ON THE GEM PLANET By Cordwai ner Smith

CONSI DER the horse. He clinbed up through the crevasses of a cliff of gens;
the force which drove himwas the | ove of nman.

Consider M zzer, the resort planet, where the dictator Col onel Wdder refornmed
the culture so violently that whatever had been slovenly now becane atrocious.

Consi der Cenevieve, so rich that she was the prisoner of her owm wealth, so
beautiful that she was the victimof her own beauty, so intelligent that she
knew t here was not hing, nothing to be done about her fate.

Consi der Casher O Neill, a wanderer among the planets, thirsting for justice
and yet hoping in his innernost thoughts that 'justice' was not just another
word for revenge

Consi der Pontoppi dan, that literal gemof a planet, where the people were too
rich and busy to have good food, open air or nuch fun. Al they had was
di anonds, rubies, tourmalines and eneral ds.

Add these together and you have one of the strangest stories ever told from
world to worl d.

When Casher O Neill cane to Pontoppi dan, he found that the capital city was
appropriately called Andersen

This was the second century of the Rediscovery of Man. People everywhere had

taken up ol d names, old |anguages, old custons, as fast as the robots and the
under peopl e could retrieve the data fromthe rubbish of "forgotten starl anes

or the subsurface ruins of Manhone itself.

Casher knew this very well, to his bitter cost. Re-acculturation had brought
himrevolution and exile. He came fromthe

dry, beautiful planet of Mzzer. He was hinself the nephew of the ruined
ex-rul er, Kuraf, whose collection of objectionable books had at one tinme been
unmatched in the settled gal axy; he had stood aside, half-assenting, when the
col onel s G bna and Wedder took over the planet in the name of reform he had
inplored the Instrumentality, vainly, for help when Wdder becane a tyrant;
and now he travelled anmong the stars, |ooking for nen or weapons who m ght
destroy Wedder and nmake Kaheer again the |uxurious, happy city which it once
had been.

He felt that his cause was hopel ess when he | anded on Pont oppi dan. The peopl e
were warnhearted, friendly, intelligent, but they had no notives to fight for
no weapons to fight with, no enenmies to fight against. They had little public
spirit, such as Casher O Neill had seen back on his native planet of M zzer
They were concerned about little things.

Indeed, at the time of his arrival, the Pontoppidans were wildly excited about
a horse.

A horse! Who worries about one horse? Casher O Neill hinmself said so. 'Wy

bot her about a horse? We have lots of themon Mzzer. They are four-handed

bei ngs, eightyl tines the weight of a man, with only one finger on each of the
four hands. The fingernail is very heavy and permits themto run fast. That's
why our peopl e have them for running.'

"Way run?' said the Hereditary Dictator of Pontoppidan. 'Wy run, when you can
fly? Don't you have ornithopters?



"W don't run with them' said Casher indignantly. 'W nake them run agai nst
each other and then we pay prizes to the one which runs fastest.'

"But then,' said Philip Vincent, the Hereditary Dictator, 'you get a very
illogical situation. Wen you have tried out these four-fingered beings, you
know how fast each one goes. So what? Why bot her?

H's niece interrupted. She was a fragile little thing, smaller than Casher
O Neill liked woren to be. She had clear grey eyes, well-marked eyebrows, a
very artificial coiffeur of silver-blonde hair and the nost sensitive little
mout h he had ever seen. She confornmed to the |ocal fashion by wearing sone

ki nd of powder or face cream which was flesh-pink in colour but which had
overtones of lilac. On a woman as old as twenty-two, such a coloration would
have nade the wearer |l ook |like an old hag, but on Genevieve it was pleasant,
if rather startling. It gave the effect of a happy child playing grown-up and
doing the job joyfully and well. Casher knew that it was hard to tell ages in
these off-trail planets. Genevieve mght be a grand dane in her third or
fourth rejuvenation!

He doubted it, on second gl ance. Wat she Said was sensible, young, and pert:

[ * o

"But uncle, they're animals I’
" | know that,' he runbled.
"But uncle, don't you see it?

'Stop saying "but uncle" and tell ne what you nmean,' grow ed the Dictator”
very fondly.

"Animal s are al ways uncertain.'
"OfF course,' said the uncle.

'That makes it a gane, uncle,' said CGenevieve. 'They're never sure that any
one of themwould do the sanme thing twice. |Inmagine the excitenment - the
beautiful big beings fromearth running around and around on their four niddle
fingers, the big fingernails making the genms junp | oose fromthe ground!'’

"I"'mnot at all sure it's that way. Besides, Mzzer may be covered with
somet hi ng val uabl e, such as earth or sand, instead of genstones |ike the ones
we have here on Pontoppi dan. You know your flower-pots with their rich, warm
wet, soft earth?

'"OF course | do, uncle. And I know what you paid for them You were very
generous. And still are,' she added diplomatic-wily, glancing quickly at
Casher ONeill to see howthe famlial piety went across with the visitor

"W're not that rich on Mzzer. It's nostly sand, with farm and al ong the
Twel ve Niles, our big rivers.'

"I"ve seen pictures of rivers,' said Genevieve. 'lInagine living on a whole
world full of flowerpot stuff!’

"You're getting off the subject, darling. W were wonderi ng why anyone woul d
bring one horse, just one horse, to Pontoppidan. | suppose you could race a



hor se agai nst

hinself, if you had a stop-watch. But would it be fun? Wuld you do that,
young man ?'

Casher O Neill tried to be respectful. '"In nmy home we used to have a | ot of
horses. 1've seen ny uncle tinme them one by one.’

"Your uncle? said the Dictator interestedly. 'Wo was your uncle that he had
all these four-fingered "horses" running around? They're all Earth aninmals and
very expensive.'

Casher felt the coming of the low, slow blow he had net so many tines before,
right fromthe whole outside world into the pit of his stomach. 'M/ uncle' -
he stammered - 'ny uncle - | thought you knew - was the old Dictator of

M zzer, Kuraf.'

Philip Vincent junped to his feet, very lightly for so well-fleshed a nan. The
young ni stress, Cenevieve, clutched at the throat of her dress.

"Kuraf!' cried the old Dictator. 'Kuraf! W know about him even here. But you
wer e supposed to be a M zzer patriot, not one of Kuraf's people.’

'He doesn't have any children — Casher began to expl ain.

"I"should think not, not with those habits!' snapped the old nan.
'- so I'mhis nephew and his heir. But I'"'mnot trying to put the Dictatorship
back, even though |I should be dictator. | just want to get rid of Col one
Wedder. He has ruined ny people, and | am | ooking for noney or weapons or help
to make nmy home-world free.' This was the point, Casher O Neill knew, at which
peopl e either started believing himor did not. If they did not, there was not
much he could do about it. If they did, he was sure to get sone synpathy. So
far, no hel p. Just synpathy.

