. Nor did those who came on foot to gaze at the ancient lines of Nazca come near the
steep, unspectacular hillsde. At night the barren plain was deserted, but the officersinssted on
maintaining awatch. The soldier and his companions were glad of the chance to get outside for afew
hours.

Hands clasped behind his back, stun tube bolstered at his Side, he walked over to ashrub half again as
tall ashimself and sngpped off one of the thin green branches, inhaling of the sharp fragrance hisaction
re-

leased. Though Contisuyu boasted an intriguing and varied ecology of its own, thisworld wasfull of
smellsat once ancient and new.

Intending to repeet the procedure with the next bush in line, he grasped its nearest branch and was more
than alittle startled when it jerked free of hisfingers. While he gaped at it the shrub immediately



160 Alan Dean Foster

behind him pressed asmall device againgt acertain place on his neck. Stiffening, he collapsed againgt it,
hiseyesralling back in his head.

Gently Crease lowered the unconscious guard to the ground. Pivoting on hiscilia, he ambled toward the
entrance, his colleaguesfollowing immediately behind.

Carter was hdf adeep by the time Tree returned to the waiting humans.

"It'sover,” the Boojum informed them. "A bit of dl right, it was." "'l didn't hear any shots." Ashwood
strained to see down the dope. "There was no need for fighting. Nearly everyoneinside was adeep, By
taking our time we were able to eventually incapacitate the lot without anyone being aerted to our
presence. Y our nervous systems are easily manipulated and located conveniently near the outside of your
bodies. Until we choose to awaken them, they will continue to deep the soundest degps of their lives.”
Tree paused thoughtfully. "It would be more accu-

rate to say they have been placed in a state of enforced estivation. "There is a possible problem,
however. Utilizing your descriptionswe

searched carefully for those of your own kind whom you say are aiding the intruders. We did not find any
of them. Furthermore, there are fewer Contisuyuns than you told usto expect.” "Damn," Ashwood
muttered, as surprised by the revelation as the Boojum. "I suppose we shouldn't have expected ‘em. to Sit
dill. You can

bet they're off makin' mischief somewheres." "I will bring the truck up.” Igor started back down the dope
while Carter and Ashwood followed Tree toward the entrance.

It was strange to be back insde the upper cave, stranger till to see the bodies of Contisuyun soldiers
and technicians lying motionless on pallets on the floor. Farther down, the twelve huge transports sat as
before, the nearest two with their ports gaping wide and gtill stinking powerfully of dead fish.

Therewas no sign of the Ferndndez brothers, Francesca da Rimini, Bruton Fewick, or Trang Ho. Nor
were General Pucahuaman or Apu Tupa present. Tree was correct: the invaders were significantly
diminished in number.

Where had they gone? Not back through the transmitter: the Boojums confirmed that. " They spoke of
using dternate technologies againgt Europe,” Carter said. "There aren't many of them. How much trouble
can they cause?' "That depends on their resourcefulness.” Shorty waved apair of roottentaclesfor
emphass. "Wewill know when wefind them.”

The other Boojums looked on while Shorty revived one of the estivating officers. That brave and
dedicated warrior took one look at the crea-
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tures bending over him and prompitly fainted. The second man they brought around was possessed of
gregter intesting fortitude.

At firg he refused absolutdly to talk, but when informed that he was in the actual presence of
Those-Who-Came-Before he grew positively voluble. "New Y ork." Carter sounded dubious. "Why
would they go to New York?' "'l do not know." The officer was understandably unableto take his eyes
off the Boojums. "Therewastalk of utilizing leaming machine technology to influence the minds of the
viracochas, but how thiswasto be implemented | do not know." "If they have goneto New Y ork," said
Crease, "then we must follow and find them.” "Do y'dl have any ideahow big New York is?" Ashwood
kicked at the ground and the revived officer flinched. "We don't know where to start looking. They can
disappear among millions of people and if that Trang Ho's still working with them you can bet she'sgot
Apu Tupaand therest lookin' halfway normal. Not that it would matter in New Y ork."

Carter addressed the officer. "Y ou must have some idea of what they planned to do.”

The officer hesitated. Treeleaned close and the man drew back, a mixture of awe and terror on hisface.
"I remember that the viracochas spoke of broadcasting messages by means of their television network."
The Boojurn straightened. "Thereis your answer. Such asmple ddivery system would not work on us,
but a primitive people like yourseves might eadily fall under itssway.” "We're dready under its sway,”
Ashwood replied. "Given limited resourcesit would be the most effective way to control large numbers
of individuas™"

Carter wasthinking adoud. "There are only so many waysto get a

broadcast ontheair. | know afew peoplein the business." Helooked up hopefully. "I can make
inquiries. If they've gone through the usua channelswe can trace them.” "Then wewagte time here" said
Crease.

Shorty gently but firmly returned the helpful officer to the arms of Morpheus. By thetime Igor had
brought the truck asfar up the dope as

he could manage, they were waiting to join him.

A large portion of the treasure they had discovered earlier had van-

ished, Ashwood correctly surmised that it had been converted into cash, but more than enough had been
left behind to facilitate their own departure. A chartered executive jet conveyed them all to New Y ork.
An unexpected problem arose at Kennedy International when a can-
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tankerous customs officia ingsted they produce officid documentation alowing the export from Peru of
exotic "tropical plants.” When a carved lapisidol with emerald eyesturned up in place of the requested
paperwork they were permitted to pass without having to answer any additional awkward questions.
Carter ensconced them in asmall hotel that was S0 eclectic and so exclusive that the management didn't
bat an eye a guests who inssted on traveling with their own decor. For the rate they were paying they
could have housed a herd of armadillosin the bathroom.

Evenin New Y ork the three Boojums would have attracted attention if they'd gone ambling down the
avenues, so Igor and Ashwood were left to attend to their needs. answering questions, discussing
televison, and or-

dering out for the occasiona anchovy pizza, while Carter busied himself with inquiriesand visitsto
agencies and production companies.

Weeks passed before he returned to their suite with a photo supplied by asmall public relations firm.
"That'sDaRimini." Ashwood took the picture from Carter'sfingers. "I'd recognize the batty bitch
anywhere. But she looks different somehow. " "Professional makeup." Carter sat down on the couch,
glad to be back in the hotdl. It was hot and sticky outside, standard Manhattan summer

wegther. It reminded him of the Mann. "She's actualy performing in their broadcasts. | didn't know she
hed any acting ability."

Ashwood sniffed. "Thekind of ability she needsisall up front, and that she'sgot. Besides, if the
Contisuyuns can make whoever'swatchin' their drivel believe what they want ‘em to believe, convincin'
their audience that Da Rimini's an actress must be acinch." She crumpled the photo. "Wherere they
taping?' "They'renct,” Carter told her. "They're broadcasting live via satellite, and not from here. In
Europe."

Ashwood was only dightly surprised. "Makes sense, | suppose, snceit's the Spaniards they want to take
revenge againg.” "Not only the Spaniards. Their trangponder's footprint covers most of Europe, and they
send out Smultaneous trandationsin adozen languages. They're not taking any chances." Something
warm brushed against his ankles and he looked down to see Macha and Grinsaw peering out from
benesath the couch. The sight made him amile.

It was gtill amystery to him how two such smilar animas had man-

aged to evolve on two entirdly different worlds. The notion of convergent evolution was not one that
often cropped up at the parties he attended and so he was largely ignorant of the concept. Hed intended
to discussit
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further with the Boojums, but somehow never got around to bringing the subject up.

Besides, there were more pressing matters to attend to. "1 would've come across that sooner,” he said,
indicating the photo, "if I'd started with stills from European operations.” " So where are they working out
of 7" Ashwood asked him. "Madrid? London?' "Y ou won't believeit. Obvioudy they wanted to Say as
far out of the public eye as possible while ill having accessto trained technical support. They couldn't
do that a someplace like Cinecitta or the BBC." The odor of anchovies hung powerfully intheair. "So
how do we stop 'em? Go in with guns blazing?' "We prefer to avoid that sort of thing," said Crease. "It
would be much more efficaciousif we could accompany their established program with some
countervailing subliminas of our own design, thereby counteracting the effects of their work. All that we
need istemporary control of the instrumentation they are using. Regardless of how they have adapted our
technology | doubt it is beyond our understanding. It should not be difficult to make the necessary
adjusments.”

Carter frowned. "I don't see how we can do that. If we go busting into their facilitiesthefirst thing that'll
happen isthey'll go off the air. Wewouldn't have asignd to make use of.” "Piffle." Shorty shuffled over to
awindow. "We shal manage. We will ded with thetechnicd difficultiesif you can handle your fellow
humans." "Y ou may not think so," Ashwood said evenly, "but y'dl have the easier end of it. " "We must
not dally," Crease warned them. "The more often they broadcast, the more ingrained becomes whatever
message they aretrans-

mitting and the more difficult its effects will beto counter.”
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IT waseaser to charter ajet out of Manhattan than it had been from Lima, but more difficult to get into
Scotland than it had been New Y ork. Nor did Igor, who was the specidist in such matters, think it would
bea

good ideato try and bribe the phlegmatic customs officid who barred their exit from the arport. They
could not afford to waste valuable time trying to explain their Stuation to amagidtrate.

So they had to remain close to the airport while their botanical speci-

menswere placed in quarantine and properly fumigated. Meanwhile Carter'sworst suspicionswere
confirmed when Igor discovered Inca Colafor sde at the airport snack shop. The Femdndez brothers
had wasted no time.

An anxious week passed, but the Boojums appeared to have survived their experience undetected and
unharmed. "Bit of apeculiar sensation,” Tree was saying. "It made usitch alittle, but caused no damage.
We havethe ability to sed our poresagainst chemicd intruson.” "Persondly | found it rather refreshing,”
Shorty sad. "l have no more

love for the locd parasites than did the officials who sprayed us." "And they didn't suspect you were
anything other than mindless vegetables?' Ashwood asked. "Not in the dightest,” said Crease. "They
went about their tasks with considerable indifference.”

They were resting comfortably in the walled backyard of the rustic farmhouse Carter had rented, one of
many such facilities available to vistorsto the Edinburgh area. In the distance ancient sonewalls
crisscrossed gently rounded heather-swathed hills, keegping cattle and nelghbors from coming to blows
just asthey had for hundreds of years.

Intheindustrial suburbs of the city fifteen milesto the south lay the private production and broadcast
facilities of AtahudpaLtd. The Con-
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tisuyuns had named their company after the Incaemperor who had been treacheroudy dain by Pizarro's
men.

"Cheeky of them," was Shorty's observation.

