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EPI LOGUE AND CODA

Thermre and Prol ogue

Story, place and ti me—these are the essentials.
1

The story is sinmple. There was a boy who bought the planet Earth. We know
that, to our cost. It only happened once, and we have taken pains that it wll
never happen again. He cane to Earth, got what he wanted, and got away alive,
in a series of very remarkabl e adventures. That's the story.

2

The place? That's A d North Australia. Wat other place could it be? Were



el se do the farners pay ten mllion credits for a handkerchief, five for a
bottl e of beer? Were el se do people | ead peaceful |ives, untouched by
mlitarism on a world which is booby-trapped with death and things worse than
death? A d North Australia has stroon—+the santaclara drug—and nore than a

t housand ot her planets clanmor for it. But you can get stroon only from
Norstrilia—that's what they call it, for short—because it is a virus which
grows on enormnous, mi sshapen sheep. The sheep were taken fromEarth to start a
pastoral system they ended up as the greatest of imaginable treasures. The
sinmple farmers becane sinple billionaires, but they kept their farmnm ng ways.
They started tough and they got tougher. People get pretty mean if you rob
them and hurt them for alnbst three thousand years. They get obstinate. They
avoi d strangers, except for sending out spies and a very occasional tourist.
They don't ness with other people, and they' re death, death inside out and
turned over twice, if you nmess with them

Then one of their kids showed up on Earth and bought it. The whol e pl ace,
| ock, stock and under peopl e.

That was a real enmbarrassnent for Earth.
And for Norstrilia, too

If it had been the two governments, Norstrilia would have collected all the
eye-teeth on earth and sold them back at compound interest. That's the way
Norstrilians do business. Or they mght have said, "Skip it, cobber. You can
keep your wet old ball. W've got a nice dry world of our own." That's the
tenmper they have. Unpredictable.

But a kid had bought Earth, and it was his.

Legally he had the right to punp up the Sunset Ocean, shoot it into space, and
sell water all over the inhabited gal axy.

He didn't.
He want ed sonet hing el se.

The Earth authorities thought it was girls, so they tried to throw girls at
himof all shapes, sizes, snells and ages—all the way from young | adi es of
good fam |y down to dog-derived undergirls who snelled of romance all the
time, except for the first five mnutes after they had had hot antiseptic
showers. But he didn't want girls. He wanted postage stanps.

That baffled both Earth and Norstrilia. The Norstrilians are a hard people
froma harsh planet, and they think highly of property. (Wy shouldn't they?
They have nost of it.) A story like this could only have started in
Norstrili a.

3

What's Norstrilia |ike?

Sonebody once singsonged it up, like this:

"Gray lay the land, oh. Gray grass fromsky to sky. Not near the weir, dear.
Not a nmountain, low or high—enly hills and gray gray. Watch the dappl ed

di npl ed twi nkl es bl oonming on the star bar

"That is Norstrilia.



"Al'l the nmuddy gl ubbery is gone—all the poverty, the waiting and the pain.
Peopl e fought their way away, their way away from nonstrous fornms. People
fought for hands and noses, eyes and feet, man and worman. They got it all back
agai n. Back they canme from daylight nightmares, centuries when nonstrous nen,
sucki ng the water around the pools, dreamed of being nmen again. They found it.
Men they were again, again, far away froma horrid when.

"The sheep, poor beasties, did not make it. Qut of their sickness they
distilled imortality for man. Who says research could do it? Research

besmirch! It was a pure accident. Smack up an accident, nan, and you've got it
made.

"Bei ge-brown sheep lie on blue-gray grass while the clouds rush past, |ow
overhead, like iron pipes ceilinging the world.

"Take your pick of sick sheep, man, it's the sick that pays. Sneeze ne a
pl anet, man, or cough me up a spot of life-forever. If it's barny there, where
the noddies and trolls like you live, it's too right here.

"That's the book, boy.

"I'f you haven't seen it, you haven't seen Norstrilia. If you did see it, you
woul dn't believe it. If you got there, you wouldn't get off alive.

"Mother Hilton's littul kittons wait for you down there. Little pets they are
little little little pets. Cute little things, they say. Don't you believe it.
No man ever saw them and wal ked away alive. You won't either. That's the fina
dash, flash. That's the utter cl obber, cobber

"Charts call the place dd North Australia."

W can suppose that that is what it is |ike.

4

Time: first century of the Rediscovery of Mn

Wien C nell [ived.

About the time they polished off Shayol, |ike w ping an apple on the sleeve.

Long deep into our own tinme. Fifteen thousand years after the bonbs went up
and the boom cane down on Ad, AOd Earth

Recent, see?

5

What happens in the story?

Read it.

Wio's there?

It starts with Rod McBan—who had the real name of Roderick Frederick Ronald
Arnold WIliam MacArt hur McBan. But you can't tell a story if you call the
mai n person by a nane as |ong as Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIliam
MacArt hur McBan. You have to do what his nei ghbors did—eall himRod McBan. The

ol d | adi es al ways said, "Rod McBan the hundred and fifty-first.! and then
sighed. Flurp a squirt at them friends. W don't need nunbers. W know his



fam |y was distingui shed. W know the poor kid was born to troubles.
Why shoul dn't he have troubl es?

He was born to inherit the Station of Doom

He al nost failed the Garden of Death.

The Onseck was after him

H s father had died out in the dirty part of space, where people never find
ni ce cl ean deat hs.

When he got in trouble, he trusted his conputer

The conputer ganbled, and it won Earth.

He went to Earth.

That was history itself—that and C nell beside him

At long, long last he got his rights and he cane hone.

That's the story. Except for the details.

They fol | ow.

CHAPTER ONE: At the Gate of the Garden of Death

Rod McBan faced the day of days. He knew what it was all about, but he could
not really feel it. He wondered if they had tranquilized himw th half-refined
stroon, a product so rare and precious that it was never, never sold

of f - pl anet .

He knew that by nightfall he would be | aughing and giggling and drooling in
one of the Dying Roons, where the unfit were put away to thin out the human
breed, or else he would stand forth as the ol dest |andhol der on the planet,
Chief Heir to the Station of Doom The farm had been sal vaged by his

gr eat 32- gr andf at her who had bought an ice-asteroid, crashed it into the farm
over the violent objections of his neighbors, and | earned clever tricks with
artesian wells which kept his grass growi ng while the neighbors' fields turned
fromgray-green to bl owi ng dust. The McBans had kept the sarcastic old nane
for their farmng station, the Station of Doom

By night, Rod knew, the station would be his.

O he would be dying, giggling his way to death in the killing place where
peopl e | aughed and grinned and rollicked about while they died.

He found hinself hunming a bit of a rhyme that had al ways been a part of the
tradition of Ad North Australia:

W kill tolive, and die to grow—
That's the way the world rmust go!
He' d been taught, bone-deep, that his own world was a very speci al

wor | d—envi ed, | oved, hated and dreaded across the gal axy. He knew that he was
part of a very special people. Qther races and kinds of nen farmed crops, or



rai sed food, or designed machi nes, and manufactured weapons. Norstrilians did
none of these things. Fromtheir dry fields, their sparse wells, their
enornous sick sheep, they refined immortality itself.

And sold it for a high, high price

Rod McBan wal ked a little way into the yard. His hone lay behind him It was a
|l og cabin built out of Dainoni beanms—beans uncuttabl e, unchangeable, solid
beyond all expectations of solidity. They had been purchased as a matched set
thirty-odd pl anet-hops away and brought to A d North Australia by photosails.
The cabin was a fort which could withstand even maj or weapons, but it was
still a cabin, sinple inside and with a front yard of scuffed dust. The | ast
red bit of dawn was whitening into day. Rod knew that he could not go far

He coul d hear the wonen out behind the house, the ki nswonmen who had cone to
barber and groom himfor the triunmph—er the other

They never knew how nmuch he knew. Because of his affliction, they had thought
around himfor years, counting on his tel epathic deafness to be constant.
Trouble was, it wasn't; lots of times he heard things which nobody intended
himto hear. He even renenbered the sad little poemthey had about the young
people who failed to pass the test for one reason or another and had to go to
t he Dying House instead of coming forth as Norstrilian citizens and fully
recogni zed subjects of Her-Mjesty-the-Queen. (Norstrilians had not had a rea
gueen for sone fifteen thousand years, but they were strong on tradition and
did not let nere facts boggle them) How did the little poemrun, "This is the
house of the long ago..."? In its own gloomy way it was cheerful

He erased his own footprint fromthe dust and suddenly he renmenbered the whol e
thing. He chanted it softly to hinself:

This is the house of the |ong ago,

Wiere the old ones nurnmur an endl ess woe,
Where the pain of tine is an actual pain,
At the Gate of the Garden of Death

And t hings once known al ways come again.
Qut in the garden of death, our young
Have tasted the valiant taste of fear,
Wth rmuscul ar arm and reckl ess tongue,
They have won, and | ost, and escaped us here.
This is the house of the |ong ago.