But the Instrunentality, while refusing to take action agai nst Col onel Wedder,
had gi ven young Casher O N ell an all-world travel pass - sonething which a
hundred lifetimes of savings could not have purchased for the ordinary man.
(Hi s obscene old uncle had gone off to Sunvale, on Triolle, the resort planet,
to live out his years between the casino and the beach.) Casher O Neill held
the conscience of Mzzer in his

hand. Only he, anobng the star travellers, cared enough to fight for the
freedom of the Twelve Niles. Here, now, in this room there was a turning
poi nt .

"I won't give you anything,' said the Hereditary Dictator, but he said it in a
friendly voice. Hi s niece started tugging at his sl eeve.

The ol der man went on. ' Stop it, girl. | won't give you anything, not if

you're part of that rotten |ot of Kuraf's, not unless —

"Anything, sir, anything, just so that | get help or weapons to go hone to the
Twel ve Niles!'

"Al'l right, then. Unless you open your nmind to ne. I1'ma good tel epath
nysel f.'

"Open ny mnd! \Whatever for?' The incongruous indecency of it shocked Casher
O Neill. He'd had nmen and wonen and governnents ask a | ot of strange things



fromhim but no one before had had the cold i npudence to ask himto open his
m nd. ' And why you?' he went on. 'Wat would you get out of it? There's
not hi ng nuch in ny mnd."'

'To nmake sure,' said the Hereditary Dictator, 'that you are not too honest and
sharp in your beliefs. If you' re positive that you know what to do, you m ght
be anot her Col onel Wedder, putting your people through a dozen tornments for a
Ut opi a which never quite comes true. If you don't care at all, you mght be
like your uncle. He did no real harm He just stole his planet blind and he
had some extraordi nary habits which got himtal ked about between the stars. He
never killed a man in his life, did he ?

"No, sir,' said Casher O Neill, '"he never did.' It relieved himto tell the
one little good thing about his uncle; there was so very, very little which
could be said in Kuraf's favour

"I don't like slobbering old libertines like your uncle,' said Philip Vincent,
"but | don't hate themeither. They don't hurt other people nuch. As a matter
of actual fact, they don't hurt anyone but thensel ves. They waste property,

t hough. Like these horses you have on M zzer, W'd never bring |living beings
to this world of Pontoppidan, just to play ganmes with. And you know we're not
poor. We're no Od North Australia, but we have a good incone here.'

That, thought Casher O Neill, is the understatenent of the year, but he was a
careful young man with a great deal at stake, so he said nothing.

The Dictator |ooked at himshrewdly. He appreciated the value of Casher's
tactful silence. Genevieve tugged at his sleeve, but he frowned her
i nterrupti on away.

"If," said the Hereditary Dictator, '"if,' he repeated, 'you pass two tests, |
will give you a green ruby as big as ny head. If ny Conmittee will allow ne to
do so. But | think | can talk them around. One test is that you let me peep
all over your mind, to nake sure that | amnot dealing with one nore honest
fool. If you' re too honest, you're a fool and a danger to mankind. |'Il give
you a dinner and ship you off-planet as fast as | can. And the other test is -
solve the puzzle of this horse. The one horse on Pontoppidan. Wy is the

ani mal here? What should we do with it? If it's good to eat, how should we
cook it 2 O can we trade to sone other world, |ike your planet M zzer, which
seens to set a value on horses?

' Thank you, sir — said Casher O NeillL
"But, uncle — said CGenevieve.

'Keep quiet, my darling, and |l et the young man speak,' said the Dictator
‘- all 1 was going to ask, is,' said Casher ONeill, "what's a green ruby good
for? | didn't even know they cane green.'

'That, young man, is a Pontoppidan speciality. W have a geol ogy based on
ul tra-heavy chem stry. This planet was once -a fragnent froma giant pl anet
whi ch i npl oded. The use is sinple. Wth a green ruby you can nake a | aser beam

which will boil away your city of Kaheer in a single sweep. W don't have
weapons here and we don't believe in them so | won't give you a weapon.
You'll have to travel farther to find a ship and to get the apparatus for
mounting your green ruby. If | give it to you. But you will be one nore step

along in your fight with Col onel Wdder.'

' Thank you, thank you, nobst honourable sir!' cried Casher O Neill



"But, uncle,' said Cenevieve, 'you shouldn't have picked those two things
because | know the answers.'

"You know all about him' said the Hereditary Dictator, 'by some nmeans of your
own?'

CGenevi eve flushed under her lilac-hued foundation cream ' | know enough for
us to know.'

'How do you know it, ny darling?
"1 just know,' said Genevieve.

Her uncle made no comment, but he smiled widely and indulgently as if he had
heard that particul ar phrase before.

She stanped her foot. 'And | know about the horse, too. Al about it.
' Haveyou seen it ?

' No.

'Have you talked to it?

'Horses don't talk, uncle.'

Most under peopl e do, ' he said.

"This isn't an underperson, uncle. It's a plain unnodified old Earth animal.
It never did talk.'

' Then what do you know, my honey?' The uncle was affectionate, but there was
the crackl e of inpatience under his voice.

"I taped it. The whole thing. The story of the horse of Pontoppidan. And |'ve
edited it, too. | was going to showit to you this nmorning, but your staff
sent that young man in.'

Casher O Neill | ooked his apol ogies at Genevieve.
She did not notice him Her eyes were on her uncle.

'Since you've done this much, we mght as well see it.' He turned to the
attendants. 'Bring chairs. And drinks. You know m ne. The young lady will take
tea with | enmon. Real tea. WII you have coffee, young man?

"You have coffee!' cried Casher O Neill. As soon as he said it, he felt like a
fool . Pontoppidan was a rich planet. On nost worlds' exchanges, coffee cane
out to about two man-years per kilo. Here hal f-tracks crunched their way

t hrough genms as they went to |l oad up the frequent tradi ng vessels.

The chairs were put in place. The drinks arrived. The Hereditary Dictator had

been nonentarily lost in a brown study, as though he were wondering about his

prom se to Casher O Neill. He had even murnured to the young nman, 'Qur bargain
stands? Never m nd what ny niece says.' Casher

had nodded vigorously. The old man had gone back to frowning at the servants
and did not relax until a tiger-man bounded into the room carrying a tray
wi th acrobatic precision. The chairs were already in place.



The uncle held his niece's chair for her as a command that she sit down. He
nodded Casher O Neill into a chair on the other side of hinself.

He commanded, Dimthe lights ..
The room pl unged into sem -darkness.