Thefirg thing they did after moving into the cottage was to watch the next primetime episode of Day
Becomes Tomorrow. Carter found it exces-

sively maudlin but competently directed and acted, aswould inevitably be the case with any
professonally produced British show. Because he had been aerted to watch out for it he was also aware
of the subtle manipulation of histhoughts and emotions the show engendered. Anyoneignorant of what
the Contisuyuns were up to would smply think they had been powerfully affected by awell-made
program. Asthe Boojums pointed out, the effect was subtle and difficult to detect. "Folks are used to
being manipulated by TV." Ashwood turned from the set asthe closing commercid cameon. "They'll
soak up the Contisuyuns message without realizing what's being done to them." She shuddered. "If it's
been goin’ on like thisfor weeks then the whole European audience ought to be well and truly primed for
whatever the Contisuyuns havein mind." "l tried to resist,” Igor added, "but even in English the story
drew me

inand held me. A good telenovelawill always do that, but there was

moreto this. One could sense what was happening, but only if one had been forewarned." He gazed at
his companions. "Suddenly | have thisvague didike of anything Spanish.”

Ashwood nodded. "It works, dl right." ™Y ou know," Carter said wigtfully, "I thought DaRimini was
pretty good." "Why shouldn't she be?' Ashwood snapped. " She sure as hell acted up a storm for you
back in Cuzco."

Except for DaRimini, the show's cast was made up of professiona British performers. Neither of the
Ferndndez brothers, Fewick, or Trang Ho had put in an appearance, but there was ample evidence of
their complicity. The latter two were listed in the closing credits as executive producers, while the
brothers were named as principa sponsors.

Everywhere they went they were assaulted by sgns advertising the new

taste sensation, Inca Cola. Out of curiosity, Carter bought a six-pack and brought it back to the cottage.
Everyonetried it, including the Boojums, and declared it to be astoundingly ordinary. Its successin
Britain in the absence of any distinguishing taste therefore congtituted further proof of the effectiveness of
the Contisuyuns subtle transmissions. "It helps, you know," Tree said, "that your kind is so susceptible to
thistype of suggestion.”

Carter nodded. "When | was shopping | asked severa people how they



Cat-a- Lyst 167

felt about Spain and the Spaniards. Not a subject likely to come up in casud, everyday conversation.

Y ou wouldn't believe how hostile some of the responseswere. Y et when | asked them why they felt that
way not one could tell me. It puzzled them to haveit pointed out.” "Therés moreto it than that,”
Ashwood muttered. "They've got somethin' besdes stirrin' up anti-Spanish sentiment inmind.” "We
should proceed carefully,” Igor warned his companions, "lest we

aarm them and they react by moving their operations somewhere less ble."

Therevelation arrived, conveniently enough, with the morning Daily Express. It was Igor who noticed the
item, which his American friends had passed over. "Hereit is. This coming Saturday. How could | have
forgotten, even

with everything that has happened to us? Madre de Dios, today isalready Tuesday! We have very little
timeinwhichtoact.

Carter and Ashwood crowded around the guide, who held up the back section of the newspaper so dl
could see. Even the two cats seemed intrigued. "I read the whole damn rag from front to back.”
Ashwood leaned over

his shoulder. "Nothin' | saw set off any menta darms." "Did you read the sports section?”

She gave him afunny look. "Why would | bother with the sports pages?”

Igor tapped the article which had caught his attention. Carter glanced at it and nodded sagely. "1 <till don't
getit," Ashwood said. "Liverpool and Barcelonaare playing Saturday in Barcelonafor the European
soccer championship,” the guide explained. " British footbal fans have areputation for violence. In
addition to them the stadium will be packed with fansfrom al over the Continent. With Day Becomes
Tomorrow having primed an anti-Spanish fuse from hereto Greece, the dightest spark could set off a
major riot." "Which could escalate beyond the bounds of sport,” Carter added, for once being astep
ahead of her. "Andit saysintheloca TV guide that the show is running aone-hour specid this Thursday
night. Obvioudy the Contisuyuns have been pointing toward this™ "Don't give usalot of timeto do
anything." Ashwood was watching Tree, who stood swaying next to an open window. "Well? Do our
resident veggies have any brilliant suggestions? Have you been listening to any of this?' "We hear
everything, madam,” said Tree. "Quite." Crease was examining the remnants of the human's breskfadt.
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"Somehow we must gain control of the broadcast facilities. Our aim should be not to cancel the proposed
transmisson but to reprogram it to suit our own ends. We must counteract the Contisuyuns litany of
bellicosity with counterveiling sublimina reassurances. This should not take long; afew minutes of
broadcast time accompanied by an appropriatdy reinforcing deivery would be sufficient.” "Might aswell
ask for acouple of hours," Ashwood grumbled. "They ain't gonnalet us or anybody ese rewrite their
script.” "Firgt we haveto get inside." Carter looked thoughtful. "We ought to be able to manage that as
long aswe can avoid Da Rimini, Fewick, and the others. Theloca technicianswon't know usfrom
Adam." "What about the rhubarbs-who-came-before?’ She jerked afinger in the Boojums direction.
"We can arive a thelast minute concedled in the delivery vehicle you have rented,” Shorty replied, "and
remain motionless and out of Sght until it istimeto reprogram the insrumentation. We will dedl with those
humans who arein control of the transmission in the same manner as we dedlt with the Contisuyuns at
Nazca. No one will beinjured." The Boojum pivoted toward Carter. "It isimperative that while the
atered suggestivenessis being broadcast it be supported by appropriate verba accompaniment.” "In
other words, the story line that's going out hasto be dtered to match your subliminals?* " Quite.
Otherwise the contrast between what the human audience fees and what it sees and hears will negate our
efforts. It would be asif the visual portion of one of your commercia s were broadcast in tandem with the
sound track from an advertisement for an entirdly different product. No harm will result, but neither will
we have succeeded in repairing the emotiona damage or counteracting the prejudice the Contisuyuns
have engendered. Should we attempt this and fail we may temporarily frustrate their quest for revenge,
but we will have sacrificed the element of surprise. They could resume their assault € sewhere, possibly
with adifferent gpproach. "No, we must succeed thefirst time.”

Carter graightened proudly. "Improvisation's aways been one of my strong points. Y ou take care of the
eectronicsand I'll handle the story line" "Jolly good,” said Crease. "'Y ou're out of the mind they'll blow
away," Ashwood ingsted.

He put ahand on her shoulder. "Marjorie, | can do this. Remember, they broadcast live. By thetime
anyone important enough givesthe order
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to cut the satellite link the Boojums will have done their job. And I'll have done mine." "What about the
rest of the cast, the other actors? Won't they just stop dead in their tracks when another performer
shows up unannounced and starts spouting linesthat aren't in the script?’ "Not if | can come up with
viable didogue. If they're competent actors they'll adapt. They won't have any choice because they're
live. Until somebody says cut or wrap they'll keep going, just like the technicians and the people up in the
booth. "Everyone will belooking at everyone else. The director will think my appearanceis aproducer's
gimmick, the actorswill think it'saploy of the director, and rather than blow the show they'll al wing it
rather than go to black. I'm figuring they'll hang with it at least until the next com-

mercid. | only haveto stay on for afew minutes." "Y ou're goin' to get your fool saf shot." "I don't think
S0, Maijorie. They may have guards posted at the en-

trance, but there shouldn't be any on the set.”

Shewas gtill reluctant. "Y ou're dl crazy. Suppose when you drive up to the gate somebody wants to take
alook inthevan?'

Carter had dready considered that. "lgor can tell them that the Boojums are props for the show. The
guardswill believe him. What € se could they be?'

They spent the next morning reconnoitering the studio. From the outside the old film complex |ooked little
different from the other commer-

cid buildingsthat filled half theindudtrid park south of Edinburgh. Vacant fields dternated with sprawling,
usualy windowless single-gtory digtribution facilities and assembly plants.

A large satellite dish peered heavenward from atop the main structure. Chain link fencing topped with
concertinawire enclosed the grounds. While Carter had been correct in his assumption that the
Contisuyuns would not have armed men conspicuoudy on patral, it was aso clear they had no intention
of dlowing casud vistorsto roam fredly about the studio.

The Boojums were possessed of severa acute senses, but vision was not

one of them. So it was | eft to Carter and Igor to St in the front of the van

and swap apair of hagtily purchased binoculars back and forth asthey studied the grounds. "I see one
guard gation,” Igor murmured as he stared through the glasses. "One maningde.” "That rambling
structure would be administration,” Carter decided, peering past the shorter man. " The broadcast
fecilitiesare probably 1o-
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cated behind it. Technical should be next door, under the big dish. That's where you need to take our
friends”

Igor lowered the binoculars. "What about you? How will you get onto the set?!

Carter chewed hislower lip. "1 don't know. It'll be alot tougher to dip in there unchallenged than into
Technica. Thelonger | can delay my ,entrance,’ the grester the surprise and the better chance I'll have of
pulling this off. Idedlly | need to keep out of sight until right before | step in front of the cameras.” "Then
we need to find away in, where you won't be noticed,” Ashwood opined from her seat next to the door.
Carter turned. "Thereis no other way in." She smiled and gave him aplayful jabin theribs. "How do you
know if you don't have alook? Let's take a drive around back."

After circumnavigating the studio they parked in thelot of the plastics factory next door, whose busy
workersignored the unmarked ddlivery vehiclein their midst.

Ashwood squinted through the binoculars. "There's an old dirt road crossin' the empty field between the
studio and here. It ends at agate.” She gripped the field glassestighter. "1 see abig chain and aheavy
padlock. No problem.” "I thought you told me that you had nothing to do personaly with those robberies
your boyfriend wasinvolved in years ago?"

She lowered the binoculars. "What | said wasthat | never killed nobody. | didn't say nothin' about alittle
recreationd breskin' and enterin'.”

He made aface. "So when do wego in?' "Early in the morning, before the crew arrivesto start settin' up.
Guardsll be changin' shiftsand less dert. Well take some sandwiches or somethin' and find aplace
where we can hide until evening.”

Carter frowned at her. "Who said you were coming with me?' "Why not?" she shot back. "I'd look out of
place in the van with Igor and I'm damned if I'm gonna squat back at the cottage and wait for the menfolk
to comeridin' into tell me how their evening went. Besides, if somebody stumblesinto us maybel can
digract 'em. Tl 'em | need their help in wardrobe. | can make that believable enough.” Twisting in her
sedt, she glanced back at the Boojums. "They start sending at seven

P.m. How soon after they're on the air should he make his ‘entrance'?" "It does not matter once we arein
control of the technical facilities," Shorty told her. "Wewill of course be able to see him on your boxy
little visud monitors once he entersthe field of view. At that timewe will
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begin to broadcast our dtered suggestivenessin conjunction with hisimprovised didogue.” "Let'swait 'til
at least the second half of the show," Carter suggested. "That way they won't havetimeto put a
countervailing message on the air if they somehow manage to retake the transmission room.” "Ripping
good notion, old boy."