Those who di e young do not enter here,
Those living on know that hell is near
The ol d ones who suffer have willed it so.
Qut in the garden of death, the old

Look with awe on the young and bol d.

It was all right to say that they | ooked with awe at the young and bol d, but
he hadn't net a person yet who did not prefer life to death. He'd heard about
peopl e who chose deat h—ef course he had—who hadn't? But the experience was

t hi rd-hand, fourth-hand, fifth-hand.

He knew that some people had said of himthat he would be better off dead,
just because he had never |earned to comunicate telepathically and had to use
ol d spoken words |ike outworlders or barbarians.

Rod hinself certainly didn't think he would be better dead.

I ndeed, he sonetinmes | ooked at normal people and wondered how t hey nanaged to
go through life with the constant silly chatter of other people's thoughts



runni ng through their mnds. In the times that his nmind lifted, so that he
could "hier" for a while, he knew that hundreds or thousands of minds rattled
in on himwth unbearable clarity; he could even "hier" the mnds that thought
they had their telepathic shields up. Then, in alittle while, the merciful

cl oud of his handi cap came down on his mnd again and he had a deep uni que
privacy which everybody on O d North Australia should have envi ed.

H s conputer had said to himonce, "The words hier and spiek are corruptions
of the words hear and speak. They are al ways pronounced in the second rising
tone of voice, as though you were asking a question under the pressure of
anusenment and alarm if you say the words with your voice. They refer only to
tel epat hi c communi cati ons between persons or between persons and under people. "

"What are under peopl e?" he had asked.

"Animal s nodified to speak, to understand, and usually to | ook |ike nen. They
differ fromcerebrocentered robots in that the robots are built around an
actual animal mind, but are nechanical and electronic relays, while

under peopl e are conposed entirely of Earth-derived living tissue."

"Why haven't | ever seen one?"

"They are not allowed on Norstrilia at all, unless they are in the service of
the defense establishnments of the Conmonweal th."

"Why are we called a Conmonweal th, when all the other places are called worlds
or planets?"

"Because you people are subjects of the Queen of England."
"Who is the Queen of England?"

"She was an Earth ruler in the Most Ancient Days, nore than fifteen thousand
years ago."

"Where is she now?"
"I said," said the computer, "that it was fifteen thousand years ago."

"I know it," Rod had insisted, "but if there hasn't been any Queen of Engl and
for fifteen thousand years, how can we be her subjects?"

"I know the answer in human words," the reply had been fromthe friendly red
machi ne, "but since it makes no sense to nme, | shall have to quote it to you
as people told it to nme. 'She bloody well night turn up one of these days. Wo
knows? This is Od North Australia out here anbng the stars and we can dashed
wel | wait for our own Queen.' She m ght have been off on a trip when A d Earth
went sour." The conputer had clucked a fewtimes in its odd ancient voice and
had then said hopefully, in its toneless voice, "Could you restate that so
that | could programit as part of my menory-assenbly?"

"It doesn't nean nuch to ne. Next tinme | can hier other minds thinking Il
try to pick it out of somebody el se's head."

That had been about a year ago, and Rod had never run across the answer.
Last night he had asked the conputer a nore urgent question

"WIIl | die tonorrow?"



"Question irrelevant. No answer available."
"Computer!" he had shouted, "you know | |ove you."
"You say so."

"I started your historical assenbly up after repairing you, when that part had
been thi nkl ess for hundreds of years."

"Correct."”

"I crawl ed down into this cave and found the personal controls, where
great 14-grandfather had | eft them when they becane obsol ete."

"Correct."
"I"'mgoing to die tonmorrow and you won't even be sorry."

"I did not say that," said the conputer
"Don't you care?"

"I was not programed for enotion. Since you yourself repaired ne, Rod, you
ought to know that | amthe only all-mechanical conputer functioning in this

part of the galaxy. | amsure that if | had enotions | would be very sorry
indeed. It is an extreme probability, since you are nmy only comnpani on. But |
do not have emotions. | have nunbers, facts, |anguage, and nmenory—that is
all.”

"What is the probability, then, that | will die tonorrowin the G ggle Roon®?"
"That is not the right name. It is the Dying House."

"Al'l right, then, the Dying House."

"The judgnent on you will be a contenporary human judgrment based upon
enotions. Since | do not know the individuals concerned, | cannot make a
prediction of any value at all."

"What do you think is going to happen to me, conputer?"

"I do not really think, | respond. | have no input on that topic."

"Do you know anything at all about ny life and death tonorrow? |I know | can't
spiek with ny mind, but I have to make sounds with nmy nouth instead. Wy
should they kill me for that?"

"I do not know t he people concerned and therefore I do not know the reasons,"”
the conputer had replied, "but | know the history of Od North Australia down
to your greatl4-grandfather's tine."

"Tell me that, then," Rod had said. He had squatted in the cave which he had
di scovered, listening to the forgotten set of computer controls which he had
repai red, and had heard again the story of Od North Australia as his

gr eat 14- grandf at her had understood it. Stripped of personal names and actua
dates, it was a sinple story.

This nmorning his life hung on it.

Norstrilia had to thin out its people if it were going to keep its dd Ad



Earth character and be another Australia, out anong the stars. O herw se the
fields would fill up, the deserts turn into apartnent houses, the sheep die in
cellars under endl ess kennels for crowded and usel ess people. No Ad North
Australian wanted that to happen, when he could keep character, inmmortality,
and weal th—n that particular order of inmportance. It would be contrary to the
temperanent of Norstrilia.

The sinple character of Norstrilia was imutabl e—as i mutabl e as anyt hi ng out

anong the stars. This ancient Commonweal th was the only human institution
ol der than the Instrunentality.

The story was sinple, the way the conputer's clear long-circuited brain had
sorted it out.

Take a farmer culture straight off dd Ad Earth—Manhone itself.

Put the culture on a renpte planet.

Touch it with prosperity and blight it with drought.

Teach it sickness, deformty, hardi hood. Make it |earn poverty so bad that nen
sold one child to buy another child the drink of water which would give it an
extra day of life while the drills whirred deep into the dry rock, |ooking for
wet ness.

Teach that culture thrift, medicine, schol arship, pain, survival

G ve those people the |l essons of poverty, war, grief, greed, magnanimty,
pi ety, hope and despair by turn

Let the culture survive.
Survi ve di sease, deformity, despair, desolation, abandonnent.
Then give it the happiest accident in the history of tine.

Qut of sheep-sickness canme infinite riches, the santaclara drug or "stroon"
whi ch prol onged hurman life indefinitely.

Prolonged it—but with queer side-effects, so that nost Norstrilians preferred
to die in a thousand years or so.

Norstrilia was convul sed by the discovery.

So was every other inhabited world.

But the drug could not be synthesized, paralleled, duplicated. It was
somet hi ng whi ch could be obtained only fromthe sick sheep on the A d North

Australian plains.

Robbers and governnments tried to steal the drug. Now and then they succeeded,
| ong ago, but they hadn't nade it since the time of Rod' s great19-grandfather

They had tried to steal the sick sheep

Several had been taken off the planet. (The Fourth Battle of New Alice, in
whi ch half the nmenfolk of Norstrilia had died beating off the Bright Enpire,
had led to the loss of two of the sick sheep—ene fenmal e and one nale. The
Bright Enpire thought it had won. It hadn't. The sheep got well, produced



heal t hy | anbs, exuded no nore stroon, and died. The Bright Enmpire had paid
four battle fleets for a coldbox full of nutton.) The nonopoly remained in
Norstrili a.

The Norstrilians exported the santaclara drug, and they put the export on a
systematic basis.

They achi eved al nost infinite riches.

The poorest man on Norstrilia was always richer than the richest man anywhere
el se, enperors and conquerors included. Every farm hand earned at |east a
hundred Earth megacredits a day—nAeasured in real noney on AOd Earth, not in
paper which had to travel at a steep arbitrage.

But the Norstrilians nade their choice: the choi ce—
To remai n thensel ves.
They taxed thensel ves back into sinplicity.