W thout being told, the people took their places inmedi ately behind the three
mai n seats and the underpeopl e perched or sat on benches and tabl es behind
them Very little was spoken. Casher O Neill could sense that Pontoppi dan was
a well-run place. He began to wonder if the Hereditary Dictator had nuch rea
work left to do, if he could fuss that nmuch over a single horse. Perhaps al
he did was boss his niece and watch the robots |oad truckl oads of gens into
sacks whil e the underpeopl e weighed them listed themand wote out the bills
for the customers.

I
There was no screen; this was a good machi ne.

The pl anet Pontoppi dan cane into view, its airless brightness giving strong
hints of the mineral riches which mght be found.

Here and there enornous domes, such as the one in which this pal ace was
| ocated, cane into view

Cenevi eve's own voice, girlish, inpulsive and yet didactic, rang out with the
story of her planet. It was as though sr«! had prepared the picture not only

for her own uncle, but foij off-world visitors as well. (By Joan, that's it!

t hought Cashejj O Neill. If they don't raise nmuch food here, outside of

hydr oponi cs, and don't have any real People Places, they how to trade: that

does mean visitors, and many, many of them)!

The story was interesting but the girl herself was minteresting. Her face
shone in the shifting light which the images - a netre, perhaps a little nore,
fromthe floor-reflected across the room Casher O Neill thought that he had

never before seen a woman who so peculiarly conbined intelligence and charm
She was girl, girl, girl, all the way through; but she was al so very smart and
pl eased with being smart. It betokened a happy life. He found hinself glancing
covertly at her. Once he caught her glancing, equally covertly, at him The
dar kness of the scene enabled themboth to pass it off as an accident w thout
enbar rassnent .

Her viewt ape had cone to the story of the dipsies, enormous canyons which |ay
i ke deep gashes on the surface of the planet. Some of the colour views were
spect acul ar bteyond belief. Casher O Neill, as the 'appointed one' of M zzer
had had plenty of time to wander through the nonsal acious parts of his uncle's
col l ections, and he had seen pictures of the nbst notable worlds.

Never had he seen anything like this. One view showed a sunset against a
six-kilometre cliff of a material which | ooked |ike solid enerald. The
pecul i ar bright sunshine of Pontop-pidan's small, penetrating, lilac-hued sun
ran like living water over the precipice of gems. Even the reduced inmage, one
nmetre by one netre, was enough to make him catch his breath.

The bottom of the di psy had vapour energing in curious cylindrical columms
whi ch seemed to erode as they reached two or three times the height of a nan.
The recorded voi ce of Genevieve was explaining that the very thin atnosphere



of Pont oppi dan woul d not be breathable for another 2,520 years, since the
settlers did not wish to squander their resources on a luxury like breathing
when the whol e planet only had 60,000 inhabitants; they would rather go on

wi th masks and use their wealth in other ways. After all, it was not as though
they did not have their domed cities, some of them many kil onmetres in radius.
Besi des the usual hydroponics, they had even inported 7' 2 hectares of garden
soil, 5'5 centinetres deep, together with enough water to nmake the gardens
rich and fruitful. They had bought worms, too, at the price of eight carats of
di anond per living worm in order to keep the soil of the gardens |oose and
[iving.

Cenevi eve's 'transcribed voice rang out with pride as she listed these
acconpl i shnments of her people, but a note of sadness cane in when she returned
to the subject of the dipsies.

' and though we would like to live in them and devel op their atnospheres,
we dare not. There is too rmuch escape of radioactivity. The geysers thensel ves
may or may not be contam nated fromone hour to the next. So we just | ook at
them Not one of them has ever been settled, except for the Hi ppy D psy, where
the horse cane from Watch this next picture.’

The canera sheered up, up, up fromthe surface of the planet. \Were it had
wander ed anong nount ai ns of di anonds and vall eys of tourmalines, it now took
to the blue-black of near, inner space. One of the canyons showed (from high
altitude) the grotesque pattern of a human woman's hi ps and | egs, though what
m ght have been the upper body was | ost in a confusion of broken hills which
ended in a bright alnost-iridescent plain to the North.

"That,' said the real Cenevieve, overriding her own voice on the screen, ' is
the Hi ppy D psy. There, see the blue ? That's the only | ake on all of
Pont oppi dan. And here we drop to the hermt's house.'

Casher O Neill alnost felt vertigo as the canera plumreted from of f - pl anet
into the depths of that i mense canyon. The edges of the canyon al nost seened
to nove like lips with the plunge, opening and folding inward to swall ow him

up.
Suddenly they were beside a beautiful little |ake.
A smal|l hut stood beside the shore.

In the doorway there sat a man, dead.

H s body had been there a long tinme; it was already nunm fi ed.

Cenevi eve's recorded voice explained the matter: ' in Norstrilian |aw and
custom they told himthat his tinme had cone. They told himto go to the Dying
House, since he was no longer fit tolive. In Ad North Australia, they are so
rich that they let everyone live as long as he wants, unless the old person
can't take rejuvenation any nore, even with stroon, and unless he or she gets
to be a real pest to the living. If that happens, they are invited to go to

t he Dyi ng House, where they shriek and pant with delirious joy for weeks or
days unti

they finally die of an overload of sheer happiness and excitenment . . .' There
was a hesitation, even in the recording. 'W never knew why this man refused.
He stood of f-planet and said that he had seen views of the H ppy D psy. He
said it was the nost beautiful place on all the worlds, and that he wanted to
build a cabin there, to live al one, except for his non-human friend. W

t hought it was sone snmall pet. Wien we told himthat the Hi ppy D psy was very



dangerous, he said that this did not matter in the least to him since he was
ol d and dyi ng anyhow. 1'hen he offered to pay us twelve ynmes our planetary
incone if we would | ease himtwel ve hectares on the condition of absolute
privacy. No pictures, no scanners, no help, no visitors. Just solitude and
scenery. H's name was Perino. My great-grandfather asked' for nothing nore,
except the witten transfer of credit. Wien he paid it, Perino even asked that
he be left alone after he was dead. Not even a vault rocket so that he could
ei ther orbit Pontoppidan forever or start a very slow journey to nowhere, the
way so many people like it. So this is our picture of him W took it when the
light went off in the Peopl e Room and one of the tiger-nen told us that he was
sure a human consci ousness had cone to an end in the Hi ppy Dipsy.

"And we never even thought of the pet. After all, we had never nade a picture
of him This is the way he arrived from Perino's shack.'

A robot was shown in a control room calling excitedly in the old Conmon
Tongue.

' Peopl e, peopl e! Judgenent needed! Moving object com ng out of the Hi ppy

D psy. bject has inproper shape. Not a correct object. Should not rise. Does
so anyhow. People, tell me, people, tell ne! Destroy or not destroy? This is
an inproper object It should fall, not rise. Comi ng out of the Hi ppy D psy.'