Ashwood peered around Carter's bulk at Igor. "Head for the gate just before airtime. That way you
won't be parked where you might attract the attention of some bored road cop. Also, you can say that
you got caught in rush-hour traffic . . . | guessthey got rush-hour traffic hereabouts. . . and that the
'props you're deliverin' are needed right away for the show. Rent-a-cops don't like bein' yelled at, and
it'll be so close to airtime there won't be time for him to call somebody else to run a check, so he ought to
wave you on through. Y ou couldn't bring it off at astudioin L.A., but I'll bet they're more laid-back
hereabouts.” "Thetiming isvery close." Igor sounded concerned. "Wewill have ampletime." A rush of
reassurance emanated from the Boojums. Suddenly Carter felt completely confident. "Once we have
taken the broadcast facilitieswe will retain control of them until our work is concluded. The Contisuyuns
will not have timeto redlize what has happened to them. By thetimethey do it will al be over and their
nefariousintentions come to naught.” 1 just thought of something.” Ashwood regarded her companions
solemnly. "Assuming we bring this off, what's to keep them from starting dl over again with another show
someplace es2?' "We will seeto it that the dangerous equipment is obliterated beyond repair,” Crease
told her. "Learning machinery isvery delicate and re-

quires components and manufacturing facilities not present on your world. The Contisuyunswho are
marooned here are not capable of re-

congiructing such facilities, even with paid human assstance. Theseare

technicians, not engineers. Y our best auto mechanic could not assemblea

car from piles of metal and plagtic.” "Then let's go back to the cottage.” Ashwood yawned noisly. "If I've
got to get up early to save theworld, or at least this part of it, | want to get agood night's deep in before
it'stimeto go to work."
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IGOR and the Boojums wished Carter and Ashwood well asthey Ieft for the sudio at sunup in the small
rented car. The diensand their anxious Peruvian driver wouldn't abandon the cottage for another ten
hours or

s0. Carter gave Machaa goodbye caress, whereupon Tree assured him they would watch over her as
carefully asthey did Grinsaw.

For the second time in as many days Carter found himsdf parked in the plastics company lot gazing
through the binoculars at the studio. Arriving workersignored the couple in the compact, intent only upon
checking in. "The areaaround back's deserted,” he was murmuring. "No guard, no dog, nothing." "No
point in hangin’ around here, then." Ashwood opened her door and dipped out.

No one challenged them asthey strolled casually acrossthe dirt field that separated the two industrial
blocks. When they reached the chained gate Carter kept watch while Ashwood did something to the
clunky padlock with asmall piece of meta. A distinct click wasfollowed by his companion's grunt of
satisfaction. "Likeridin' abike. Once you've doneit, you never forget how." She rapped the lock against
ameta pole and it obediently popped open.

Car-ter dipped it free of the chain and eased the gate asde. Oncein, he replaced both without closing
the lock.

The old film studio was much larger than was needed for the production of asingle tdlevison show. No
doubt it had been chosen for itsisolation as much as anything e se. The empty buildings offered plenty of
cover for the two intruders as they worked their way toward the front of the complex, intending to check
out thelarger of the two sound stagesfirst.

Sure enough, technicians and performers were arriving at and depart-
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ing the bam-like structure in asteady stream: actors and wardrobe people, makeup specidists and
caterers, gofers and gaffers.

Working their way around back they were gratified to find an unlocked door. There was no reason to
secure the sound stage, Carter mused, if you had confidence in your perimeter security. The rear of the
cavernous edifice was a sargasso of dusty props and fragments of stagework, unused lights, and
haf-trimmed lumber. What light there was filtered back from the front of the building where the show
was produced.

Carter picked hisway carefully forward, Ashwood following close on his hedls, until they came acrossa
Victorian couch backed up against afa se pub front. It was dark and quiet, agood place to hole up 'til
evening.

They waited there, eating their sandwichesin silence as cast and crew began to arrive to prepare the
night's broadcast. Eventually curiosity and boredom led them to abandon the comfortable couch. They
worked their way toward the bustle until Carter found a crack in a painted backdrop through which they
could see alittle of what was going on.

Pucahuaman, looking comfortable in agray business suit, siood by one of the big cameras chatting with
Apu Tupaand another Contisuyun Carter didn't recognize. Not far from them the director was blocking
moves with two of his performers.

Scottish technicians worked on the cameras and lights. Far from the stage and the intervening twenty
rows of empty, raked seats other techs busied themselves within alarge, glass-enclosed soundproof
control booth.

Another figure gppeared on stage to interrupt the director, towering over him and the other two
performers. Carter gave astart as he recognized Francesca da Rimini, stunning in an elegant dark blue
dress and professiona makeup. "Can you see?' Car-ter edged aside so Ashwood would have a better
view. "Y eah. The conspiratoria homicida bitch looks pretty good.” "Pucahuaman and Apu Tupaare
there. No sign of Fewick or the Fem,indez brothers, but I'll bet Trang Ho's around. Patrolling the
dressing rooms or something.” "Doesn't matter,” said Ashwood. "Thisis gonna come off before they
know what hit ‘em. By the time anyone reactsit'll be too late. The Boojumswill have done their work."
Carter nodded agreement as he checked hiswatch. "Our friends ought to have | eft the cottage by now."
He glanced through the backdrop. "Think I'll teke alittlewak.”
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Ashwood frowned a him. "Are you crazy, handsome? What if somebody spotsyou?' "I'll be careful. |
think | saw something out there I'd redlly like to get my hands on.” " Shelll recognize you before you open
your mouth.”

Carter made aface. "Not her. Something just aswordy, but not asloud. If | can get it, it'll beabig help.”
Staying in acrouch, he headed off to hisleft.

Ashwood was left to wait uneadily until he returned, triumphantly clutching amagazine-sized wad of

paper in hisright hand. " Somebody |eft a shooting script on achair. | can do more than just improvise
now. | can do alittle menta rewriting. And you can coach me-,,

Ashwood looked doubtful. "I @n't no script girl." "Come on, Marjorie. The fate of European civilizationis
at stake." She shrugged. "Ohwell. | guessit beats pickin' thelint out of the couch.”

Igor stood in the grass next to the delivery van's open door, his attention flicking back and forth between
the ralling, landmarkless countryside and the map he held in both hands. Ancient, identical Sonewalls
divided up the pastures through which the narrow two-lane road ran. A single farmhouse and barn
crowned the hill to hisright. It did not look anything like the Contisuyuns broadcast complex or the
plastics manu-

facturing plant which stood next toit.

He knew that by now they should be at the outskirts of the suburban industrid park where the studio was
located, which they manifestly were

not. Turning the map sdeways gave it more aesthetic appea but did not in any measure clarify his
confusion. It was full of mysterious, crisscrossing black and blue and red lines, cryptic numbers and
symbols, and roads whose names changed every other kilometer. Jason Carter had navigated the morass
with ease. Certainly he should be able to find hisway. Wasn't he aguide by profession?

He had to admit it was Smpler in east Peru, where roads were few' intersections an event, and the selva
gravid with familiar sgns. Perhaps he shouldn't have been so confident, should have put aside his pride
and asked for directions. Now there was no one to ask.

That did not mean, however, that hisincreasing bewilderment went unnoticed.

Since the Boojums comments were projected directly into hismind it wasimpossiblefor Igor to ignore
them. "Silly blighter cdlshimsdf aguide," Shorty wasthinking. "Hefinds
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hisway through the jungle but can't navigate a primitive system of roadd" "Timeis becoming important.”
Creasg's thoughts were tinged with understandabl e impatience. "We must not linger." "L ook, thisismore
complicated than it seems.” Igor spoke without turning toward the van, knowing that the Boojums could
pick up histhoughts no matter which way he faced. He tapped the map with an

accusatory finger. "Everything runsinto everything else, there are name

changes that make no sense, the numbers shift according to no pattern that | can understand, and the
map is severd years old anyway. In my country it ismuch smpler. "Takethisroad here. It iscaled
Angus Lane and supposedly runsinto something caled the A-8, which turns west to become the M-74,
where we get off onto the A-12 to go south." He had the dazed look of acitizen listening to apolitician
trying to explain the rationale behind anew tax. "I must have taken the wrong exit out of the Marley
Circuson thewest side of the city. But it should till have directed us south.” His voice dropped. "I knew
that last underpass did not look right, and that the name Dreary Road was not promising.” "We should be
on the M-14, not the M-74," said Treefirmly. "Bloody nonsense!" Shorty snapped. "What do you know
about it, you who can't even plot &" "Shut up.” Crease redirected hisimpatience to their driver. "If you
ae

not certain where we are or which way to proceed, old chap, you must seek advice fromaloca.” 'l am
afraid | will haveto," Igor confessed, his quiet macho selfassurance utterly devastated by the
otherworldly complexities of the Roya Auto Club map.

Another kilometer's drive brought them pardld to afield in which an ederly man rode awagon being
pulled by apair of heavy horses. Igor climbed out of the van and walked over to the stone fence.
"Excuse me, sr! Hello there!™ He waved hopefully, trying to attract the farmer's attention.

The man must have heard because he brought the wagon to ahadt, secured the reins, and climbed down.
As he approached the fence he kept tugging at the brim of his cap asif fearful it might take advantage of
the unexpected interruption in the day's routine to take flight.

He examined hisvigtor with obviousinterest. "Well, now, laddie, where might you be from?' "Peru."
With no time to waste, Igor rushed on. "Can you tell me how to get to the M-147"
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"The M-14?" The man drew back in astonishment. "Laddie, you're nowhere near the M- 14, " "I know, |
know. That iswhy I'm asking you how to get there." Igor tried to restrain himsalf

61Well, now." The man massaged the granitic stubble of his chin as he looked to hisright- "One might
continue on theway you're goin' until he came to the next intersection. Sad to say, there's no sign there
gncea

couple 0" the boys knocked it down last year after consumin' afew too many pints at the Black Dog.

Y ou turn to theright. It gets mite bumpy as

you go down the hill, where you'll cometo the old railroad bridge. | think your machine will fit beneeth.
Go under an' after another two kilometers you'll come to a bitumen road. No sign there either.” :'The
boysagain?' 'Nay. Bleedin' penurious Conservative government. Turn to your left and you'l be
confrontin' the loop access. Takeit up an' dl the way ,round an' you'l find yoursdlf on the M-14 nest as
you please.” :, Thank you, Sr. Thank you!" 'Aye, you're welcome, laddie. But

Igor was aready behind the whed, damming the door shut behind him. The van'stires squedled asthey
threw grave, leaving the old farmer to gaze contemplatively after the disappearing vehicle. Eventudly he
turned and headed back up the rocky dope toward hiswaiting team.

16U course, | wouldn't go that way." He sighed, shaking his head as hewalked. "Y oung folks these days
got no patiencein 'em.”

Activity among the swarming actors and technicianswasrisng to a

fever pitch as broadcast time approached. Having satisfied himsdlf that he'd memorized as much of the
script aswas possiblein the short time available to him, Carter found himself wondering if the Boojums
were

aready on the grounds preparing to take over the satdllite uplink com-

plex. He checked his watch anew. As Crease had pointed out, timing would be of the essence.