Luxury goods got a tax of 20,000,000% For the price of fifty palaces on

O ynpia, you could inport a handkerchief into Norstrilia. A pair of shoes,

| anded, cost the price of a hundred yachts in orbit. Al machines were
prohi bi ted, except for defense and the drug-gathering. Underpeople were never
made on Norstrilia, and inported only by the defense authority for top secret
reasons. O d North Australia remained sinple, pioneer, fierce, open

Many famlies emigrated to enjoy their wealth; they could not return.

But the popul ati on probl emremai ned, even with the taxation and sinplicity and
hard wor k.

Cut back, then—eut back people if you nust.

But how, whom where? Birth control —beastly. Sterilizati on—+nhuman, unnanly,
unBritish. (This last was an ancient word neaning "very bad indeed.")

By famlies, then. Let the fam lies have the children. Let the Commonweal t h
test themat sixteen. If they ran under the standards, send themto a happy,
happy deat h.

But what about the families? You can't wipe a famly out, not in a
conservative farmer society, when the neighbors are fol k who have fought and
di ed beside you for a hundred generations. The Rule of Exceptions canme. Any
fam |y which reached the end of its line could have the last surviving heir
reprocessed—dp to four tinmes. If he failed, it was the Dying House, and a

desi gnat ed adopted heir fromanother famly took over the nane and the estate.

O herwi se their survivors would have gone on, in this century a dozen, in that
century twenty. Soon Norstrilia would have been divided into two classes, the
sound ones and a privileged class of hereditary freaks. This they could not
stand, not while the space around them stank of danger, not when nen a hundred
wor | ds away dreaned and died while thinking of howto rob the stroon. They had
to be fighters and chose not to be soldiers or enperors. Therefore they had to
be fit, alert, healthy, clever, sinple and noral. They had to be better than
any possi bl e enenmy or any possibl e conbinati on of enenies.

They made it.

A d North Australia became the toughest, brightest, sinplest world in the



gal axy. One by one, wi thout weapons, Norstrilians could tour the other world
and kill al nost anything which attacked them Governments feared them

O di nary peopl e hated them or worshi pped them Of-world men eyed their wonen
queerly. The Instrunmentality left them al one, or defended themw thout letting
the Norstrilians know they had been defended. (As in the case of Raunsog, who
brought his whole world to a death of cancer and vol canoes, because the Gol den
Ship struck once.)

Norstrilian nmothers learned to stand by with dry eyes when their children
unexpectedly drugged if they failed the tests, drooled with pleasure and went
giggling away to their deaths.

The space and subspace around Norstrilia becanme sticky, sparky with the
multiplicity of their defenses. Big outdoorsy nmen sailed tiny fighting craft
around the approaches to A d North Australia. When people net themin

out ports, they always thought that Norstrilians | ooked sinple; the | ooks were
a snare and a delusion. The Norstrilians had been conditioned by thousands of
years of unprovoked attack. They | ooked as sinple as sheep but their minds
were as subtle as serpents.

And now—Rod MBan.

The last heir, the very last heir, of their proudest old fam |y had been found
a hal f-freak. He was normal enough by Earth standards, but by Norstrilian
nmeasure he was i nadequate. He was a bad, bad telepath. He could not be counted
on to hier. Mst of the tine other people could not transmit into his mind at
all; they could not even read it. Al they got was a fiery bubble and a dul
fuzz of meaningl ess sub-semenes, fractions of thought which added up to |ess

t han not hing. And on spi eki ng, he was worse. He could not talk with his mnd
at all. Now and then he transmtted. Wen he did, the neighbors ran for cover.
If it was anger, a bl oody scream ng roar alnost blotted out their

consci ousnesses with a rage as solid and red as neat hanging in a

sl aught erhouse. |If he was happy, it was worse. Hi s happi ness, which he
transmtted without knowing it, had the distractiveness of a speed-saw cutting
i nto di anond-grai ned rock. His happiness drilled into people with an initial
sense of pleasure, followed rapidly by acute disconfort and the sudden w sh
that all their own teeth would fall out: the teeth had turned into spum ng
whirls of raw, unqualified disconfort.

They did not know his biggest personal secret. They suspected that he could
hi er now and then wi thout being able to control it. They did not know that
when he did hier, he could hier everything for mles around with nicroscopic
detail and tel escopic range. His telepathic intake, when it did work, went
right through other people's mnd-shields as though they did not exist. (If
sone of the wonen in the farnms around the Station of Doom knew what he had
accidentally peeped out of their mnds, they would have bl ushed the rest of
their lives.) As a result, Rod McBan had a frightful anount of unsorted
know edge which did not quite fit together

Previ ous conmittees had neither awarded himthe Stati on of Doom nor sent him
off to the giggle death. They had appreciated his intelligence, his quick wt,
hi s enornous physical strength. But they remained worried about his tel epathic
handi cap. Three tines before he had been judged. Three tines.

And three times judgnment had been suspended. They had chosen the | esser
cruelty and had sent himnot to death, but to a new babyhood and a fresh
upbringi ng, hoping that the telepathic capacity of his mnd would naturally
soar up to the Norstrilian normal. They had underesti mated him

He knew it.



Thanks to the eavesdroppi ng which he could not control, he understood bits and
pi eces of what was happeni ng, even though nobody had ever told himthe
rati onal whys and hows of the process.

It was a gl oony but conposed big boy who gave the dust of his own front yard
one | ast usel ess kick, who turned back into the cabin, wal king right through
to the main roomto the rear door and the back yard, and who greeted his

ki nswormen politely enough as they, hiding their aching hearts, prepared to
dress himup for his trial. They did not want the child to be upset, even

t hough he was as big as a man and showed nore conmposure than did nost adult
men. They wanted to hide the fearful truth fromhim How could they help it?

He al ready knew.
But he pretended he didn't.
Cordi al ly enough, just scared enough but not too rmuch, he said:

"What ho, auntie! Hello, cousin. Mrning, Mribel. Here's your sheep. Curry
himup and trimhimfor the livestock conpetition. Do | get a ring in my nose
or a bow ribbon around nmy neck?"

One or two of the young ones | aughed, but his oldest "aunt"—actually a fourth
cousin, married into another fam |y—pointed seriously and calmy at a chair in
the yard and said: "Do sit down, Roderick. This is a serious occasion and we
usual ly do not talk while preparations are going on."

She bit her lower Iip and then she added, not as though she wanted to frighten
hi m but because she wanted to inpress him

"The Vice-chairman will be here today."

"The Vice-chai rman" was the head of the governnment; there had been no Chairnman
of the Tenporary Commonweal th Governnent for sone thousands of years.
Norstrilians did not |ike posh and they thought that "vice-chairman" was high
enough for any one man to go. Besides, it kept the of fworl ders guessing.

(Rod was not inpressed. He had seen the man. It was in one of his rare nonents
of broad hiering, and he found that the mnd of the Vice-chairman was full of
nunbers and horses, the results of every horse race for three hundred and
twenty years, and the projection forward of six probable horse races in the
next two years.)

"Yes, auntie," he said.

"Don't bray all the time today. You don't have to use your voice for little
things |ike saying yes. Just nod your head. It will nake a rmuch better

i mpression.”

He started to answer, but gul ped and nodded i nst ead.

She sank the conb into his thick yellow hair.

Anot her one of the wonen, alnmpst a girl, brought up a small table and a basin.
He could tell from her expression that she was spieking to him but this was

one of the tines in which he could not hier at all

The aunt gave his hair a particularly fierce tug just as the girl took his
hand. He did not know what she nmeant to do. He yanked his hand back



The basin fell off the small table. Only then did he realize that it was
nerely soapy water for a manicure.

"I amsorry," he said; even to him his voice sounded |like a bray. For a
monent he felt the fierce rush of humliation and self-hate.

They should kill ne, he thought...By the tinme the sun goes down I'll be in the
G ggl e Room | aughi ng and | aughi ng before the medi ci ne nakes my brai ns boi
away.

He had reproached hinself.

The two woren had sai d not hing. The aunt had wal ked away to get some shanpoo,
and the girl was returning with a pitcher, to refill the basin.

He | ooked directly into her eyes, and she into his.

"I want you," she said, very clearly, very quietly, and with a snile which
seenmed inexplicable to him

"What for?" said he, equally quietly.
"Just you," she said. "I want you for nyself. You're going to live."

"You're Lavinia, ny cousin," said he, as though discovering it for the first
tine.