Afirmclick shut off the robot's chatter. A well-shaped wonan took over. From
the nature of her work and the lithe, snooth tread with which she wal ked,
Casher O Neill suspected that she was of cat origin, but there was nothing in
her dress or in her manner to show, that she was underpeopl e.

The woman in the picture lighted a screen.

She noved her hands in the air in front of her, like a blind person feeling
his way through open day.

The picture on the inner screen cane to resol ution
A face showed in it.

What a face! thought Casher O Neill, and he heard the other people around him
in the view ng room

The hor se!

I magi ne a face like that of a newborn cat, thought Casher. M zzer is full of
cats. But imagine the face with a huge nouth, with big yellow teeth - a nose

| ong beyond inagination. |nmagine eyes which look friendly. In the picture they
were rolling back and forth with exertion, but even there - when they did not
feel observed - there was nothing hostil e about the set of the eyes. They were
tame, conpani onable eyes. Two ridiculous ears stood high, and a little tuft of
gol den hair showed on the crest of the head between the ears.

The vi ewed scene was conical, too. The cat-woman was as astoni shed as the
viewers. It was |lucky that she had touched the energency switch, so that she
not only saw the horse, but had recorded herself and her own actions while
bringing himinto view.

Cenevi eve whi spered across the chest of the Hereditary Dictator: 'Later we
found he was a pal omi no pony. That's a very special kind of horse. And Perino
had made himimmortal, or alnost inmortal .’

' Sh-h!' said her uncle.



The screen-within-the-screen showed the cat-wonman wavi ng her hands in the air
sone nore. The view broadened.

The horse had four hands and no legs, or four |egs and no hands, whichever way
you want to count them

The horse was fighting his way up a narrow cleft of rubies which | ed out of
the Hi ppy D psy. He panted heavily. The oxygen bottles on his sides swing
wildly as he clanbered. He nust have seen sonething, perhaps the inmage of the
cat -worman, because he said a word

Vhay-yay-yay-yay-whay-yay!

The cat-woman in the nearer picture spoke very distinctly:

"G ve your name, age, species and authority for being on

this planet.' She spoke clearly and with the utnpbst possible authority.

The horse obviously heard her. His ears tipped forward. But his reply was the
sane as before

Whay- yay- yay!

Casher O Neill realized that he had foll owed the nood of the picture and had
seen the horse the way that the people on Pontoppi dan woul d have seen him On
second thought, the horse was nothing special, by the standards of the Twel ve
Niles or the Little Horse Market in the city of Kaheer. It was an old pony
stallion, no longer fit for breeding and probably not for riding either. The
hai r had whitened anong the gold; the teeth were worn. The ani mal showed many
injuries and burns. Its only use was to be killed, cut up and fed to the
raci ng dogs. But he said nothing to the people around him They were stil
spel | bound by the picture.

The cat-woman repeat ed

"Your name isn't Whayayay. ldentify yourself properly; name first.'

The horse answered her with the same word in a higher key.

Apparently forgetting that she had recorded herself as well , as the energency
screen, the cat-woman said, Til call real people if you' don't answer!
They' Il be annoyed at being bothered.'

The horse rolled his eyes at her and said not hing.

The cat-woman pressed an energency button on the side of the room One could
not see the other comunication screen which |ighted up, but her end of the
conversation was plain.

" |1 want an ornithopter. Big one. Energency.'

A munbl e fromthe side screen.

"To go to the Hippy D psy. There's an underperson there, iind he's in so much
trouble that he won't talk.' Fromthe screen beside her, the horse seened to

have understood the sense of the nessage, if not the words, because he
r epeat ed:



Whay- yay- whay- yay- yay!

'See,' said the cat-woman to the person in the other screen, 'that's what he's
doing. It's gbviously an energency.'

The voice fromthe other screen came through, tinny and renmpote by double
recordi ng:

' Fool, yourself, cat-wonan! Nobody can fly an ornithopter into a dipsy. Tel
your silly friend to go back to the floor of the dipsy and we'll pick himup
by spare rocket.'

Whay-yay-yay! said the horse inpatiently.

"He's not ny friend,' said the cat-woman with bri sk annoyance. 'l just
di scovered hima couple of mnutes ago. He's asking for help. Any idiot can
see that, even if we don't know his |anguage."

The picture snapped off.

The next scene shovyed tiny human figures working with searchlights at the top
of an inmeasurably high cliff. Here and there, the beam of the searchlight
caught the cliff face; the translucent faceted material of the cliff |ooked

al nost like rows of eerie wi ndows, their lights snapping on and off, as the
searchl i ght noved

Far down there was a red glow. Fire cane frominside the nountain.

Even with tel escopic | enses the cameraman could not get the close-up of the
glow. On one side there was the figure of the horse, his four arms stretched
at inpossible angles as he held hinself firmin the crevasse; on the other
side of the fire there were the even tinier figures of men, labouring to fit
some sort of sling to reach the horse.

For sone odd reason having to do with the techni ques of recording, the voices
cane through very plainly, even the heavy, tired breathing of the old horse.
Now and then he uttered one of the special horse-words which seemed to be the
l[imt of his vocabulary. He was obviously watching the men, and was firmy
persuaded of their friendliness to him His large, tanei yellow eyes rolled
wildly in the Iight of the searchlight ana every tine the horse | ooked down,
he seenmed to shudder. Jp

Casher O Neill found this entirely understandable. Thl bottom of the Hi ppy

D psy was nowhere in sight; the hors®l even with nothing nore than the
enlarged fingernails of his' mddle fingers to help himclinb, had managed to
get about four of the six kilometres' height of the cliff face behind him

The voice of a tiger-man sounded clearly fromanong the shift of nen,
under peopl e and robots who were struggling on the face of the cliff.

"It's a ganble, but not much of a ganble. | weigh six hundred kil os nyself,

and, do you know, | don't think |I've ever had to use ny full strength since
was a kitten. | know that | can junp across the fire and help that thing be
nore confortable. | can even tie a rope around himso that he won't slip and

fall after all the work we've done. And the work he's done, too,' added the
tiger-man grimy. 'Perhaps | can just take himin my arns and junp back wth
him It will be perfectly safe if you have a safety rope around each of us.
After all, | never saw a |l ess prehensile creature in nmy life. You can't cal
those fingers of his "fingers." They look like little boxes of bone, designed
for running around and not rmuch good for anything else.'



There was a nmurmur of other voices and then the command of the supervisor. 'Go
ahead."

No one was prepared for what happened next.