So don't waste it worrying about the diens, he admonished himsalf. Concentrate on the script, on what
you're going to say. Even if any unforeseen complications arose, he reminded himsdlf, hisdlieswere
beings who had built matter transmitters and starships. Absurd to think they couldn't dedl with the
unexpected.

A point of character nagged a him and he flipped open the script to page 32. "Bloody hell. | knew one
of us should have ridden up front to navigate," Shorty wasthinking. "l just knew it."

Igor stood by the open driver's side door. "Oh yes, that would've been
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useful, especidly if some policeman had seen me driving dong with a

gesticulating plant in the passenger seat.” "Pifflel What policeman? We have not encountered aliving soul
sncewe recelved ingructions from that elderly fraud you questioned.”

The three aliens had assembled behind their driver to join him in staring at the underside of the old
railroad bridge. As events had just demonstrated, the hel pful farmer had been no more accuratein his
assessment of spatia relationships than he had been in his directions, the result being thet the top of the
van had stiruck avery large, very solid supporting timber dating to 1878 which had pedled back the roof
of the rented vehicle like soft cheese, not incidentally pinning it in place. "Maybe you would like to take
over thedriving, too?" Igor suggested angrily. Spitting and the sound of clawvsdigging a metd walls
sounded from inside the van. Even the cats seemed frustrated, he thought. He'd already let some air out
of dl four tiresin an attempt to lower and free the van, to no avail. It was jammed tight beneeth the
bridge. "1 wonder if S0 dense and sarcastic a peciesisworth saving?' Shorty mused angrily. "At least we
havelegs." Igor walked to the front of the van, ingpecting the underside of the bridge. "For asupposedly
advanced race you certainly are critica of others." Pushing down hard on the van's hood produced only
complaining metalic squesks. "If both of you would devote as much energy to contemplating methods for
freeing our vehicle asto trading insults, we might find ameans of departing thiswilderness,” Crease
observed darkly.

Ashwood shifted uncomfortably on the couch. She was used to afirm work chair, and the oversiuffed
relic was cramping her backside. "What timeisit?' "Twenty minutes 'til seven." Carter was squinting
through the backdrop. "No reason to assume they won't start ontime." "When are you plannin’ on
making your entrance?"

He checked the purloined script. "There's ahdfway logica opening here, just after they return from the
mid-bresk commercias.”

She nodded. ™Y ou're gonna have to give the performance of your life." "I know." He returned his
attention to the crack in the backdrop. "Actudly I'm kind of looking forward toit. At least I'll be doing
some-

thing seriousfor achange.”

Fewick leaned back in the reclining chair in the control booth, stroking the cat curled in hislap asthe
director called for quiet, preparatory to beginning the evening broadcast. "We've come quite aways,
Moe." Hisfingers scratiched beneath the anima's chin and the big orange tom purred approvingly.
"Perhagps
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when we commence stage two of this operation and our Contisuyun friends enable me to take control of
the great museums of Europe, Murn and Pater will finaly acknowledge my presence. Asdisdainful as
they have been of my fieldwork, | should think they would find a switch to administration most gretifying.
"Think of it! 1, Bruton Fewick, in control of the destinies of the world's grestest museums. Therewill be
some changes made, | promise you that. After the emphasesin thefield of archaeology are appropriately
atered to suit my theories, | shall branch out. Into art perhaps, and then science. The world will bea
better place for theirresstible intrusions of Bruton Fewick. Y ou think so too, don't you, Moe?"

The tom glanced lazily back up at him, its expression inscrutable as Pucahuaman and Apu Tupaentered
the booth. From there they could watch and comment on the show in sound-shielded comfort. The
Scottish and English technicians busy at their consolesignored the three men and concentrated on doing
their jobs. Broadcasting live televison viasatdllite was no task for the lazy or indifferent.

In another room in another building nearby, Contisuyun technicians would receive the audio and visud
from the studio. After adjusting the levels, they would feed the composite signd through some peculiar
and degantly sinister gpparatus of their own devising before shooting it up to the Eurosat 11 for
distribution to sets and stations across Grest Britain and the Continent. Two armed Contisuyun soldiers
flanked the only entry door. Once transmission of the show began, no one would be alowed to leave or
enter.

Theloca technical people did not question the unusua procedure. Their job was to record and transmit
the show to achosen degtination, and if that destination happened to be the building next door instead of
a

recording studio or loca station, that was none of their business so long as the Bank of Scotland
continued to cash their checks.

Pucahuaman barely glanced up when the director called for action and the opening title of the show
gppeared on the monitorsin the booth. "This night will live forever in the memories of my people.
Tomorrow the greet footba | game between the Spaniards and the English will dissolveinto rioting and
chaos, the culmination of &l our careful work and preparations. As people throughout Europe watch it
happen, the anti Spanish feding we have ingtigated will spread, pitting former alies againgt one another
and plunging governmentsinto criss. Therewill be calsfor punishment and for sanctions. And every
week, every Thursday night at seven o'clock, Day Becomes Tomorrow will be there to provide subtle
suggestions and offer dy advice on what future course of action the citizens of Europe should take."
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"After we have revenged our ancestors,” Apu Tupaadded, "we will move to influence the outcome of
electionsin specific countries, promoting those candidates whaose policies please us and decrying those
whose do not. It will be the beginning of the new empire. Eventudly we will rulethis planet asit should be
ruled: from the navel of the world. From Cuzco." "And everyone will haveto drink IncaColatwicea
day, and vigt their loca Incamorld once amonth,” Fewick reminded them merrily. "Remember your
promiseto the Ferndndez brothers.” "Wewill not forget." Pucahuaman turned his gaze downward,
toward the production that was getting underway. "'l would not have thought this possible wereit not for
the assurances of the small woman Ho that thisworld of our ancestors can be controlled completely
through thistelevison. " "I never cared much for the medium mysdlf,” Fewick told him. "And aslong asit
does not interfere with my work | do not care what you do with the world." He smiled down &t his cat.
"What do you think, Moe? Should we let our friends take over the world? Y ou don't care aslong as
they don't interfere with the internationd flow of cat food, do you? | thought not." Together with Apu
Tupaand the genera, he leaned back to enjoy the show. "What is the problem now?" A tired Crease
peered out the open rear

door of the delivery van. Machaand Grinsaw clustered curioudy near hiscilia

Igor had parked by the side of the road and crawled under the truck. He wiped sweat and dirt from his
face. "Thisvehiclewerented isn't new. | am afraid the rear axleisbroken." "What does this mean?" "It
means,” said Igor as he did back out on hisbackside, "that it will no longer go.” "How long will it take
you to effect repairs?’

The guide stood, brushing at hisdirty clothes. Macha seemed to be eyeing him accusingly. "I can't fix this.
It would take days and the ser-

vices of afully equipped garage." He checked hiswatch. "It would not matter if | could fix it. We do not
need atruck now; we need amuch faster means of transportation.” "Thisisabit of amess, what?' Tree
sounded discouraged.

Igor strode out into the empty road. "We will haveto try and flag someone down, take his car if
necessary.” "Isthat aform of sublimina influence?' ™Y ou might say that. If | am not stopped for speeding
wejust might get tothesudiointime.”
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Thefirg car to come roaring toward them nearly hit the wildly gestic- ulating guide, swerving to go
around him &t the last possible instant. Upon observing this encounter the three Boojums wordlesdy
climbed out of the van, lowering themselves to the ground with the aid of their powerful root-tentacles.
They proceeded to dign themsalves next to Igor and paralld to the pavement, each extending atentacle
outward in quaint mimicry of the guide's thumbs-up posture. "What are you doing? Y ou are not
supposed to reved yoursalves, remember?’ "We have relied too much on you dready,” Crease informed
him. " The technique does not appear complicated yet you have failed to make it work; therefore we fed
compelled to attempt it ourselves."

Igor'slipstightened into athin line. " Suit yourselves, but | do not think it will obtain trangport for usany
fedter.”

He broke off as the whine of an approaching vehicle sounded from behind the next hill. The rugose
beingsimitating his gesture showed no

inclination to return to theinterior of the van. With asigh he turned to face the unwary oncoming motori<t,
despairing of inducing anyone to stop anytime soon.



XIX

CARTER had chosen an unimportant expository moment near the beginning of the third act to make his
entrance. According to the script there would be only two performers on stage a the time and if he was
lucky hewould be able to take over before they redlized what was happening. It seemed the most natural
placein the story for a stranger to put in an unexpected appearance and he'd prepared his
improvisationd did ogue accordingly.

Much depended on whether his sartled fellow actors would react professiondly or smply panic. He was
relying on theimmediacy of live TV to keep themin line, but there was no guarantee. Therefore he
planned to say as much as he could as quickly as possible.

Asthe show progressed he saw Pucahuaman, Apu Tupa, and Fewick leave the control booth. Bored, no
doubt, or intent on other business. Excitement stirred within him. Without anyone on the set to recognize
him he might be able to talk until the next commercid before studio security personnel reacted.

Odd that dl histraining as an actor had led him findly to arole fraught with far more meaning than any
he'd ever envisioned. He was about to give the most important performance of hislife and he doubted it
would last more than afew minutes.

It might also be hislast performance. ™Y ou ready, good-lookin?* Ashwood was a comforting, maternal
presence nearby. Wdll, not entirely maternal, he reminded himsdlf. "1 just want you to know that no
matter how thisturns out, you got more guts than anybody | ever knew." "Y ou'rejust saying that to
bolster my nerve" "It'sworkin', an't it?" She grinned at him.

He rose and made hisway to the edge of the backdrop, easing it forward just enough to let him dip past
at the critica moment. Their hiding place lay to the right of the stage and no one was looking in that
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direction. No doubt the Boojums had aready taken control of the uplink facilities and were patiently
awaiting his appearance. " Serioudy, Jason, it's been my pleasure to have made your acquai ntance.
Maybe Security'll just stunyou. | couldn't tdll if the guards we saw

earlier were packin' guns or those funny-lookin' tubes. I'd fed alot more comfortableif thiswas a bank
you werefixin' to break into. Then I'd know for sure.”

He had to amile. "Getting nogtalgic?' "Only for a.38." According to the script aquick change of setswas
scheduled for the commercia break between the second and third acts. Astechnicians swarmed over the
stage positioning scenery and props, he hoped to mix with them without being noticed, thereby putting
himself in pogition to step before the cameras right on cue.

He was surprised how relaxed he was, how prepared he felt. What he was about to attempt wasn't
unlike live theater, one of hisenduring loves for which he was never chosen. Well, thistime hed gone
ahead and cast himsdlf, and nobody was going to fire him until hed ddivered hislines.