"Sh-h-h," said the girl. "She's com ng back."

When the girl had settled down to getting his fingernails really clean, and

t he aunt had rubbed sonething |like sheep-dip into his hair, Rod began to fee
happy. Hi s mood changed fromthe indifference which he had been pretending to
hinself. It becane a real indifference to his fate, an easy acceptance of the
gray sky above him the dull rolling earth below He had a fear—a little tiny
fear, so small that it mght have seened to be a midget pet in a mniature
cage—runni ng around the inside of his thinking. It was not the fear that he
woul d di e: sonehow he suddenly accepted his chances and renenbered how many
ot her people had had to take the same play with fortune. This little fear was
somet hing el se, the dread that he m ght not behave hinmself properly if they
did tell himto die.

But then, he thought, | don't have to worry. Negative is never a word—ust a
hypoderm c, so that the first bad news the victimhas is his own excited,
happy | augh

Wth this funny peace of mnd, his hiering suddenly lifted.

He could not see the Garden of Death, but he could look into the nminds tending
it; it was a huge van hidden just beyond the next roll of hills, where they
used to keep Add Billy, the 1,800-ton ram He could hear the clatter of voices
inthe little town eighteen kil oneters away. And he could look right into

Lavi nia's m nd.

It was a picture of hinself. But what a picture! So grown, so handsone, so
brave-1 ooki ng. He had school ed hinmself not to nmove when he could hier, so that
ot her people would not realize that his rare telepathic gift had come back to
hi m

Aunti e was speaking to Lavinia wthout noisy words, "W'Ill see this pretty boy



in his coffin tonight."
Lavi ni a thought right back, w thout apol ogy, "No, we won't."

Rod sat impassive in his chair. The two wonen, their faces grave and silent,
went on spieking the argunent at each other with their mnds.

"How woul d you know—you're not very ol d?" spieked auntie.

"He has the oldest station in all of Od North Australia. He has one of the
very ol dest nanes. He is— and even in spieking her thoughts cluttered up
like a stammer—he is a very nice boy and he is going to be a wonderful nman."

"Mark my thought," spieked the auntie again, "I'mtelling you that we'll see
himin his coffin tonight and that by midnight he'll be in his coffin-ride to
the Long Way Qut."

Lavinia junmped to her feet. She al nost knocked over the basin of water a
second tine. She noved her throat and nouth to speak words but she just
cr oaked,

"Sorry, Rod. Sorry."

Rod McBan, his face guarded, gave a pleasant, stupid little nod, as though he
had no i dea of what they had been spieking to each other

She turned and ran, shout-spieking the |oud thought at auntie, "Get sonmebody
el se to do his hands. You're heartless, hopel ess. Get somebody el se to do your
corpse-washing for you. Not me. Not ne."

"What's the matter with her?" said Rod to the auntie, just as though he did
not know.

"She's just difficult, that's all. Just difficult. Nerves, | suppose," she
added in her croaking spoken words. She could not talk very well, since al
her famly and friends could spiek and hier with privacy and grace. "W were
spi eking with each ot her about what you woul d be doi ng tonorrow "

"Where's a priest, auntie?" said Rod.
"A what ?"

"A priest, like the old poemhas, in the rough, rough days before our people
found this planet and got our sheep settled down. Everybody knows it:

Here is the place where the priest went mnad,
Over there my nother burned,

| cannot show you the house we had,

W | ost that slope where the mountain turned.

There's nmore to it, but that's the part | renenber. Isn't a priest a
specialist in howto die? Do we have any around here?"

He watched her nmind as she lied to him As he had spoken, he had a perfectly
clear picture of one of their nore distant neighbors, a man named Tol | iver,
who had a very gentle manner; but her words were not about Tolliver at all

"Some things are nen's business,"” she said, cawi ng her words. "Anyhow, that



song isn't about Norstrilia at all. It's about Paradise VIl and why we |eft
it. I didn't know you knewit."

In her mind he read, "That boy knows too nuch."
"Thanks, auntie," said he nmeekly.

"Come along for the rinse," said she. "We're using an awful |ot of real water
on you today."

He foll owed her and he felt nmore kindly toward her when he saw her think
Lavinia had the right feelings but she drew the wong conclusion. He's going
to be dead tonight.

That was too nuch.

Rod hesitated for a nonent, tenpering the chords of his oddly-attuned nind
Then he let out a tremendous how of telepathic joy, just to bother the |ot of
them It did. They all stopped still. Then they stared at him

In words the auntie said, "Wuat was that?"
"What ?" said he, innocently.
"That noi se you spieked. It wasn't meaning."

"Just sort of a sneeze, | suppose. | didn't know | did it." Deep down inside
hi nsel f he chuckled. He night be on his way to the Hoohoo Garden, but he woul d
fritter their friskies for themwhile he did it

It was a dashed silly way to die, he thought all to hinself.
And then a strange, crazy, happy idea came to him

Perhaps they can't kill ne. Perhaps | have powers. Powers of nmy own. Well,
we' |l soon enough find out.

CHAPTER TWO. The Tria

Rod wal ked across the dusty lot, took three steps up the folding staircase
whi ch had been let down fromthe side of the trailer van, knocked on the door
once as he had been instructed to do, had a green light flash in his face,
opened the door, and entered.

It was a garden.

The npi st, sweet, scent-laden air was |like a narcotic. There were bright green
plants in profusion. The lights were clear but not bright; their ceiling gave
the effect of a penetrating blue, blue sky. He | ooked around. It was a copy of
Od Add Earth. The grow hs on the green plants were roses; he renmenbered

pi ctures which his conputer had showed him The pictures had not gotten across
the idea that they snelled nice at the sane tine that they |ooked nice. He
wondered if they did that all the time, and then renenbered the wet air: wet
air always holds snells better than dry air does. At last, alnobst shyly, he

| ooked up at the three judges.

Wth real startlenment, he saw that one of themwas not a Norstrilian at all
but the I ocal conmi ssioner of the Instrunentality, the Lord Redl ady—a thin nman
with a sharp, inquiring face. The other two were A d Taggart and John Beasl ey.



He knew them but not well

"Wl come, " said the Lord Redl ady, speaking in the funning singsong of a nman
from Manhone.

"Thank you," said Rod.
"You are Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIiam MacArthur MBan, the one
hundred and fifty-first?" said Taggart, knowi ng perfectly well that Rod was

t hat person.

Lord | ove-a-duck and |ucky ne! thought Rod, |'ve got ny hiering, even in this
pl ace!

"Yes," said the Lord Redl ady.
There was sil ence.

The other two judges | ooked at the Manhome man; the stranger | ooked at Rod;
Rod stared, and then began to feel sick at the bottom of his stomach.

For the first tine in his life, he had nmet sonmebody who coul d penetrate his
pecul i ar perceptual abilities.

At | ast he thought, "I understand."

The Lord Redl ady | ooked sharply and inpatiently at him as though waiting for
a response to that single word "yes."

Rod had al ready answered—tel epathically.

At last O d Taggart broke the silence: "Aren't you going to talk? | asked you
your name."

The Lord Redlady held up his hand in a gesture for patience; it was not a
gesture which Rod had ever seen before, but he understood it imediately.

He thought telepathically at Rod, "You are watching ny thoughts."
"Indeed I am" thought Rod, back at him

The Lord Redl ady cl apped a hand to his forehead. "You are hurting me. Did you
t hi nk you sai d sonet hi ng?"

Wth his voice Rod said, "I told you that | was reading your mind."

The Lord Redlady turned to the other two nen and spieked to them "Did either
of you hier what he tried to spiek?"

"No. "
"No." They both thought back at him "Just noise, |oud noise."
"He is a broadbander like nyself. And | have been disgraced for it. You know

that | amthe only Lord of the Instrumentality who has been degraded fromthe
status of Lord to that of Conm ssioner—

"Yes," they spieked.

"You know that they could not cure nme of shouting and suggested | die?"



"No," they answered.

"You know that the Instrumentality thought | could not bother you here and
sent me to your planet on this miserable job, just to get nme out of the way?"

"Yes," they answered.

"Then, what do you want to do about hinf? Don't try to fool him He knows al
about this place already.” The Lord Redl ady gl anced quickly, synpathetically
up at Rod, giving hima little phantomsnile of encouragement. "Do you want to
kill hinP To exile hinP To turn him]l oose?"