The caneraman got the tiger-man right in the mddle of his frame, show ng the
attachment of one rope around the tiger-man's broad wai st. The tiger-man was a
nodi fi ed type whomthe authorities had not bothered to put into human cosnetic
form He still had his ears on top of his head, yellow and black fur over his
face, huge incisors overlapping his |ower jaw and enornous antenna-|ike

whi skers sticking out fromhis nmoustache. He rmust have been thoroughly
nodi fi ed i nside, however, because his tenperanent was calm friendly and even
alittle hunorous; he nmust have had a carefully re-done nouth, because the
utterance of human speech came to himclearly and without distortion

He junped - a nmighty junp, right through the top edges of the flane.
The horse saw hi m

1' he horse junped too, alnost in the same nonent, also through the top of the
flame, going the other way.

The horse had feared the tiger-man nore than he did the cliff.

The horse landed right in'the group of workers. He tried

not to hurt themwith his flailing Iinbs, but he did knock one man - a true
man, at that - off the cliff. The man's scream faded as he crashed into the

i npenet rabl e darkness bel ow.

The robots were qui ck. Having no emotions except on, off, and high, they did
not get excited. They had the horse trussed and, before the true nmen and

under peopl e had ensured their footing, they had signalled the crane operator
at the top of the cliff. The horse, his four arns swinging |linply, disappeared

upwar d.

The tiger-man junped back through the flanes to the nearer | edge. The picture
went of f.

In the viewing room the Hereditary Dictator Philip Vincent stood up. He
stretched, | ooking around.

Cenevi eve | ooked at Casher O Neill expectantly.

"That's the story,' said the Dictator mldly. 'Now you sol ve

it.'

"Where is the horse now?' said Casher O Neill.

"In the hospital, of course. My niece can take you to see him'

in

After a short, painful and very thorough peeping of his own nind by the
Hereditary Dictator, Casher O Neill and Genevieve set off for the hospital in
whi ch the horse was being kept in bed. The people of Pontoppi dan had not known

what else to do with him so they had placed him under strong sedati on and
were trying to feed hi mw th sugar-water conpounds going directly into his



vei ns. Cenevi eve told Casher that the horse was wasting away.
They wal ked to the hospital over anethyst pebbles.

Instead of wearing his spacesuit, Casher wore a surface hel net which enriched
hi s oxygen. Hi s hosts had not counted en his getting spells of uncontroll able
itching fromthe sharply reduced atnospheric pressure. He did not dare nmention
the matter, because he was still hoping to get the green ruby as a weapon in
his private war for the liberation of the Twelve Niles fromthe rule of

Col onel Wedder. Wienever the itching becane | ess than excruciating, he enjoyed
the wal k and the

conpany df the slight, beautiful girl who acconpani ed himacross the fields of
jewels to the hospital. (In later years, he sonmetines wondered what m ght have
happened. Was the itching a part of his destiny, which saved himfor the
freedomof the city of Kaheer and the planet Mzzer? M ght not the innocent
brilliant |oveliness of the girl have otherwi se tenpted himto forswear his
duty and stay forever on Pontoppi dan?)

The girl wore a new kind of cosnetic for outdoor wal ki ng -a warm peach- hued
powder which | et the natural pink of her cheeks show through. Her eyes, he
saw, were a living, deep grey; her eyelashes, long; her smle, innocently
provocative beyond all ordinary belief. It was a wonder that the Hereditary

Di ctator had not had to stop duels and nurders between young nmen vying for her
favour.

They finally reached the hospital, just as Casher O Neill thought he could
stand it no | onger and woul d have to ask Genevi eve for sone kind of help or
carriage to get indoors and away fromthe frightful itching.

The bui |l di ng was under gr ound.

The entrance was sunptuous. Dianmonds and rubies, the size of building-bricks
on M zzer, had been set to frame the doorway, which was apparently enanell ed
steel. Kuraf at his nost |avish had never wasted noney on anything like this
door-frame. Cenevi eve saw his gl ance.

"It did cost a lot of credits. W had to bring a blind artist all the way from
A ynpia to paint that enanel -work. The poor man. He spent nost of his tine
trying to steal extra gem stones when he shoul d have known that we pay justly
and never allow anyone to get away with stealing.'

"What do you do?' asked Casher O Neill.

"W cut thieves up in space, just at the edge of the atnosphere. \Ve have nore
manned boats in orbit than any other planet | know of. Maybe A d North
Australia has nore, but, then, nobody ever gets close enough to Add North
Australia to come back alive and tell.’

They went on into the hospital.

A respectful chief surgeon insisted on keeping themin the office and
entertaining thenjsvith tea and confectionery, when

they both wanted to go and see the horse; conmon politeness prohibited their
pushi ng through. Finally they, got past the cerenpbny and into the roomin
whi ch the horse was kept.

Cl ose up, they could see how much he had suffered. There were cuts and
abrasures over alnost all of his body. One of his hooves - the doctor told



them that was the correct nane, hoof, for the big mddle fingernail on which
he wal ked - was split; the doctor had put a cadm umsilver bar through it. The
horse lifted his head when they entered, but he saw that they were just nore
peopl e, not horsey people, so he put his head down, very patiently.

"What's the prospect, doctor?" asked Casher O Neill, turning away fromthe
ani mal .

"Could | ask you, sir, a foolish question first?
Sur prised, Casher could only say yes.

"You're an O Neill. Your uncle is Kuraf. How do you happen to be called
"Casher"?

"That's sinple,' |aughed Casher. 'This is ny young-man-name. On M zzer,
everybody gets a baby name, which nobody uses. Then he gets a nicknane. Then
he gets a young- man-nanme, based on sone characteristic or some friendly joke,
until-he picks out his* career. When he enters his profession, he picks out
his own career name. If | liberate Mzzer and overthrow Col onel Wedder, 1]
have to think up a suitable career nane for nyself.'

"But why "Casher," sir?" persisted the doctor

"Wen | was a little boy and peopl e asked nme what | wanted, | always asked for
cash. | guess that contrasted with nmy uncle's wasteful ness, so they called ne
Casher.'

' But what is cash ? One of your crops ?
It was Casher's turn to | ook amazed. ' Cash is noney. Paper credits. People
pass them back and forth when they buy things.'

' Here ¢ on Pontoppidan, all the noney belongs to ne. Al of it,' said
Cenevieve. 'My uncle is trustee for ne. But | have never been allowed to touch
it or to spend it. It's all just planet business.'

The doctor blinked respectfully. ' Now this- horse, sir, if you will pardon ny
aski ng about your name, is a very strange

case. Physiologically he is a pure earth type. He is suited only for a
vegetabl e diet, but otherwise he is a very close relative of man. He has a
single stomach and a very | arge cone-shaped heart. That's where the trouble
is. The heart is in bad condition. He is dying.'

'Dying?" cried Cenevieve.