Of course as Ashwood had so succinctly pointed out, they could till fireat him. "So you see,” the young
actress not twenty feet from where hewas

gtanding was declaiming melodramatically, "how that Spanish corporation has nearly ruined us, despite all
we have done for them, despite my father having given hislifefor the good of the company.” She turned
away from the matronly woman who was playing opposite her. "Because of that, because of them, now |
won't be able to marry Edward." She began to sob. "I am so sorry, my dear.” The older actresswalked
to her mark behind awriting desk and picked up the letter opener lying there. "If only your brother Jack
were here. He would know what to do about these lying cowards. But unfortunately he-" "Theresno
need to panic, Aunt Dora," indgsted the tall, self-possessed actor who strode out onto the stage. He had
the presence of, if not an

Olivier, at least aHoffman. "l was able to change my travel plans at the last minute. Now I'm here where
| belong, ready to help my family.”

Both actresses ggped at him. In the context of the Sory line, their astonishment and surprise seemed
perfectly naturd.

The older woman started to turn to the director for an explanation, redized that everything she was doing
was going out live, and to her everlasting credit and Carter's undying delight managed to stutter without
breaking character, "I . . . | beg your pardon?'

Asif held rehearsed it al week Carter strode across the set and settled
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into achair opposite the two women. "I canceled my flight. Just made it back from the airport.” He stared
graight into the actresss eyes and said with agrin, Y ou didn't expect me, did you?'

The two women exchanged alook. Then the younger smiled at the older. They'd been told how
important tonight's show was. Obvioudy thiswasthe old actors gag of throwing aringer into the
productioninan

attempt to rattle them. Always good for afew laughs. The expression on

this new guy'sface as much as confirmed their suspicions. Well, it hadn't quite worked. They werein on
it now and they'd play dong until the next break.

Which waswhat Carter had been counting on dl dong. He stayed perfectly in character asthe girl's
older brother, his dialogue based on what held been able to divine from his hasty examination of the
evening's script. It was laced with plenty of pro-Spanish sentiment, designed to mesh smoothly with the
Boojums manipulation of the Contisuyuns mind machinery. "It turns out that the Spanish government
corporation wasn9t responsible for your father's desth after dl," Carter declared encouragingly. "It
wasn't?' said the younger actress with becoming sincerity. "Not at dl. It'sthe fault of those you thought
were your friendsal aong, those strange Contisuyuns. | found out that they've been manipulating you and
Aunt Doraand everyone ese while trying to blame the Spaniards for nonexistent misdeeds. They're
attempting to sow dissent and discord across Europe by stirring up unfounded hatred against the Spanish
populace. It'sall part of aplot to gain revenge against people long dead.”

At any moment he expected to hear the director scream "Cut!" or security men to pile on stage in spite of
the running camerasto drag him away, so he was more than alittle nonplussed by the continuing calm.
Fortunately he had enough presence of mind to keep talking.

From where he was sitting he couldn't see the pandemonium which had engulfed the control booth, nor
did any noise reach him from inside the soundproof enclosure. It turned out that having gotten Act 111
suc-

cessfully underway, the director had |eft to take aleak, leaving matters of direction in the hands of his
capable but presently very bewildered assistant.

That worthy saw no reason to intervene. Everyone on the set including the unidentified actor seemed to
know what they were doing, so who was he to break into alive broadcast? Or to think of it another way,
where production was concerned, if it didn't look broke, don't try and fix it.

Obvioudy there had been alast-minute script change on which he hadn't been consulted. Being digtinctly
peeved hardly congtituted suffi-
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cient reason to interfere. What € se could you expect on a production where peculiar-loo@ng Indians,
imperiousfat men, and a peripatetic Vietnamese-Americ@n reporter kept wandering freely on and off
the set? In afew minutes tbey would bresk for ascheduled commercia and no doubt it al would tie
explained to him then.

Meanwhile he sat back, did his best to ook unconcerned, and enjoyed the performance. Those
technicians on the set who looked to the assistant director for edificatiOn saw aman completely in
control of himself and hiswork. They could do no less. The cameras and microphones continued to
record.

Carter rambled ca, enjoying himsalf now and wondering if Ashwood was slently gpplauding from her
hiding place behind the backdrop. No doubt this continent-wide exposure would help his career, if he
didn't end up shot. He knew he was ddlivering a memorable performance.

Once as he was taming he got agood look at the frantically gesticulating technicians up in the control
booth. A moment later the booth door burst inward to admit the recently departed Pucahuaman, Apu
Tupa, and Bruton fewick complete with tomcat. While the Contisuyuns ranted wildly at the technica
director Fewick turned to starein disbelief down at the stage. Carter imagined the renegade
archaeologist's state of mind and found the vision pleasing.

Meanwhile no olie took any action to interrupt the broadcast. Uchak was just awakening to what was
happening. With everything going as planned he had once again alowed himsdf to relax completdy and
asaresult it seemed that once again he was to be denied. His fury and frustration knew no bounds as he
tried to puzzle out what had gone wrong.

He quickly redlized that rather than being technica in nature, the problem lay with the human playacters.
At the same time he was shocked to sense that a nonhuman, non-Shihararaneth intelligence was at work
nearby, with the result that his design was not merely in the process of being atered but shattered, dl
because he had for a second time alowed overconfidence to gain sway over him.

A hasty eva uation suggested that the damage to his design might be beyond repair. For dl his abilities,
the one thing Uchak could not ma-

nipulate was time, rio matter how angrily he scratched and clawed at it in hisrepeated atteml1ptsto get a
grip on the dippery concept.

Seaing hisintricate and carefully wrought plans being methodically demolished before liis very eyes not
by some higher intelligence, not by a

Monitor, but by as;ingle low-level human was more than he could stand. Nor could he influence the
humans around him to repair the damage, as
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he had in the past. Their reaction times were too dow, their manipulative abilitiesfar too limited.
Hisrigorous sdf-control vanished in the redization that if he didn't do something right then, that ingtant, all
he had worked for would be lost.

Heleaped. A circular smooth-edged four-foot-wide hole appeared in the thick glass of the control

booth, perfectly delinesting the diameter of the vortex generated by the Renegade's passing. The
technician nearest the aperture swore as she raised both hands to protect her face from flying glass that
did not meteridize.

Carter turned as the younger actress playing opposite him screamed and stumbled backward. Pure
undiluted hatred in the form of abulbous silvery teardrop had exploded out of the control booth,
expanding asit arced toward him. Claws of fluid stainless sted reached like chrome putty for hisface,
directed by seething eyesthe color of molten sulfur.

Redizing indtinctively that if it touched him he would shrivel up and perish asquickly asashfroma
cremated newspaper, hetried to duck. He was dimly aware of people around him yelling.

Something hit him in the ribs with the force of avelvet hammer, lifting him completely off the sage and
smashing him to hisright. He dammed into the false wall of the drawing room set, cracking wood,
plaster, and possibly arib or two. Tumbling to the floor, he rolled over once and lay till, dazedly trying
to catch his breath.

At the sametime herealized that it was not the hellish teardrop which had struck him.

Revdationl Even asthey exulted, the Monitors sensed the danger. Infinaly re-

vedling histrue sef the Renegade had committed afata error. Thus exposed he could for the first time be
confronted and deglt withon a

physicd levd.

Although the distance involved was dight, there was no time to rgjoice in the discovery. Reaching the
same conclusion independently and simultaneoudly, O'la and her companion chose the shortest dipline
through redity and jumped, transforming themsalvesinto two long streams of tightly organized particles
ableto speed down ashort, twisting exigtentid plane between the myriad of friction-inducing molecules
which would otherwise have stood in their way. O'ld chose adightly different path in order to try to save
the human whose continued intercession had been so valuable, while her companion moved to deflect the
Renegade's attack.

They knew it would be close. Not that it mattered in the scheme of thingsif one lone human died.
Negation of the Renegade and his intentions was what was important. But she respected each sentient in
her
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charge and had grown fond of thisonein particular. It was worth the effort to her to try and save him.

In nanoseconds they cod esced inside the studio, O'ld striking Jason Carter and shunting him to one side
as gently as she could, her fellow Monitor interspersing himsdlf between the human and the onrushing
Renegade.

A tremendous clap of thunder rolled across the set, accompanied by a

brilliant flash of light. The concussion shattered what glass remained in the control booth, bent equipment
and burst cameralenses, knocked technicians, crew, and performersto the floor, cut the transmission,
and momentarily deafened everyone indgde the building.

Intheair ten feet above the sat, two gleaming metdlic wraiths twisted and coiled violently about one
another. Successive thunderclaps and rings of glowing light emanated from the sizzling, spherica rainbow
which enveloped them. Carter done wasin position to see athird stream of silver hover momentarily
above his prone form before turning to smash itsway into the fiery bubble overhead.

Suddenly the Renegade found himsdlf fighting no longer to destroy but smply to bresk free. All had
happened in an ingtant: anger, decision, attack. The redlization that hed made amistake. The Monitors
had been waiting patiently for just that. Now they had him and would not let go.

They were strong, but he was stronger. Rage lent energy to his efforts. He would bresk free or disbond
them in the attempt, then resume his disruptive efforts, even if he had to begin dl over again with a
different scheme sewhere.

The Monitors were tenacious. He had never expected to have to do battle with more than one of them at
atime and the effort required was

physcaly taxing.

No one had to give the technicians and crew orders to abandon the studio. Hands covering their
outraged ears as they blinked at the bursts of light, they fled the s&t, running and stumbling toward the
exits.

Somehow Marjorie Ashwood got Carter upright and helped the numbed actor stagger through the
quivering building. Outside, they spotted Igor and the three diens milling about in the parking lot and
hurried to join them. "We left when the transmission was cut,” announced Shorty silently. "We heard the
explosons. What is hgppening?' Heeing techniciansignored them, wholly intent on reaching a place of
safety. Those who glanced in their direction doubtless thought of actorsin costume.

Carter was able now to stand on his own, for which the exhausted Ashwood was more than alittle
grateful. "Something came out of the control booth. Something like nothing
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you've ever seen. | fdt surethat it wanted to kill me." He coughed, one hand going to his bruised ribs.
"Something alot like it pushed me aside and then two of whatever they are st to struggling with thefirst.”
Helooked back at the studio complex, which continued to shudder from the force of escaating interna
concussons. "Asfar asl know they're il in there, fighting.”