The other two nen fussed around in their mnds. Rod could see that they were
troubled at the idea he could watch them thinking, when they had thought hima
tel epathic deaf-nute; they also resisted the Lord Redl ady's unmannerly

preci pitation of the decision. Rod alnost felt that he was swnming in the
thick wet air, with the snell of roses cloying his nostrils so nuch that he
woul d never snell anything but roses again, when he becane aware of a nassive
consci ousness very near hinm—a fifth person in the room whom he had not
noticed at all before.

It was an earth soldier, conplete with uniform The soldier was handsone,
erect, tall, formal with a rigid mlitary decorum He was, furthernore, not
human and he had a strange weapon in his left hand.

"What is that?" spieked Rod to the Earthman. The man saw his face, not the
t hought .

"An underman. A snakeman. The only one on this planet. He will carry you out
of here if the decision goes against you."

Beasley cut in, alnost angrily. "Here, cut it out. This is a hearing, not a
bl ossomi ng tea-party. Don't clutter all that futt into the air. Keep it
formal . "

"You want a formal hearing?" said the Lord Redlady. "A formal hearing for a
man who knows everything that all of us are thinking? It's foolish."

"In dd North Australia, we always have formal hearing," said AOd Taggart.
Wth an acuteness of insight born of his own personal danger, Rod saw Taggart
all over again for the first tinme—a careworn poor old man, who had worked a

poor farm hard for a thousand years; a farner, like his ancestors before him
a man rich only in the nmllions of megacredits which he would never take tinme
to spend; a man of the soil, honorable, careful, formal, righteous, and very

just. Such men did not yield to innovation, ever. They fought change.

"Have the hearing then," said the Lord Redl ady, "have the hearing if it is
your custom ny mster and owner Taggart, my mster and owner Beasley."

The Norstrilians, appeased, bowed their heads briefly.

Al most shyly, Beasley |ooked over at the Lord Redlady. "Sir and Conmm ssi oner
will you say the words? The good old words. The ones that will help us to find
our duty and to do it."

Rod saw a quick flare of red anger go through the Lord Redlady's nind as the
Eart h conm ssioner thought fiercely to hinmself, "Wy all this fuss about
killing one poor boy? Let himgo, you dull clutts, or kill him" But the
Eart hman had not directed the thoughts outward and the two Norstrilians were



unaware of his private view of them

On the outside, the Lord Redl ady remai ned calm He used his voice, as
Norstrilians did on occasion of great cerenony:

"We are here to hear a man."

"We are here to hear him" they responded.

"We are not to judge or to kill, though this may follow " said he.
"Though this may follow " they responded.

"And where, on dd Add Earth, does man cone fron®"

They knew the answer by rote and said it heavily together: "This is the way it
was on Od Add Earth, and this is the way it shall be anong the stars, no
matter how far we nmen nay wander:

"The seed of wheat is planted in dark, noist earth; the seed of man in dark
nmoi st flesh. The seed of wheat fights upward to air, sun and space; the stalk,
| eaves, bl ossom and grain flourish under the open glare of heaven. The seed of
man grows in the salty private ocean of the wonb, the sea-darkness renenbered
by the bodies of his race. The harvest of wheat is collected by the hands of
men; the harvest of nmen is collected by the tenderness of eternity.”

"And what does this nean?" chanted the Lord Redl ady.

"To look with mercy, to decide with nercy, to kill with mercy, but to make the
harvest of man strong and true and good, the way that the harvest of wheat
stood high and proud on Od AOd Earth."

"And who is here?" he asked.
They both recited Rod's full nane.

When they had finished, the Lord Redlady turned to Rod and said, "I am about
to utter the cerenonial words, but | prom se you that you will not be
surprised, no matter what happens. Take it easy, therefore; easy, easy." Rod
was wat ching the Earthman's mind and the mnd of the two Norstrilians. He
could see that Beasley and Taggart were befuddled with the ritual of the
words, the wetness and scent of the air, and the false blue sky in the top of
the van; they did not know what they were going to do. But Rod could al so see
a sharp, keen triunphant thought formng in the bottomof the Lord Redl ady's
mnd, 1'll get this boy off! He alnost snmiled, despite the presence of the
snake man with the rigid snmle and the i movabl e glaring eyes standing just

t hree paces beside himand a little to his rear, so that Rod could only | ook
at himthrough the corner of his eye.

"M sters and owners!" said the Lord Redl ady.
"M ster chairman!" they answered.

"Shall | informthe man who is being heard?"
"Informhim" they chanted.

"Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIliam MacArthur McBan to the one hundred
and fifty-first."



"Yes sir," said Rod.

"Heir-in-trust of the Station of Doom "
"That's ne," said Rod.

"Hear him" said the other two.

"You have not come here, child and citizen Roderick, for us to judge you or to
puni sh you. If these things are to be done, they nust be done in another place
or time, and they nust be done by nen other than ourselves. The only concern
before this board is the follow ng: should you or should you not be allowed to
| eave this room safe and free and well, taking into no account your innocence
or guilt of matters which nmight be deci ded el sewhere, but having regard only
for the survival and the safety and the welfare of this given planet? W are
not puni shing and we are not judging, but we are deciding, and what we are
deciding is your life. Do you understand? Do you agree?"

Rod nodded nutely, drinking in the wet-rose-scented air and stilling his
sudden thirst with the danpness of the atnosphere. If things went w ong now,
they did not have very far to go. Not far to go, not with the notionl ess
snake- man standi ng just beyond his reach. He tried to | ook at the snake-brain
but got nothing out of it except for an unexpected glitter of recognition and
defi ance.

The Lord Redl ady went on, Taggart and Beasl ey hanging on his words as though
t hey had never heard them before.

"Child and citizen, you know the rules. W are not to find you wong or right.
No crinme is judged here, no offense. Neither is innocence. W are only judgi ng
the single question. Should you live or should you not? Do you understand? Do
you agree?"

Said Rod, "Yes, sir."
"And how stand you, child and citizen?"
"What do you nean?"

"This board is asking you. What is your opinion? Should you live or should you
not ?"

"I"d like to," said Rod, "but |"'mtired of all these chil dhoods."

"That is not what the board is asking you, child and citizen," said the Lord
Redl ady. "W are asking you, what do you think? Should you live or should you
not |ive?"

"You want ne to judge mysel f?"

"That's it, boy," said Beasley, "you know the rules. Tell them boy. | said we
could count on you."

The sharp friendly neighborly face unexpectedly took on great inportance for
Rod. He | ooked at Beasley as though he had never seen the man before. This man
was trying to judge him Rod; and he, Rod, had to hel p decide on what was to
be done with hinself. The nedicine fromthe snake-nman and the giggl e-giggle
death—er a walk out into freedom Rod started to speak and checked hinsel f; he
was to speak for Od North Australia. A d North Australia was a tough world,
proud of its tough nmen. No wonder the board gave hima tough decision. Rod



made up his mind and he spoke clearly and deliberately:

"I"'d say no. Do not let me live. | don't fit. | can't spiek and hier. Nobody
knows what my children would be like, but the odds are agai nst them Except
for one thing.."

"And what, child and citizen, is that?" asked the Lord Redl ady, while Beasley
and Taggart watched as though they were staring at the last five nmeters of a
horse race.

"Look at ne carefully, citizens and nenbers of the board," said Rod, finding
that in this mlieu it was easy to fall into a cerenoni ous way of talking.
"Look at nme carefully and do not consider ny own happi ness, because you are
not allowed, by law, to judge that anyhow. Look at my talent—the way | can
hier, the big thunderstormway | can spiek." Rod gathered his nind for a fina
ganbl e and as his lips got through talking, he spat his whole nmind at them
—anger - anger, rage-red,

—bl ood-r ed,

—Fire-fury,

—noi se, stench, glare, roughness, sourness and hate hate hate,

—all the anxiety of a bitter day,

—erutts, whel ps, pups!

It all poured out at once. The Lord Redl ady turned pal e and conpressed his
lips, AOd Taggart put his hands over his face, Beasley |ooked bew | dered and
nauseat ed. Beasley then started to belch as cal m descended on the room

In a slightly shaky voice, the Lord Redl ady asked:

"And what was that supposed to show, child and citizen?"

"In grown-up form sir, could it be a useful weapon?"

The Lord Redl ady | ooked at the other two. They talked with the tiny
expressions on their faces; if they were spieking, Rod could not read it. This
last effort had cost himall telepathic input.

"Let's go on," said Taggart.

"Are you ready?" said the Lord Redl ady to Rod.

"Yes, sir," said Rod.