"That's the sad, horrible part,' said the doctor. 'He is dying but he cannot
die. He could go on like this for many years. Perino wasted enough stropn on
this animal to make a planet inmmrtal. Now the animal is worn out but cannot
die.'

Casher O Neill let out a long, low, ululating whistle. Everybody in the room
junped. He disregarded them It was the whistle he had used near the stables,
back among the Twel ve Niles, when he wanted to call a horse.

The horse knew it. The large head lifted. The eyes rolled at himso
imploringly that he expected tears to fall fromthem even though he was
pretty sure that horses could not |achry-nate.



He squatted on the floor, close to the horse's head, with a hand on its mane.

"Quick," he nurnured to the surgeon. 'Get ne a piece of sugar and an
under per son-tel epath. The under person-tel e-path nust not be of carnivorous
origin.'

The doctor |ooked stupid. He snapped 'Sugar' at an assistant but he squatted
down next to Casher O Neill and said, 'You will have to repeat that about an
under person. This is not an underperson hospital at all. W have very few of
them here. The horse is here only by command of Hi s Excellency Philip Vincent,
who said that the horse of Perino should be given the best of all possible
care. He even told nme,' said the doctor, 'that if anything wong happened to
this horse, I would ride patrol for it for the next eighty years. So I'll do
what | can. Do you find ne too tal kative? Some people do. What kind of an
under person do you want ?

"l need/ said Casher, very calmy, 'a tel epathic underperson, both to find out
what this horse wants and to tell the horse that | am here to hel p-him Horses
are vegetarians and

they do not |ike neat-eaters. Do you have a vegetarian under-person around the
hospi tal ?'

"W used to have sone squirrel-nen,' said the chief surgeon, 'but when we
changed the air circulating systemthe squirrel-rnen went away with the old
equiprment. | think they went to a nmine. W have tiger-nmen, cat-nen, and ny
secretary is a wol f.'

"Ch, no!' said Casher O Neill. 'Can you imagine a sick horse confiding in a
wol f 2

'"It's no nore than you are doing,' said the surgeon, very softly, glancing up
to see if Genevieve were in hearing range, and apparently judgi ng that she was
not. 'The Hereditary Dictators here sometinmes cut suspicious guests to pieces
on their way off the planet. That is, unless the guests are |icensed, regular
traders. You are not. You might be a spy, planning to rob us. How do | know? I
woul dn't give a dianond chip for your chances of being alive next week. What
do you want to do about the horse? That mi ght please the Dictator. And you

m ght live.'

Casher O Neill was so staggered by the confidence of the surgeon that he
squatted there thinking about himself, not about the patient. The horse |icked
him seeningly sensing that he needed sol ace.

The surgeon had an idea. 'Horses and dogs used to go together, didn't they,
back in the old days of Manhone, when all the people lived on planet Earth ?'

'"OF course,' said Casher. "W still run themtogether in hunts on M zzer, but
under these new | aws of the Instrunentality we've run out of
under peopl e-crimnals to hunt.'

"I have a good dog,' said the chief surgeon. 'She talks pretty well, but she
is so synpathetic that she upsets the patients by loving themtoo nuch. | have
her down in the second under-basenment tending the dish-sterilizing machinery.

Bring her up,' said Casher in a whisper

He Renenbered that he did not need to whisper about this, so he stood up and
spoke to Cenevieve:



' They have found a good dog-tel epath who may reach through to the nmind of the
horse. It may give us the answer.'

She put her hand on his forearmgently, with the approbatory gesture of a
princess. Her fingers dug into his flesh. Ws

she wi shing himwell against her uncle's habitual treachery, or was this
nmerely the inmpul se of a kind young girl who knew not hing of the way the world
was run ?

IV
The interview went extremely well.

The dog-woman was al nost perfectly humani farm She | ooked like a tired,
cheerful, worn-out old woman, not val uabl e enough to be given the
life-prolonging santaclara drug called stroon. Wrk had been her life and she
had had plenty of it. Casher ONeill felt a twinge of envy when he realized

t hat happi ness goes by the petty chances of life and not by the |arge destiny.
Thi s dog-woman, with her haggard face and her stringy grey hair, had nore

| ove, happiness and synpathy than Kural had found with his pleasures, Colone
Wedder with his powers, or hinmself with his crusade. Wiy did |life do that? Was
there no justice, ever? Wiy should a worn-out worthless old underworman be
happy when he was notj

"Never mind,' she said, "you'll get over it and then you will be happy.'
'Over what?' he said.'l didn't say anything.'

"I"'mnot going to say it,' she retorted, meaning that she was tel epathic.
"You're a prisoner of yourself. Sonme day you will escape to uninportance and
happi ness. You're a good man. You're trying to save yourself, but you really
like this horse.’

"OF course | do,' said Casher O Neill. 'He's a brave old horse, clinbing out
of that hell to get back to people.’

When he said the word hell her eyes wi dened, but she said nothing. In his

m nd, he saw the sign of a fish scraw ed on a dark wall and he felt her think
at him So you too know sonething of the 'dark wonderful know edge' which is
not yet to be revealed to all manki nd?

He thought a cross back at her and then turned his thinking to the horse, |est
their telepathy be nonitored and strange punishnents await them both.

She spoke in words,' Shall .we link ?
"Link,' he said.

Cenevi eve stepped up. Her clear-cut, pretty, sensitive face was alight with
excitement. 'Could I - could I be cut in?

"Way not?' said the dog-woman, glancing at him He nodded. The three of them
i nked hands and then the dog-woman put her |left hand on the forehead of the
ol d horse

The sand spl ashed beneath their feet as they ran towards Kaheer. The delici ous
pressure of a man's body was on their backs. The red sky of M zzer gl eaned
over them There cane the shout:



I"'ma horse, I'ma horse, I'ma horse!"’
"You're fromM zzer,' thought Casher O Neill, 'from Kaheer itself!’

"I don't know nanes,' thought the horse, 'but you're fromny | and. The | and,
t he good | and.'

"What are you doi ng here?

'Dying,' thought the horse. 'Dying for hundreds and thousands of sundowns. The
ol d one brought me. No riding, no running, no people. Just the old one and the
smal | ground. | have been dying since | cane here.'

Casher O Neill got a glinpse of Perino sitting and watching the horse,
unconsci ous of the cruelty and | oneliness which he had inflicted on his |arge
pet by making it immortal and then giving it no work to do.

'Do you know what dying is?
Thought the' horse promptly: 'Certainly. No-horse.'
' Do you know what life is ?'

'Yes. Being a horse.’

I'"mnot a horse,' thought Casher O Neill, "but I amalive.'

"Don't conplicate things,' thought the horse at him though Casher realized it
was his own mind and not the horse's which supplied the words.

'"Do you want to die?
"To no-horse? Yes, if this room forever, is the end of things.'