Crease regarded the trembling structure. "It can be nothing other than asnark. A phenomenon | believe
we discussed with Mr. Dodgson but which confused him greetly. | think he thought we were referring to
oursaves. Quite absurd. A snark ismost definitely not aBoojum.” "Then what the hell isit?" Ashwood
asked, shuddering dightly. "I saw the damn things, but | don't believe 'em.” "To encounter oneisrare and
adwaysterrifying," Treeinformed them. "Sometimesthey are benign, sometimes deadly. They area
life-form, if indeed it isalife-form they are and not anatura force, that is most rare and wondrous. We
do not even know if they are fashioned of matter aswe understand it. " The few verified reports of
encounters come from different worlds, suggesting that they are either agdactic phenomenon or dse able
to travel between widely scattered systems by means unimaginable to us. Asyou see, we know very little
about them. According to your description, something has drawn not one but three of them here. Most
extraordinary.” "I know onething." They dl looked at Carter, who was gazing back at the building. "One
of them just saved my life." "Their motives are capricious and incomprehensible. We are not even sureif
their movements are guided by ingtinct, sentience, or randomness. Consder yoursdf privileged to have
observed such a phenomenon.” "Y ou observe 'em.” Ashwood brushed at her jeans. "Me, I'll wait for the
movie"

Sound deafened them (another explosion or a scream? Carter wondered) and everyone turned back
toward the building. The roof and wallswere collgpsing inward, imploding, subsumed in brilliantly

colored light pierced through with flailing silver cables. Other flickering hues ran dong the cables asiif they
were giant fiber optics, only to burst from the waving tips aslambent balls of fading flame. Each time one
of the lightning-like spheres shot into the air, aminiature sonic boom would roll outward from the
disintegrating structure to rattle the spectators assembled in the parking lot. Flames began to lick upward,
feeding on the crumbling complex.

A moment later something within blew up with the force of afully loaded bomber smashing head-on into
amountaingde, vomiting the sted
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roof skyward and showering the dazed onlookers with glass dag and lumps of molten meta. A piece of
video cameralanded near Carter's feet, the tough housing reduced to aglob of plastic taffy. Ashwood
was one of several people knocked off their feet. It was histurn to help her erect. "What the hell was
that?" Shakily she joined the othersin staring at the remains of the studio. The entire complex had been
reduced to un-

savageable rubble, flattened asthoroughly asif by atactical nuclear wegpon. " So much for the
Contisuyuns mind-manipulating machinery." Carter looked over a the Boojums, who were only dightly
less mydtified than the humans. "L ook, everybody around hereis pretty wasted right now, but that won't
last forever. Nobody's questioned your presence yet. If you still want to preserve your anonymity you
ought to get back in the van.19 "Jolly good idea." Crease pivoted on multiplecilia

Ashwood came up short near the back doors, frowning at the crum-

pled roof. "What happened to y'dl? Y ou run into another snark out there?’

Igor lowered hiseyes. "Not exactly. A railroad bridge. Y ou did not know, but we were almost too | ate.
We were stuck out in the countryside somewhere. | was thinking that we could not possibly get herein
time when the most amazing thing happened. Anindustrid lifting copter flying past noticed the accident
and stopped to seeif they could be of assistance. Incagold did the rest and, after making temporary
repairsto our broken axle, the crew transported us and the van here without ever setting eyes on the
Boojums, who remained inside. "I did not even haveto lieto the guard at the entrance to the parking lot.
When he saw the copter set us down and the Boojums climb out the back he sensed ingtinctively that we
had something to do with the show. He never questioned me about our means of arrival. "Onceinsde the
complex our friends dedlt easily with any who got too curious. They immobilized the guards and
technicians at the uplink facility in the same fashion." Heraised his eyesto Carter'sface. "By thetimewe
arrived you were aready on the set, performing.”

Carter gawked at him. "Y ou mean | went out there and exposed mysdlf and you weren't even in control
yet?' The guide nodded as the Boojums climbed into the back of the van. "'l could've been killed, for
nothing!" "Ah, these humans." Shorty leaned out to help Tree up beside him. "Thelr powers of perception
never cease to amaze me."

Something in the front seat meowed plaintively and Carter walked around the van to open the door.
Machaleaped out into hisarms. Ashe
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caressed her Grinsaw hopped out, walked with great dignity to the rear of the vehicle, and jumped in the
back to rgjoin his Boojums. "Poor thing." Carter spoke soothingly as he siroked her behind the ears. "Bet
all this noise and confusion has you scared to death. Well, it'sal over now. When we get back to L.A.
I'm gonnabuy you the biggest scratching post you ever saw and feed you nothing but gourmet cat food
from Gelsen's.” Gently he placed her on the seat next to him.

Cars continued to screech out the entrance as fleeing cast and crew burned rubber in their haste to
escape. One nearly ran smack into a pumper truck coming the other way asthe first representatives of
Greater Edinburgh'sfire department began to arrive, the workers at the nearby plastics plant having
sounded the darm. " So the only way y'dl could've made it herein timeto be of any use

was by helicopter, an' one just showed up?' Ashwood |ooked dubious as

Igor nodded. " Sounds like ahdlluva coincidence to me." "Sometimesit is best not to question al things,”
Tree pontificated. "To the best of our knowledge, coincidence does not flout natura law." "What | don't
understand,” Carter said pensively, "iswhy this snark thing would want to attack me. And why then?
Weasit after the same thing as the Contisuyuns? Or wasit just another crazy coincidence?' "Onewould
haveto inquire of the snark." Shorty was staring at the burning building, observing the locdl fire
department in action. "They have been suspected of interfering in sentient affairs, though asin everything
elseinvolving them nothing has been proven for certain.” "I wonder if everyone got out," Ashwood was
saying. "Not just thelocals, but Fewick and Da Rimini and the Contisuyuns.” "I'm sure Trang Ho did,”
Carter commented. "People like that dways survive, so they can make the lives of the less fortunate
miserable. That'sanatural law." "It does not matter." Crease emanated assurance. "With their equipment
destroyed the Contisuyuns can never again influence large masses

of your population, nor can the onesisolated here ever return to their world to mount another attack.

Y ou need no longer fear that what little stability and maturity you have managed to achieve will be
disturbed by externd forces."

O'ld and the Monitor who had arrived to reinforce her were reasonably pleased with their efforts. By
revedling histrue nature the Renegade had given them no choice but to likewise expose themselvesin
order to ded with him. Y et conditions had been sufficiently chaotic at the critica moment that she was
confident no record of their materiaization had been made. Nor were the few frightened humanswho
had witrimed the climactic confrontation likely to persuade others of their kind of what
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they had seen. Knowing her human charges asintimately as she did, she was convinced that the brief
redlization of the Monitorswould soon be forgotten.

It had been close. The Renegade had demonstrated incredible, unprecedented strength. She could never
have defeated him aone. Even the combined exertions of her colleague and hersaf had barely been equal
to the task. Only their unexpected appearance had enabled them to seize an initia advantage and hold it
to theend.

The Renegade il lived. Seeing that he was about to be overwhelmed he had expended atitanic burst of
energy in breaking free of the Monitors grasp and fleeing via the tenuous, dffficult-to-negotiate places
that curled and tunneled between interstellar mass. Both Monitors had elected not to follow. The
Renegade had been defeated in hisaims and wounded in his bonding. He should not reemerge to trouble
any evolving speciesfor sometimeto come.

The three humans joined the two catsin the front of the van and Igor eased them out of the parking lot.
Those of the cast and crew who'd wanted to had aready fled, but there was till aline of arriving,
srenblaring municipal vehiclesto avoid, Once clear of theindugtrid park their guide took the road that
led toward the city.

A diding window gave those in the cab access to the van's cargo bay. Carter spoke hesitantly.

Tow did | do?Didwedoit?" 'lIt wasajolly good effort, young human. Jolly good!" He recognized
Creasgsturn of mind. "Of course we will not know for certain if our efforts were successful until your
newspeopl e broadcast from Spain tomorrow, but | am of the opinion that we had ampletimeto
counteract the effects of the Contisuyuns sublimina propaganda. There should be no riot, and without a
dose of regular weekly reinforcement on the televison, what irrationa anti-Spanish feding persists should
fade rgpidly from the collective European consciousness.”

Carter dlowed himsdf to rdax. "What now?' "We drive to our current residence to gather your baggage
and erase any traces of our presence here, whereupon you may convey us to the continent you refer to
as South America. Upon our return to Paititi we will remove dl traces of the transmitter there, reboard
our vessdl, and depart your world, leaving it to evolve naturdly, in its own way and its own time, without
any further outside interference. "Contisuyu will do likewise, memoridizing their lost expedition asa

sad but forgettable incident in their own history." "What about that snark thing? What if it comes back?"
"The thresat to the stability of your society was mounted by the Con-
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tisuyuns,” Tree assured him. "That has now been dedlt with. The snark’s presence we cannot explain, but
persondly | think you worry overmuch. Thereisno point to doing so because one cannot affect asnark's
actions anyway. One might aswell waste time worrying about tripping over asingularity.” "What about
the Contisuyuns like Apu Tupa and Pucahuaman who are stuck here?' Ashwood wanted to know.
"What happensto them now?" "I venture to say that they will either integrate themselvesinto your society
or belocked away asinsane. In any casethey no longer condtitute adanger.” "They till have the use of
the treasure at Nazca and Paititi,11 she pointed out. "On our world, treasureis power."

Crease thrust aroot-tentacle through the opening and waved it about by way of emphasis. "A small
matter which we are prepared to ded with. Our ship is equipped with a compact but very powerful
device with which wewill methodically reduce to dust any evidence of advanced technology such asthe
inoperative trangmitters and the fish-filled trangport vessdls of the Contisuyuns, together with the treasure.
Wewill then utilize it to collapse the caverns, burying them forever beneath tons of solid stone. Asthat
part of your planet istectonically active, saverd smal, highly localized 'earthquakes should go
unremarked upon. "Both siteswill be rendered usdlessto Contisuyuns and your people dike." A
long-drawn-out mental sigh filled the van. "It will be agrest relief to leave thisworld, which ddlightsin
inventing problems where none exis.” "Will you ever come back?' Carter asked asthey changed lanesto
avoid adow-moving truck. "Will we ever see you again? Y ou could teach us so much, help us ded with
our problems.”

Crease was sympathetic but firm. "That would condtitute the same

kind of interference, albeit on amore benign leve, asthat intended by the Contisuyuns. No, you must
develop in your own way, at your own pace. For usto provide assistance would be . . . unaesthetic. Not
to mention psychologicaly damaging to the mgjority of your kind. Sorry." "Perhaps someday,” Tree
added, "you or the Contisuyuns or some

other race will reach alevel where we can interact asfriends and equals. It would be nice to have
someoneto play cardswith.” "Well makeit," Carter said confidently. "Y ou'll see. Wéll get there" "That
would be ripping, old sport. Smply ripping." Crease caressed his shoulder encouragingly. "Of course,
you'l first have to do something about this visua fungusyou cdl televison or it'll rot your brains. That
much is self-evident even to casud visitors such as ourselves.”



XX

SPAIN dominated the next day's news, topped by the finad score of the European championship game:
Barcelona 3, Liverpool 2. According to Igor, who eagerly perused the sports pages, it had been the best
championship gamein adecade, full of unrdenting action and greet plays. Rioting was mentioned only in
the context of a small-scale confrontation which had taken place outside the stadium proper and was
reported to have involved some bad padllawhaose inimica influence was of gastrointestind rather than
sublimind origin.