"I continue," said the Lord Redlady. "If you understand your own case as we
see it, we shall proceed to nake a decision and, upon making the decision, to
kill you imrediately or to set you free no Il ess imediately. Should the latter
prove the case, we shall also present you with a small but precious gift, so
as to reward you for the courtesy which you will have shown this board, for

wi t hout courtesy there could be no proper hearing, w thout the hearing no
appropriate decision, and wi thout an appropriate decision there could be
neither justice nor safety in the years to cone. Do you understand? Do you

agree?"

"l suppose so," said Rod.



"Do you really understand? Do you really agree? It is your life which we are
tal ki ng about," said the Lord Redl ady.

"Cover us," said the Lord Redl ady.

Rod started to ask how when he understood that the conmand was not directed at
himin the | east.

The snake-man had cone to |life and was breathing heavily. He spoke in clear
old words, with an odd droppi ng cadence in each syll able:

"High, ny lord, or utter maxi nunf"

For answer, the Lord Redl ady pointed his right armstraight up with the index
finger straight at the ceiling. The snake-man hi ssed and gathered his enotions
for an attack. Rod felt his skin go goose-pinply all over, then he felt the
hair on the back of his neck rise, finally he felt nothing but an unbearabl e
alertness. If these were the thoughts which the snake-man was sendi ng out of
the trailer van, no passerby could possibly eavesdrop on the decision. The
startling pressure of raw nmenace woul d take care of that instead.

The three menbers of the board held hands and seenmed to be asl eep

The Lord Redl ady opened his eyes and shook his head, al nost inperceptibly, at
t he snake-sol dier.

The feeling of snake-threat went off. The soldier returned to his i mobile
position, eyes forward. The menmbers of the board slunmped over their table.
They did not seemto be able or ready to speak. They | ooked out of breath. At
| ast Taggart dragged hinself to his feet, gasping his message to Rod:

"There's the door, boy. Go. You're a citizen. Free."
Rod started to thank himbut the old man held up his right hand:

"Don't thank me. Duty. But renenber—ot one word, ever. Not one word, ever,
about this hearing. Go along."

Rod pl unged for the door, lurched through, and was in his own yard. Free.
For a nonent he stood in the yard, stunned.

The dear gray sky of Ad North Australia rolled | ow overhead; this was no

| onger the eerie light of AOd Earth, where the heavens were supposed to shine
perpetual ly blue. He sneezed as the dry air caught the tissue of his nostrils.
He felt his clothing chill as the noisture evaporated out of it; he did not
think whether it was the wetness of the trailer-van or his own sweat which had
made his shirt so wet. There were a | ot of people there, and a lot of |ight.
And the smell of roses was as far away as another life mght be.

Lavi ni a stood near him weeping.

He started to turn to her, when a collective gasp fromthe crowd caused himto
turn around.

The snake-man had cone out of the van. (It was just an old theater-van, he
realized at last, the kind which he hinmself had entered a hundred tinmes.) His
earth uni form | ooked Iike the acme of wealth and decadence anpong the dusty
coveralls of the nen and the poplin dresses of the wonmen. Hi s green conpl exi on
| ooked bright anmong the tanned faces of the Norstrilians. He sal uted Rod.



Rod did not return the salute. He just stared.

Per haps they had changed their minds and had sent the giggle of death after
hi m

The soldier held out his hand. There was a wall et of what seened to be
| eather, finely chased, of offworld manufacture.

Rod stamered, "It's not mne."

"It—is—not—yours," said the snake-man, "but—it—is—the—gift—whi ch—the—
peopl e—prom sed—you—i nsi de. —fake—it —because— | —am+too—dry—out —here."

Rod took it and stuffed it in his pocket. What did a present matter when they
had given himlife, eyes, daylight, the wind itself?

The snake-sol dier watched with flickering eyes. He made no comment, but he
saluted and went stiffly back to the van. At the door he turned and | ooked
over the crowd as though he were appraising the easiest way to kill themall
He sai d nothing, threatened nothing. He opened the door and put hinself into
the van. There was no sign of who the human inhabitants of the van m ght be.
There nust be, thought Rod, sone way of getting themin and out of the Garden
of Death very secretly and very quietly, because he had |ived around the

nei ghborhood a long time and had never had the faintest idea that his own

nei ghbors mght sit on a board.

The people were funny. They stood quietly in the yard, waiting for himto make
the first nove.

He turned stiffly and | ooked around nore deliberately.

Why, it was his neighbors and kinfolk, all of themMBans, McArthurs,
Passarellis, Schmdts, even the Sanders!

He lifted his hand in greeting to all of them
Panderoni um br oke | oose.

They rushed toward him The wonen kissed him the nmen patted himon the back
and shook his hand, the small children began a piping little song about the
Stati on of Doom He had becone the center of a nmob which led himto his own
ki t chen.

Many of the people had begun to cry.
He wondered why. Al npst inmediately, he understood—
They liked him

For unfat honabl e peopl e reasons, m xed-up non-Ilogi cal human reasons they had
wi shed himwell. Even the auntie who had predicted a coffin for himwas
sniveling wthout shanme, using a corner of her apron to w pe her eyes and
nose.

He had gotten tired of people, being a freak hinself, but in this noment of
trial their goodness, though capricious, flowed over himlike a great wave. He
let themsit himdown in his own kitchen. Anong the babble, the weeps, the

| aughter, the hearty and falsely cheerful relief, he heard a single fugue
bei ng repeated again and again: they |liked him He had come back from deat h:



he was their Rod MBan.

Wthout liquor, it made himdrunk. "I can't stand it," he shouted, "I |ike you
all so dashed bl oonmed crutting nuch that | could beat the sentinental brains
out of the whole crook |Iot of you..

"I'sn't that a sweet speech?" murmured an old farmw fe nearby.
A policeman, in full uniform agreed.

The party had started. It lasted three full days, and when it was over there
was not a dry eye or a full bottle on the whole Station of Doom

Fromtime to tinme he cleared up enough to enjoy his miracul ous gift of
hiering. He | ooked through all their mnds while they chatted and sang and
drank and ate and were as happy as Larry; there was not one of them who had
cone along vainly. They were truly rejoicing. They |oved him They w shed him
wel | . He had his doubts about how |l ong that kind of |ove would last, but he
enjoyed it while it |asted.

Lavinia stayed out of his way the first day; on the second and third days she
was gone. They gave himreal Norstrilian beer to drink, which they had brought
up to 108 proof by the sinple addition of raw spirits. Wth this, he forgot
the Garden of Death, the sweet wet snells, the precise off-world voice of the
Lord Redl ady, the pretentious blue sky in the ceiling.

He | ooked in their m nds and over and over again he saw the sane thing,

"You're our boy. You made it. You're alive. Good |uck, Rod, good luck to you,
fellow We didn't have to see you stagger off, giggling and happy, to the
house that you would die in."

Had he made it, thought Rod, or was it chance which had done it for hinP

CHAPTER THREE: Anger of the Onseck

By the end of the week, the celebration was over. The assorted aunts and
cousi ns had gone back to their farns. The Station of Doom was quiet, and Rod
spent the norning making sure that the fiel dhands had not negl ected the sheep
too much during the prol onged party. He found that Daisy, a young 300-ton ewe,
had not been turned for two days and had to be rel anolinized on her ground
side before earth canker set in; then, he discovered that the nutrient tubes
for Tanner, his 1000-ton ram had becone jamed and that the poor sheep was
getting a bad case of edema in his gigantic legs. Qtherw se things were quiet.
Even when he saw Beasley's red pony tethered in his own yard, he had no
premoni tion of trouble.

He went cheerfully into the house, greeting Beasley with an irreverent "Have a
drink on ne, Mster and Oaner Beasley! Ch, you have one already! Have the next
one then, sir!"

"Thanks for the drink, lad, but I cane to see you. On business."

"Yes sir," said Rod, "you're one of ny trustees, aren't you?"

"That | am" said Beasley, "but you're in trouble, lad. Real trouble."

Rod smled at himevenly and calmy. He knew that the ol der man had to nmeke a
big effort to talk with his voice instead of just spieking with his mnd; he



appreci ated the fact that Beasley had come to himpersonally, instead of
talking to the other trustees about him It was a sign that he, Rod had passed
his ordeal. Wth genuine conposure, Rod decl ared:

"I"ve been thinking, sir, this week, that I'd gotten out of trouble."
"What do you nean, Owner MBan?"

"You renenber..” Rod did not dare nention the Garden of Death, nor his menory
t hat Beasl ey had been one of the secret board who had passed himas being fit
to live.