"What would you like better? thought CGenevieve, and her thoughts were |like a
cascade of newy-mnted silver coins falling into all their mnds: brilliant,
cl ean, bright, innocent.

The answer was quick: 'Dirt beneath nmy hooves, and wet air again, and a man on
ny back.'

The dog-woman interrupted: 'Dear horse, you know ne?
"You're a dog,' thought the horse. ' (Goo-00-00-00d dog!'

"Right,"' thought the happy old slattern, "and | can tell these people howto
take care of you. Sleep now, and when you waken you will be on the way to
happi ness.'

She thought the conmand sl eep so powerfully at the old horse that Casher
O Neill and Genevieve both started to fall unconscious and had to be caught by
t he hospital attendants.

As they re-gathered their wits, she was finishing her commands to the surgeon
'- and put about 40 per cent supplementary oxygen into the air. He'll have to
have a real person to ride him but some of your orbiting sentries would
rather ride a horse up there than do nothing. You can't repair the heart.

Don't try it. Hypnosis will take care of the sand of Mzzer. Just load his
mnd with one or two of the drama-cubes packed full of desert adventure. Now,
don't you worry about me. I'mnot going to claimany credit, and |I'mnot going



to give you any nore suggestions. Peopl e-nman, you!' she |aughed. 'You can
forgive us dogs anything, except for being right. It makes you feel inferior

for a few mnutes. Never mnd. |I'm going back downstairs to ny dishes. | |ove
them | really do. Good-bye, you pretty thing,' she said to Genevieve. 'And
good- bye, wanderer! Good luck to you,' she said to Casher ONeill. 'You wll
remain mserable as long as you seek justice, but when you give up

ri ghteousness will cone to you and you will be happy. Don't worry. You're

young and it won't hurt you to suffer a few nore years. Youth is an extrenely
curabl e disease, isn't it?

She gave thema full curtsy, like one Lady of the Instrumentality saying
good-bye to another. Her winkled old face was lit up with smles, in which
happi ness was mixed with a tiniest bit of playful nockery.

"Don't mnd ne, boss,' she said to the surgeon. 'Dishes, here | cone.' She
swept out of the room

'See what | nean?' said the surgeon. 'She's so horribly happy \ How can anyone
run, a hospital if a dishwasher gets

all over the place, naking people happy ? W'd be out of jobs. Her ideas were
good, though.'

They were. They worked. Down to the last letter of the dog-woman's
i nstructi ons.

There was argunent fromthe council. Casher O Neill went along to see themin
sessi on.

One councillor, Bashnack, was particularly vociferous in objecting to any
action concerning the horse. 'Sire,' he cried, 'sirel W don't even know the
nane of the animal! | nust protest this action, when we don't know —

'That we don't,' assented Philip Vincent. 'But what does a nane have to do
with it?

'The horse has no identity, not even the identity of an animal. It is just a
pile of neat left over fromthe estate of Perino. W should kill the horse and
eat the meat ourselves. O, if we do not want to eat the neat, then we should
sell it off-planet. There are plenty of peoples around here, who woul d pay a
pretty nice price for genuine earth nmeat. Pay no attention to me, sire! You
are the Hereditary Dictator and I amnothing. | have no power, no property,
nothing. I amat your mercy. Al | can tell you is to foll ow your own best
interests. | have .only a voice. You cannot reproach nme for using ny voice
when | amtrying to help you, sire, can you? That's all | am doi ng, hel ping
you. If you spend any credits at all on this animal you will be doing wong,
wrong, wong. We are not a rich planet. W have to pay for expensive defences
just in order to stay alive. W cannot even afford to pay for air that our
children can go out and play. And you want to spend nmoney on a horse which
cannot even talk! | tell you, sire, this council is going to vote against you,
just to protect your own interests and the interests of the Honourable
Cerievieve as Eventual Title-holder of all Pontoppidan. You are not going to
get away with this, sire! W are hel pl ess before your power, but we wll

i nsi st on advising you —

"Hear! Hear!' cried several of the councillors, not the |east dismayed by the
slight frowm of the Hereditary Dictator

"1 will take the word,' said Philip Vincent hinself.



Several had had their hands raised, asking for the floor. One

obstinate man kept his hand up even when the Dictator announced his intention
to speak. Philip Vincent took note of him too:

"You can talk when | amthrough, if you want to.' He | ooked calmy around the
room smled inmperceptibly at his niece, gave Casher O Neill the briefest of
nods, and then announced:

"CGentlenen, it's not the horse which is on trial. It's Pontoppidan. It's we
who are trying ourselves. And before whomare we trying oursel ves, gentlenen?
Each of us is before that nost awful of courts, his own conscience.

"I'f we kill that horse, gentlemen, we will not be doing the horse a great
wong. He is an old animal, and | do not think that he will mnd dying very
much, now that he is away fromthe ordeal of |oneliness which he feared nore
than death. After all, he has already had his great triunmph - the clinb up the
cliff of gens, the junp across the volcanic vent, the rescue by peopl e whom he
wanted to find. The horse has done so well that he is really beyond us. W can
help him a little, or we can hurt him a little; beside the imensity of his
acconpl i shnent, we cannot really do very much either way.

'No, gentlenmen, we are not judging the case of the horse. W are judging
space. What happens to man when he noves out into the Big Nothing? Do we | eave
A d Earth behind? Wiy did civilization fall? WII it fall again? Is
civilization a gun or a blaster or a laser or a rocket? Is it even a

pl anof orming ship or a pinlighter at his work ? You know as well as | do,
gentlemen, that civilization is not what we can do. If it had been, there
woul d have been no fall of Ancient Man. Even in the Dark Ages they had a few
fusi on bonbs, they could nake some small guided missiles and they even had
weapons |i ke the Kaskaskia Effect, which we have never been able to

redi scover. The Dark Ages weren't dark because people | ost techniques or

sci ence. They were dai k' because people lost people. It's a lot of work to be
human and it's work which nust be kept up, or it begins to fade. Gentlenen,

t he horse judges us.

' Take the word, gentlemeu. "CGvilization" is itself a lady's

word. There were fenmale witers in a country called France who made that word
popul ar in the third century before space travel. To be "civilized" nmeant for

people to be tane, to be kind, to be polished. If we kill this horse, we are
wild. If we treat the horse gently, we are tame. Gentlemen, | have only one
wi tness and that witness will utter only one word. Then you shall vote and

vote freely.'

There was a nmurmur around the table at this announcenent. Philip Vincent

obvi ously enjoyed the excitenent he had created. He let them nurmur on for a
full mnute or two before he slapped the table gently and said, 'Gentlenen,
the witness. Are you ready ?