Asfor any lingering irrational anti-Spanish fervor, it vanished in the euphoria generated by the
determined, gutsy performance of the Spanish nationa team and itsinjured goakeeper. Therest of
Europe applauded the Spaniards excellence. . . with the exception of certain parts of England, which
hed lost.

The primetime evening news also had a piece on the destruction by mysterious explosion and fire of the
old McCarie film studio complex south of Edinburgh. There were pictures, reports from still dazed
eyewitnesses, reassuring pontificating by the police and fire chiefs, reminiscences by actorswho had
worked there during the studio's cinematic heyday, and clips from the films and television showswhich
had been produced at the site.

The report concluded with a somewhat jumbled interview with the studio's owners, the Femdndez
brothers of Peru. They announced that since the complex had been insured, they expected to suffer no
ggnificant financia loss. They werein fact philosophica about the damage and enthusiastic about
returning home. Having been bitten by the entertainment bug they intended to build anew studio of their
own for film and televison production on the outskirts of the city of Miraflores. Based on

the success of their telenovela Day Becomes Tomorrow they foresaw no

difficulty in rasing the necessary financing.

Upon conclusion of the brief interview the Scottish commentator ven-
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tured a snide aside about novices who enter the entertainment industry with delusions of grandeur. He
then segued smoothly into astory about aberserk grandmum who was presently holding her landlord's
family a gunpoint in Berkshire, demanding that she be alowed to keep her pedigreed Pekinesein her
one-bedroom flat no matter how much he do-dooed on the owner's front stoop. "Maybe," said Igor with
adight smile, "the Ferndndez brothers can introduce the Contisuyuns to the delights of the soft-drink
Ashwood lounged on the cottage couch. "1 think folks like Pucahuaman and Apu Tupawill manageto
take care of themsalves." "They're adaptable.” Carter was watching Grinsaw and Macha chase each
other around the living room. " They've demondtrated thet aready. If nothing elsethey can go into the
antiquitiesracket. They must know wherealot of stuff in Peruisburied.” Heturned to the guide. "If you
think you can see our friends safely back to their ship by yoursdlf, Igor, Marjorie and | would sure
appreciate it. Weve had about enough traipsing around and this saving-the-world stuff isdamn tiring. |
want to spend aweek at La Costa and then get back to work."

The diminutive Peruvian amiled. "By al means, go back to the States. | will take care of thingsand
perhaps someday | will vist you there.”

Shorty did apair of root-tentacles around Carter's shoulders. "We have great hopesfor you chaps. Left
to yoursaves| think you will mature, aswill the Contisuyuns on their own world.”

They parted at the airport. Carter and Ashwood headed first-classto Los Angeleswhile Igor and his
Boojum "cargo” boarded achartered jet for the long flight back to Peru. Igor refused to leave until held
extracted a promise from hisfriendsto return to his beloved Man6 someday so that he could givethem a
proper tour of itsunmatched animal and plant life, his naturdist's commentary undisturbed by interstellar
digractions.

Manaus was fascinating, but the little Spanish that Car-ter had picked up during his previoustravelsdid
him no good in the only country in South Americawhere the officia language was Portuguese.
Hewasrelaxing in his cabana, listening to the hypnotic hum of the cealling fanswhile waiting for theiced
tropical drink he'd ordered from room serviceto arrive. They'd just wrapped find location shooting on
Death Dedlers of the Amazon except for aday of background shots to be taken around the city, and he
was luxuriating in the completion of acrummy job well done. Maybe he wasn't doing Henry 1V, but he
was learning to live with the compensations.

The script had actudly been lessilliterate than the mgjority of itsilk, with afew linesanorma adult human
being wouldn't be embarrassed to
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be seen uttering in public. And Marjorie Ashwood had been there to lend a sympathetic ear to his
complaints. Asthe nomind star of the tropical opus held used hisleverage to get her hired on as head of
wardrobe. Since both the male and femal e leads were caled upon to perform largely in various states of
undress, the picture was practically avacation for her. Y ou're just gonna have to get used to bein'
young, rich, famous, and handsome," shetold him. "And if you hang in there, maybe by thetime you're
old and wrinkled you'll start gettin' some respect from your peers. . .not to mention al those nicejuicy
character roles. "Just remember that Gable oncetried to play the premier of Ireland, complete with
accent, and that it nearly destroyed his career.”

There was aknock and he rose to open the door. When he saw who was standing in the porta he
amost dammed it shut. Only the sheer overpowering beauty of hisvisitor prevented him from doing o.
"Don' look so shocked.” Francesca da Rimini's smile was as wide and beautiful asthe Amazon River
itself. There was no hint of hotility in her tone, no threat in her manner. "It's not like we don' know each
other.” "Yes, do let uscomein,” said the man standing next to her. Bruton Fewick wore Carrera
sunglasses, whitetropical Itdian slks, and amildly outrageous straw fedora. The familiar shape of abig
orange tomcat pressed againgt hisleft ankle.

Carter ignored him, as any man would, in favor of Da Rimini. The rough-hewn giantess of Cuzco had
been transformed into a pillar of feminine magnificence, across between acontemporary sex kitten and a
Scavullo modd. Unableto resist, he stepped aside and followed her with his eyes as she took a seat on
the rattan couch, crossing her legswith frictionless precision. Fewick flopped down in anearby chair
while Moe st to exploring the room.

"I've dways said that the only drawback to the tropicsisthe heat." Carter's old nemesis wiped swesat
from hisforehead. "Well, aren't you going to offer us something to drink?' "Theres a pitcher on the way
and | think therere extraglassesin the cupboard." He blinked at Da Rimini. "What are you two doing
here?| don't understand.” " Then you are in good company, my friend, because there are many thingswe
do not understand oursalves. Asfor example how you managed to dip into the sudio in Edinburgh and
successfully undo in afew minutes what the Contisuyuns had been working on for months.”

Carter glanced warily toward the door. " Speaking of the Contisuyuns, where are they?"
Fewick'sfingersfluttered indifferently in the cabanas cooled air. "In Peru. Most of them went to work for
the Ferndndez brothers.”
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"| thought that's where you'd be too, digging up every tomb in the country.”

Fewick sighed deeply. "Do you redlly think that after everything that's happened | could be satisfied with
areturn to aprofesson as dull and desiccated as archaeology?' "I thought you loved it." "Nonsense! It's
boring, dirty work. | only went into it because | thought it might make my parents respect me." He made
aface. "Though it sometimes till strikes me strange how soon after our failed enterprisein Scotland | lost
al desireto pursue my research any further. Be assured that | am much happier now, not to mention
more pleasant to be around. | had not redlized how single-mindedly | had been driven by an ambition |
barely understood.”

Thedrinks arrived. Carter Sgned the chit, passed out glasses, and poured for hisvistors. He was not
quite ready yet to think of them as guests. "So what have you been doing since?' he asked
conversationaly. "It was most unexpected.” Fewick sipped at his glass, looking content. "After the greet,
abeit abbreviated commercia success of Day Becomes Tomorrow | found myself, as executive
producer, inundated with offersto produce other programs.” "But you've got no previous experiencein
thetelevison business." " Apparently that is not anecessary qudification." Fewick smiled broadly. "After
considering these many onerous proposals, most of which begged us to spend obscene quantities of
other peopl€'s money at our discretion, dear Francescaand | decided to form a production com-

pany to develop projects which she would star in and | would produce.” He ran afinger around the rim
of hisglass. "I had never considered the advantages of a career in show business. For onething, | can
now act like the bastard | have always been, the difference being that in my new professon | am openly
admired for it. Nor isit important that | am overweight and physicaly unattractive. All that mattersis
where | park and a what tables| Sit in certain restaurants. The parallelswith the ancient hierarchical
structures | used to study are quite striking. For example, | have found some of the similarities between
the socid structurein Hollywood and that of ancient Assyriamost enlightening.”

Carter downed haf hisglass. "What about pleasing and impressing your parents?’ "Oh, them." Fewick
sniffed disdainfully. "Their goprova isno longer vitd to my sdf-esteem. Asthere are more
psychotherapists and psychiatrists per square milein Beverly Hills than anywhere else on the planet, |
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have been ableto avail mysdf of excellent professond help. | no longer

care whether Mum and Pater approve of my life-style or not. They areno

longer what is happening. "Actudly they consider Hollywood to be a step down from archaeology. |
expect thair attitudes to change when they see how much money | am making.”

Carter stared at Fewick for along moment, then turned to Da Rimini. "What about you? What about all
the injustices you told me you wanted to right, the embarrassments you've suffered al your life, the anger
and frudtrations that built up inside you as you matured?"' "Oh, those." She Sipped ddlicately &t her drink.
"A condo in Los Angeles, apied-A-terrein Manhattan, and ahome in Miraflores have taken away much
of theanger. It is so won'erful when so many peopleon

the street recognize me from Day Becomes Tomorrow. Y ou should know, querido. Besides, I've spent
my wholelife actin'. Isbetter to doit for a

living than for some cheap revenge thing." She regarded him out of haflidded eyes. Y ou been doin’
pretty good from it yourself.” "Which brings usto the reason for our vigt." Fewick shifted in his seet, the
rattan squeaking beneath his silk-encased bulk. "All of your films have been successful. Y ou are, asthe
filmlingo says, adraw. So wewould like for you to work for us."

Carter could no more than gape. "For apercentage of thenet . . . well, gross, if you ingst. Points, upfront
money, other participatory perks. The usua star treatment. | have taken the time to study your filmsin
detail and asaresult | have boundless confidencein your natural ability to apped to the grest
indiscriminate ticket-buying public. My people can cobble together a contract . . . provided you fed that
you can work with Francesca, here.”

Her expression switched to sultry as effortlessy as one would change didesin aprojector. "Dear Jason. |
do so hope you won' let it threaten a

promising working relationship because | once say something about |etting some ants eat you dive. I've
changed since then, though dear Bruton saysI'm till basically the same vacuous maniaca airhead | was
when you first meet me. Of course, that only hisopinion.”

Rising from the couch, she gyrated over to place her arms on his shoulders, portions of her body severa
inches closer to him than the rest of her. Fewick looked on with amused insouciance. "What do you say,
querido?' "Youll . .. haveto talk to my agent first." Carter found himsalf drowning in Francescas eyes. .
. or & least dipping into dangerous waters.
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"Mahvelous" said Fewick. "When you get back to L.A. wéll al do lunch.” "After dl," said DaRimini
huskily, "it not asif we haven' work together before. " ™Y ou wanted to kill me.”

She disengaged hersdlf, pouting. “Why mus you bring up silly old things? Everything is differen now. Y ou
aredifferen’, | am differen’, everybody differen’. Much better."