Beasl ey took the cue. "Sonme things we don't nmention, lad, and | see that you
have been well taught."

He stopped there and stared at Rod with the expression of a man | ooking at an
unfam |liar corpse before turning it over to identify it. Rod became uneasy
with the stare.

"Sit, lad, sit down," said Beasley, commanding Rod in his own house.

Rod sat down on the bench, since Beasley occupied the only chair—Rod's
grandfat her's huge carved off-world throne. He sat. He did not |ike being
ordered about, but he was sure that Beasley nmeant himwell and was probably
strained by the unfanmiliar effort of talking with his throat and nout h.

Beasl ey | ooked at himagain with that peculiar expression, a mxture of
sympat hy and di staste.

"CGet up again, lad, and | ook round your house to see if there's anybody
about . "

"There isn't," said Rod. "My aunt Doris left after | was cleared, the

wor kwoman El eanor borrowed a cart and went off to market, and | have only two
station hands. They're both out reinfecting Baby. She ran | ow on her
sant acl ara count."

Normal |y, the wealth-producing sicknesses of their gigantic half-paral yzed
sheep woul d have engrossed the full attention of any two Norstrilian farmers,
wi t hout respect to differences in age and grade.

This tinme, no.

Beasl ey had sonething serious and unpl easant on his mnd. He | ooked so pruney
and unqui et that Rod felt a real synmpathy for the man.

Beasl ey repeated, "Go have a | ook, anyhow. "

Rod did not argue. Dutifully he went out the back door, |ooked around the
south side of the house, saw no one, wal ked around the house on the north
side, saw no one there either, and re-entered the house fromthe front door
Beasl ey had not stirred, except to pour a little nore bitter ale fromhis
bottle to his glass. Rod net his eyes. Wthout another word, Rod sat down. If
the man was seriously concerned about him (which Rod thought he was), and if
the man was reasonably intelligent (which Rod knew he was), the conmunication
was worth waiting for and listening to. Rod was still sustained by the

pl easant feeling that his neighbors liked him a feeling which had cone
plainly to the surface of their honest Norstrilian faces when he wal ked back
into his own back yard fromthe van of the Garden of Death.



Beasl ey said, as though he were speaking of an unfamliar food or a rare
drink. "Boy, this talking has some advantages. If a man doesn't put his ear
intoit, he can't just pick it up with his mnd, can he, now?"

Rod thought for a nmoment. Candidly he spoke, "I'mtoo young to know for sure,
but | never heard of sonebody picking up spoken words by hiering themwth his
mnd. It seems to be one or the other. You never talk while you are spieking,
do you?"

Beasl ey nodded. "That's it, then. | have sonething to tell you which
shouldn't tell you, and yet | have got to tell you, so if | keep ny voice
bl oom ng | ow, nobody else will pick it up, will they?"

Rod nodded. "What is it, sir? Is there sonmething wong with the title to ny
property?"

Beasl ey took a drink but kept staring at Rod over the top of the nug while he
drank, "You' ve got trouble there too, lad, but even though it's bad, it's
something | can talk over with you and with the other trustees. This is nore
personal, in a way. And worse."

"Please, sir! What is it?" cried Rod, al nost exasperated by all this
nmystification.

"The Onseck is after you."

"What's an Onseck?" said Rod, "I have never heard of it.

"It's not an it," said Beasley gloomly, "it's a him Onseck, you know, the
chap in the Commonweal th governnent. The man who keeps the books for the
Vice-chairman. It was Hon. Sec., neaning Honorary Secretary or sonething el se
prehistoric, when we first cane to this planet, but by now everybody just says
Onseck and wites it just the way it sounds. He knows that he can't reverse
your hearing in the Garden of Death."

"Nobody could,"” cried Rod, "it's never been done; everybody knows that."
"They may know it, but there's civil trial."

"How can they give nme a civil trial when | haven't had time to change? You
your sel f know—=

"Never, |addie, never say what Beasley knows or doesn't know. Just say what
you think." Even in private, between just the two of them Beasley did not
want to violate the fundanmental secrecy of the hearing in the Garden of Death.

"I"'mjust going to say, Mster and Omer Beasley," said Rod very heatedly,
"that a civil trial for general inconpetence is sonething which is applied to
an owner only after the neighbors have been conplaining for a long time about
him They haven't had the time or the right to conplain about me, have they
now?"

Beasl ey kept his hand on the handle of his nug. The use of spoken words tired
him A crown of sweat began to show around the top of his forehead.

"Suppose, lad," said he very solemly, "that | knew through proper channels
somet hi ng about how you were judged in that van—there! |1've said it, ne that
shoul dn't have—and suppose that | knew the Onseck hated a foreign gentleman
that m ght have been in a van like that—=



"The Lord Redl ady?" whi spered Rod, shocked at |last by the fact that Beasley
forced hinself to tal k about the unmentionabl e.

"Aye, " nodded Beasley, his honest face close to breaking into tears, "and
suppose that | knew that the Onseck knew you and felt the rule was wong, all
wrong, that you were a freak who would hurt all Norstrilia, what would | do?"

"I don't know," said Rod. "Tell ne, perhaps?"

"Never," said Beasley. "I'man honest man. Get ne another drink."

Rod wal ked over to the cupboard, brought out another bottle of bitter ale,
wonderi ng where or when He m ght have known the Onseck. He had never had nuch
of anything to do with government; his famly—first his grandfather, while he
lived, and then his aunts and cousi ns—had taken care of all the official
papers and pernits and things.

Beasl ey drank deeply of the ale. "Good ale, this. Hard work, talking, even
though it's a fine way to keep a secret, if you're pretty sure nobody can peep
our mnds."

"I don't know him" said Rod.

"Who?" asked Beasl ey, nmomentarily off his trail of thought.

"The Onseck. | don't know any Onseck. |'ve never been to New Canberra. |'ve
never seen an official, no, nor an of fworlder neither, not until | net that
foreign gentleman we were tal king about. How can the Onseck know ne if | don't
know hi n®"

"But you did, |laddie. He wasn't Onseck then."

"For sheep's sake, sir," said Rod, "tell me who it is!"

"Never use the Lord' s name unless you are talking to the Lord," said Beasl ey
glunmy.

"I"'msorry, sir. | apologize. Wo was it?"
"Hougaton Syne to the-hundred-and-forty-ninth," said Beasley.

"W have no nei ghbor of that name, sir.

"No, we don't," said Beasley hoarsely, as though he had cone to the end of his
road in inparting secrets.

Rod stared at him still puzzled.

In the far, far distance, way beyond Pillow Hills, his giant sheep baa' d. That
probably meant that Hopper was hoisting her into a new position on her
platform so that she could reach fresh grass.

Beasl ey brought his face close to Rod's. He whispered, and it was funny to see
the hash a normal man nmade out of whispering when he hadn't even talked with

his voice for half a year.

Hs words had a low, dirty tone to them as though he were going to tell Rod
an extremely filthy story or ask himsone personal and nost inproper question

"Your life, laddie," he gasped, "I know you've had a rumone. | hate to ask



you, but | nust. How rmuch do you know of your own |ife?"

"Ch, that," said Rod easily, "that. | don't mnd being asked that, even if it

isalittle wong-o. | have had four chil dhoods, zero to sixteen each tine. My
fam |y kept hoping that | would grow up to spiek and hier |ike everybody el se,
but | just stayed ne. O course, | wasn't a real baby on the three tines they

started me over, just sort of an educated idiot the size of a boy sixteen."

"That's it, lad. But can you renenber them those other |ives?"

"Bits and pieces, sir, Pieces and bits. It didn't hold together— He checked
hi nsel f and gasped, "Houghton Syne! Houghton Synme! A d Hot and Sinple. O

course | know him The one-shot boy. | knew himin my first prepper, in ny
first childhood. W were pretty good friends, but we hated each other anyhow.
I was a freak and he was too. | couldn't spiek or hier, and he couldn't take

stroon. That nmeant that | would never get through the Garden of Deat h—j ust
the giggle roomand fine owner's coffin for nme. And hi m —he was worse. He
woul d just get an Ad Earth lifetime—a hundred and sixty years or so and then
bl otto. He must be an ol di sh man now. Poor chap! How did he get to be Onseck?
What power does an Onseck have?"