There was a nmurmur of assent. Bashnack tried to say, 'It's still a question of
public funds!' but his neighbours shushed him The table becane quiet. Al
faces turned towards the Hereditary Dictator

'CGentl enen, the testinmony. Cenevieve, is-this what you yourself told ne to
say? |Is civilization always a woman's choice first, and only later a man's ?'

"Yes,' said CGenevieve, with a happy, open snile

The neeting broke up amid | aughter and appl ause.



A month | ater Casher O Neill sat in a roomin a mediumsize planoforn ng
liner. They were out of reach of Pontoppidan. The Hereditary Dictator had not
changed his m nd and cut himdown with green beanms. Casher had strange
nmenories, not bad ones for a young man.

He renmenbered Genevi eve weeping in the garden

"I"'mromantic,' she cried, and wi ped her eyes on the sleeve of his cape.
"Legally I"'mthe owner of this planet, rich, powerful, free. But | can't |eave

here. 1'mtoo inportant. | can't marry whom| want to marry. |'mtoo

i mportant. My uncle can't do what he wants to do - he's Hereditary Dictator
and he always rmust do what the Council decides after weeks of chatter. | can't
| ove you. You're a prince and a wanderer, with travels and battles and justice
and strange things ahead of you. | can't go. I'mtoo inportant. I'mtoo sweet!
I"mtoo

nice; | hate, hate, hate nyself sonetimes. Please, Casher, could you take a

flier and run away with nme into space ?'
"Your uncle's lasers could cut us to pieces before we got out.'

He hel d her hands and | ooked gently down into her face. At this nmonment he did
not feel the fierce, aggressive, happy glow which an able young nman feels in
the presence of a beautiful and tender young woman. He felt sonething nmuch
stranger, softer, quieter - an enotion very sweet to the mnd and restful to
the nerves. It was the sinple, clear conpassion of one person for another. He
took a chance for her sake, because the 'dark know edge' was wonderful but
very dangerous in the wong hands.

He took both her beautiful little hands in his, so that she | ooked up at him
and realized that he was not going to kiss her. Sonething about his stance
made her realize that she was being offered a nore precious gift than a
sky-lit romantic kiss in a garden. Besides, it was just touching hel nets.

He said to her, with passion and ki ndness in his voice:

' You renenber that dog-woman, the one who works with the dishes in the
hospital ?' -

'"OfF course. She was good and bright and happy, and hel ped us all.’

' Go work with her, now and then. Ask her nothing. Tell her nothing. Just work
with her at her nachines. Tell her | said so. Happiness is catching. You m ght
catch it; | think I did nyself, alittle.'

"1 think | understand you,' said Genevieve softly. ' Casher, good-bye and
good, good luck to you. My uncle expects us.'

Toget her they went back into the pal ace.

Anot her nenory was the farewell to Philip Vincent, the Hereditary Dictator of
Pont oppi dan. The cal m cl ean-shaven, ruddy, well-fleshed face | ooked at him
wi th benign regard. Casher O Neill felt nore respect for this man when he
realized that ruthlessness is often the price of peace, and vigilance the
price of wealth.-

"You're a clever young nman. A very clever young man. You rmay wi n back the
power of your uncle Kuraf.'



"I don't want that power!' cried Casher ONeill. 'l have advice for you,' said
the Hereditary Dictator, 'and it is good advice or | would not be here to give
it. I have learned the political arts well: otherwise | would not be alive. Do
not refuse power. Just take it and use it wisely. Do not hide fromyour w cked
uncle's nane. hliterate it. Take the nane yourself and rule so well that, in

a few decades, no one will remenber your uncle. Just you. You are young. You
can't win now But it is in your fate to grow and to triunmph. | knowit. | am
good at these things. | have given "you your weapon. | amnot tricking you. It

i s packed safely and you may | eave with it.'

Casher O Neill was breathing softly, believing it all, and trying to think of
words to thank the stout, powerful ol der man when the dictator added, with a
little laugh in his voice:

' Thank you, too, for saving ne noney. You' ve lived up to your name, Casher.'

Saved you noney ?'
'"The alfalfa. The horse wanted alfalfa.'

"Ch, that idea!' said Casher ONeill. "It was obvious. | don't deserve nuch
credit for that.'

"/ didn't think of it/ said the Hereditary Dictator, 'and ny staff didn't
either. We're not stupid. That shows you are bright. You realized that Perino
must have had a food converter to keep the horse alive in the H ppy D psy. Al
we did was set it to alfalfa and we saved ourselves the cost of a shipload of
horse food twice a year. We're glad to save that credit. W're well off here,
but we don't like to waste things. You may bow to me now, and | eave.'

Casher O Neill had done so, with one last glance at the | ovely Genevieve,
standing fragile and beautiful beside her uncle's chair.

H s |ast nenory was very recent.

He had paid two hundred thousand credits for it, right on this liner. He had
found the Stop-Captain, bored now that the ship was in flight and the
Co- Captai n had taken over.

Can you get nme a telepathic fix on a horse ?'

"What's a horse?' said the Go-Captain. 'Wiere is it? Do you want to pay for it
"

"A horse,' said Casher O Neill patiently, '"is an unnodified earth ani mal. Not
under people. A big one, but quite intelligent. This one is in orbit right
around Pontoppidan. And | will pay the usual price.’

"Amllion Earth credits,' said the Stop-Captain.

"Ridiculous!" cried Casher O Neill.

They settled on two hundred thousand credits for a good fix and ten thousand

for the use of the ship's equipnment, even if there were failure. It was not a
failure. The technician was a snake-man: he was deft, cool, and superb at his
job. In only a few m nutes he passed the headset to Casher O Neill, saying

pelitely," This is it, | think.'

It was. He had reached right into the horse's rnind.



The endl ess sands of M zzer swam before Casher O Neill. The long lines of the
Twel ve Nil es converged in the distance. He galloped steadily and powerfully.
There were ot her horses near by, other riders, other things, but he hinself
was conscious only of the beat of the hooves against the strong noist sand,
the firmess of the appreciative rider upon his back. Dimy, as in a

hal | uci nati on, Casher O Neill could also see the little orbital ship in which
the old horse cantered in md-air, with an anused cadet sitting on his back
Up there, with no weight, the old worn-out heart would be good for many, many
years. Then he saw the horse's paradi se again. The flash of hooves threatened
to overtake him but he outran themall. There was the expectation of a stable
at the end, a rubdown, good succul ent green food, and the glinpse of a filly
i n the norning.

The horse of Pontoppidan felt extrenely wi se. He had trusted people - people,
the source of all kindness, all cruelty, all power anong the stars. And the
peopl e had been good. The horse felt very nuch horse again. Casher felt the
ol d body course along the river's edge |like a dream of power, like a

conpl etion of service, like an ultimate fulfil ment of conpani onship.