He considered. From the very first hed found DaRimini attractive. If one disregarded her homicidal
tendencies, partnering with her on aset could be alot of fun. It was dways hard for him to find an actress
he could interact with eye-to-eye. "Thisisn't atrick? Y ou're not trying to recruit me into some crazy
project to take over the world or unsettle society?" "Unsettle society?" Fewick looked nonplussed. "My
dear fellow, why would | want to do anything as absurd asthat? | am making entirely too much money
from society asit is presently congtituted. Thelast thing | would want to do is unsettleit. When people
are unsettled they don't go to the movies. "Asfor taking over the world, nothing could be further from my
mind. For onething, if | were successful | wouldn't have the faintest notion what to do withit. The
adminidrative details alone would be stressful beyond belief. My therapist would have afit. | don't want
to run the world: | merely want to own asubstantial portion of the preferred stock. No, no. | am aloyal
supporter of the present inequitable status quo.”

A bemused smilelit Carter'sface. Thiswasn't exactly how held ex-

pected things to turn out. On the other hand, it wasn't abad way for thingsto turn out, either. "Well tak,"
he said decisively. "I don't suppose you have a script in mind for our first coproduction?’ "Certainly. |
commissioned astory from one of the top namesin the science-fiction field, which | then naturaly had
rewritten theingtant | got back to Bel Air. A fine, mord, uplifting tale full of insght and human
understanding. Werregoing to cal it Technodaves of the Ginza. | am

confident it will gpped to you. Thetoy licensing potentia doneisunlimited.”

Carter Sghed resignedly. "More crap.” "Yes," Fewick admitted, "but wait until you read it. Thisis
aesthetic crap. It will make buckets of money and you get to emote like crazy as

wdll asbare your pectoras. Come now. Any roleiswhat agood actor makes of it." "Y ou don't bear any
grudgesfor what happened?’
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"Grudges are bad for business. To thisday | do not understand how | alowed mysdlf to become swept
up in such foolishness. That isnot likeme. It isamost asif | was under somekind of externa control.”
Moe hopped up into hislap and he began to stroke the cat reflexively. "More nonsense, of course. |
consider my participation in what happened to have been atemporary aberration, never to be repeated.”
Hesamiled. "My therapist saysitisal right for meto fed good. You have noideawhat ardlief that is."
Carter picked up the pitcher. "Thisis getting watery. How about | call for afresh one?' "That would be
sweet." DaRimini pursed her perfect lipsand blew him akiss.

Ashwood, Carter reflected as he reached for the house phone, was going to have a cow.



XXI

THE Renegade's patience was paying off. He had managed to delude the Monitors into thinking he had
perished during the confrontation, when in redity he had at the last possible instant dipped away viaan
unsus-

pected, dmost invisble gap in the spatid continuum.

His mind had been working furioudy ever snce. They had not found him and, not finding him, could not
hurt him. He was nothing if not resourceful. Given time he could, he would, construct anew plan of
disruption more fiendishly clever than the last. On the ruins of the old he would erect an entirely new
game, one he could not help but win.

Already the groundwork had been laid, and neither the Monitors nor the poor-smple creatures whose
welfare they were charged with protecting were aware of his ongoing ministrations. He was quite plessed
with himsdif.

Moe the cat glanced around to make certain no one was watching him before he jumped lightly from the
bal cony of the cabanato the ground below. He shook himsdlf, taking stock of his surroundings. The dley
behind the hotdl was deserted. There was nothing to observe or interfere with his exercise.

Turning to hisleft, he strolled up the broken pavement. He did not see

the other cat perched atop the telephone pole he passed benesath. I1ts eyes followed his progress.

Thenit legped. At thelast ingtant he sensed its proximity and jumped. Jumped impossibly far, farther than
was physicaly possblefor any member of the genus Felis,

Moe did not belong to the genus Felis. Jumped in fact the length of the dley, landing on the curb of the
Street it intersected. Furious beyond measure, resolving thistimeto kill or bekilled, he prepared to
retrace his path with another, far deadlier jump.

203
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Orange fur began to ripple tenebroudy, giving way to stregks of gray like shot Slver.

Hisincredible senses detected a distinctive curve in the continuum, onethat if athleticaly accessed should
bring him up and around behind his tormentor and put him in position to strike alethd blow. He smiled to
himsalf. No more hiding, no more stalking. It was time to make an end of it. He would finish the travesty .
.. how!

He jumped. Simultaneoudy afourteen-year-old boy balancing on his shoulder aradio-cassette player the
sze of asmal armored vehicle came tearing around the comer on a skateboard with the face of a crazed
bull painted on it and intersected the space continuum curve exactly at the point where the Renegade
intended to enter. From this nexus there emanated a peculiarly loud bang involving the boy, the
boombox, the skateboard, six small coinsin the boy's pocket, histhree gold fillings, something that
looked like a cat, and something that |ooked like adistorted blob of jaundiced mercury.

The boy was thrown clear across the street, where concerned passersby relievedly ascertained that his
injuries consisted only of bumps and bruises. The boombox had been reduced to a mass of melted plastic
and wiring that coated the smoking skateboard.

The odd little bang intensified asit rippled across the city of Manaus, reaching the proportions of a
rattlingly good-sized sonic boom by the time it reached the metropolitan outskirts, where it confused the
arr treffic controllers a the internationa airport no end, snce their screens showed no arcraft asbeing in
the vicinity. The source of the noise was attributed to alow-flying air force jet whose pilot had decided to
takean

unauthorized joyride over the jungle. Cursesin English and Portuguesefilled the airwaves on the
appropriate frequencies.

The cat which had leaped from the top of the telephone pole now

relaxed in the center of the dley. Sitting back on its haunchesit daintily licked clean first one paw and
then the other.

A second cat materialized and the two briefly touched noses. Then it legped; not onto aledge, not onto a
fence, not onto the empty garbage can Sitting invitingly nearby, but straight up into the air. Asit did soit
changed, legs contracting to nothingness, ears flattening, color melting from tan and whiteto slver, eyes
becoming twin pools of fire. It van-

ished, leaving in itswake aminiature echo of the earlier, much louder sonic boom.

The remaining cat turned and strolled down the dley until it stood beneath an open window. It leaped
effortlesdy through the opening to
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land on the hardwood floor insde. The room's three occupants were

laughing and chattering and did not notice the arrival.

How pleasing to see them enjoying themselves, the cat thought. Much better than otherwise. She
advanced across the floor to rub up againgt theright leg of one of the humans.

Carter looked down and a pleased smile spread across hisface. "Hi, Macha. | wondered where you'd
got to." Lifting the cat he carefully set her down in hislap, where she curled up contentedly. "I seethat
dray isgtill with you," Fewick observed. "Most remarkable.”

Carter stroked the animal's neck. "What can | say? Women find meirresistible. | suppose I'll haveto
learnto livewithit." " Such problems you have." Fewick glanced toward the open window. "l suppose
Moeisdill roaming around outsde.” He shrugged. "Hewill return when it suitshim. He can vanish into
thin air and return at the oddest times."

DaRimini nodded understandingly. "Cats are like that, though | never cared much for them mysdlf.”
441 never thought about it," Carter said. "I've aways been too busy for pets. Though if Macha's anything
to go by, I've been missing some-

thing." Ashe continued to stroke the cat's neck she twisted her head around at an impossible angleto eye
him gpprovingly.

For thefirgt timein what seemed like an eon O'ld dlowed hersdf to completely unwind. Once again they
had trapped the Renegade and once

more he had nearly escaped. After dl hiswrithing and racing through the planes of redlity, dl his scheming
and planning, in the end he had been undone by an accident, atwist of fate. It was true poetic justice that
ahuman and not aMonitor had ultimately been responsible for hisdemise.

She was glad that the unaware young human had not been serioudy injured. Her concern for her charges
had always bordered on the maternd. His appearance at the critical time and place had been providentia
and the trangposition had not proven fata to him, so there was no reason

for regrets. Nor did he have the dightest ideawhat had happened to him beyond vague memories of a
callisonwith acat.

The other Monitor had gone to rejoin his Boojums, whose devel opment he was charged with supervising.
In some ways histask was more

difficult than her own, for the forgetfully superintelligent are more awkward to monitor than the merely
undevel oped.

Begt of dl, the termination of the Renegade had been accomplished without the Shihararaneth having
been forced to reved their true nature to either human or Boojum. Things were once more as they should
be.
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She glanced up at the being called Jason Carter. Humans had their problems, and they were going to
require alot more work before they could conceivably be thought of as mature, but in their clumsy,
primitive way they were warm and agreesble creatures, and they had definite potentid. Jason Carter in
particular was a good example of hiskind. Shelowered her head to her paws.

Thework of aMonitor was ever fraught with stress. Having a pet hel ped her to relax.

It wastwelve years later that a Taiwanese fishing boat operating semilegdlly in the isolated northwest
comer of the Tuamotu Archipelago came across an unvisited idand populated entirely by South
American Indians

These ample people raised their families, fished, cultivated wild fruits, and built housesin the style of the
ancient Incas out of coral and coconut pams. They spoke Quechua and Spanish and claimed to have
once had accessto a higher civilization, but when queried they didn't pressthe point.

Norwegian scientigtsinssted that here at last was proof conclusive that the Polynesian idands had been
ettled by explorersfrom Peru. The rest of the anthropologica community said nothing of the sort, often
adding commentary of their own that was less than polite.

Asfor theidanders, who cdled themsalves Contis, they enthralled the drifting clumps of visiting scientists
with a unique Creation tale which described how they had found themsdl ves transported full-grown from
their homeland to the idands, whereupon finding their origina attire much too cumbersome they promptly
discarded it in favor of going about blissfully bare-ass.

Astime passed they built boats and, delighting in their new home, proceeded to dump al reminders of
their past into adeep ocean trough. Thus cleansed of any lingering guilt or sense of respongbility to their
former lives, they felt quite able to settle back and enjoy the ddightstheir little paradise offered them, and
would the scientists, reporters, New Age freaks, and numerous other and diverse sensation seekers now
kindly please go away and |leave them the hell done.



Author's note

MANO Nationa Park in the Madre de Dios region of eastern Peru contains what many scientists believe
to be the greatest number of species of any comparable region for its size on Earth. While the Peruvian
government has set aside this remarkable biota as a park, the same enormous

sze and lack of modem facilities which enable highly endangered species such asthe giant otter, black
caiman, and spectacled bear to survive within its borders create comparabl e problems of management
for asociety under considerable economic stress. Resources are necessarily spread thin and the danger
from poachers and minersis grest.

If you wish to contribute to the preservation of one of the world's great natural wonders, contributions
may be made to the nonprofit Friends of the Peruvian Rainforest, 668 Public Ledger Building,
Philadelphia, PA

19106.

The Mand isthe Grand Canyon of rainforests. Perhaps the greatest wonder of dl isthat it can still be
rescued from destruction and preserved intact for future generationsto enjoy. | urge dl of you who are
concerned to contribute to its survival.
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