"Now you have it, laddie. He says he's your friend and that he hates to do it,
but he's got to see to it that you are killed. For the good of Norstrilia. He
says it's his duty. He got to be Onseck because he was al ways jaw ng about his
duty and people were a little sorry for himbecause he was going to die so
soon, just one AOd Earth [ifetime with all the stroon in the universe produced
around his feet and himunable to take it—

"They never cured him then?"

"Never," said Beasley. "He's an old man now, and bitter. And he's sworn to see
you die."

"Can he do it? Being Onseck, | nean."

"He m ght. He hates that foreign gentlenman we were tal ki ng about because t hat
of fworl der told himhe was a provincial fool. He hates you because you wil |
live and he will not. Wat was it you called himin school ?"

"dd Hot and Sinple. A boy's joke on his nane."

"He's not hot and he's not sinple. He's cold and conmplicated and cruel and
unhappy. If we didn't all of us think that he was going to die in alittle
while, ten or a hundred years or so, we mght vote himinto a giggle room
oursel ves. For nisery and inconpetence. But he is Onseck and he's after you.
I've said it now. | shouldn't have. But when | saw that sly cold face tal king
about you and trying to declare your board inconpetent right while you,

| addi e, were having an honest binge with your fanily and nei ghbors at having
gotten through at |ast—when | saw that white sly face creeping around where
you couldn't even see himfor a fair fight—then |I said to nyself, Rod MBan
may not be a man officially, but the poor clodding crutt has paid the ful
price for being a man, so I've told you. | may have taken a chance, and | may
have hurt ny honor." Beasley sighed. H's honest red face was troubl ed i ndeed.
"I may have hurt ny honor, and that's a sore thing here in Norstrilia where a
man can live as long as he wants. But I'mglad | did. Besides, ny throat is
sore with all this talking. Get me another bottle of bitter ale, |lad, before
go and get ny horse.™

Wrdlessly Rod got himthe ale, and poured it for himw th a pl easant nod.



Beasl ey, uninclined to do any nore tal king, sipped at the ale. Perhaps,

t hought Rod, he is hiering around carefully to see if there have been any
human m nds nearby which mi ght have picked up the tel epathic | eakage fromthe
conver sati on.

As Beasl ey handed back the nug and started to | eave with a wordl ess nei ghborly
nod, Rod could not restrain hinmself from asking one | ast question, which he
spoke in a hissed whisper. Beasley had gotten his mnd so far off the subject
of sound talk that he merely stared at Rod. Perhaps, Rod thought, he is asking
me to spiek plainly because he has forgotten that | cannot spiek at all. That
was the case, because Beasley croaked in a very hoarse voice:

"What is it, lad? Don't make ne tal k much. My voice is scratching ne and ny
honor is sore within nme."

"What should | do, sir? Wiat should I do?"
"M ster and Omer MBan, that's your problem |'mnot you. | wouldn't know. "

"But what would you do, sir? Suppose you were ne."

Beasl ey' s blue eyes | ooked over at Pillow Hill for a nmoment, abstractedly.
"Cet offplanet. Get off. Go away. For a hundred years or so. Then that
man—hi m-he' || be dead in due time and you can cone back, fresh as a

new bl ossoned tw nkle."
"But how, sir? How can | do it?"

Beasl ey patted himon his shoul der, gave hima broad wordless smle, put his
foot in his stirrup, sprang into his saddle, and | ooked down at Rod.

"I wouldn't know, neighbor. But good luck to you, just the sane. |'ve done
nmore than | shoul d. Good- bye."

He sl apped his horse gently with his open hand trotted out of the yard. At the
edge of the yard the changed to a canter

Rod stood in his own doorway, utterly al one.

CHAPTER FOUR: The A d Broken Treasures in the Gap

After Beasley left, Rod | oped niserably around his farm He mssed his

gr andf at her, who had been living during his first three chil dhoods but who had
di ed while Rod was going through a fourth sinulated infancy in an attenpt to
cure his tel epathic handi cap. He even missed his Aunt Margot, who had
voluntarily gone into Wthdrawal at the age of nine hundred and two. There
were plenty of cousins and ki nsmen from whom he coul d ask advice; there were
the two hands on the farm there was even the chance that he could go see

Mot her Hitton herself, because she had once been, narried to one of his

great 11-uncles. But this tinme he did not want conpani onship. There was not hi ng
he could do with people. The Onseck was people too—magi ne "old hot and

si mpl e" beconing a power in the hand! Rod knew that this was his own fight.

H s own.
What had ever been his own before?

Not even his life. He could renenber bits about the different boyhoods he'd
had. He even had vague unconfortable glinpses of seasons of pain—the tinmes



they had sent himback to babyhood while | eaving himlarge. That hadn't been
his choice. The old man had ordered it or the Vice-chairnman had approved it or
Aunt Margot had begged for it. Nobody had asked hi m much, except to say, "You
will agree..

He had agreed.

He had been good—-so good that he hated themall at times and wondered if they
knew he hated them The hate never |asted, because the real people involved
were too well-neaning, too kind, too anbitious for his own sake. He had to

| ove t hem back.

Trying to think these things over, he |loped around his estate on foot.

The big sheep lay on their platforms, forever sick, forever gigantic. Perhaps
some of them remenbered when they had been | anbs, free to run through the
sparse grass, free to push their heads through the pliofilmcovers of the
canal s and to help thensel ves to water when they wanted to drink. Now they
wei ghed hundreds of tons and were fed by feedi ng machi nes, watched by guard
machi nes, checked by automatic doctors. They were fed and watered a little

t hrough the nmouth only because pastoral experience showed that they stayed
fatter and lived longer if a senblance of normality was left to them

H s aunt Doris, who kept house for him was still away.

H s wor kworman El eanor, whom he paid an annual sumlarger than nany planets
paid for their entire arned forces, had del ayed her tine at market.

The two sheephands, Bill and Hopper, were still out.
And he did not want to talk to them anyhow

He wi shed that he could see the Lord Redl ady, that strange offworld man whom
he had net in the Garden of Death. The Lord Redl ady just |ooked as though he
knew nore things than Norstrilians did, as though he came from sharper

cruel er, wi ser societies than nost people in Ad North Australia had ever
seen.

But you can't ask for a Lord. Particularly not when you have met himonly in a
secret hearing.

Rod had gotten to the final Iimts of his own |and.

Hurmphrey's Lawsuit | ay beyond—a broad strip of poor |and, conpletely

unt ended, the building-high ribs of |ong-dead sheep-skel etons nmaki ng weird
shadows as the sun began to set. The Hunphrey family had been | awi ng over that
| and for hundreds of years. Meanwhile it |lay waste except for the few

aut hori zed public animals which the Cormonwealth was all owed to put on any

| and, public or private.

Rod knew that freedomwas only two steps away.

Al he had to do was to step over the line and shout with his mnd for people.
He could do that even though he could not really spiek. A telepathic garble of
alarmwoul d bring the orbiting guards down to himin seven or eight m nutes.
Then he woul d need only to say:

"I swear off title. |I give up mstership and ownership. | demand ny living
fromthe Comonweal th. Watch me, people, while |I repeat."



Three repetitions of this would make himan Oficial Pauper, with not a care

| eft—o0 neetings, no land to tend, no accounting to do, nothing but to wander
around A d North Australia picking up any job he wanted and quitting it
whenever he wanted. It was a good life, a free life, the best the Commonweal t h
could offer to squatters and owners who otherwi se |lived | ong centuries of

care, responsibility, and honor. It was a fine life—

But no McBan had ever taken it, not even a cousin. Nor could he.

He went back to the house, miserable. He listened to Eleanor talking with Bil
and Hopper while dinner was served—a huge plate of boiled nutton, potatoes,
har d- boi | ed eggs, Station-brewed beer out of the keg. (There were planets, he
knew, where people never tasted such food frombirth to death. There they
lived on inpregnated pasteboard which was sal vaged fromthe |atrines,

rei mpregnated with nutrients and vitam ns, deodorized and sterilized, and

i ssued again the next day.) He knew it was a fine dinner, but he did not care.
How coul d he tal k about the Onseck to these people? Their faces still gl owed
wi th pleasure at his having cone out the right side of the Garden of Death.
They thought he was lucky to be alive, even nore |lucky to be the nost honored
heir on the whol e planet. Doomwas a good place, even if it wasn't the

bi ggest .

Right in the mddle of dinner he renenbered the gift the snake-soldier had
given him He had put it on the top shelf of his bedroomwall and with the
party and Beasley's visit, he had never opened it.

He bolted down his food and nuttered, "I'lIl be back." The wallet was there, in
hi s bedroom The case was beautiful. He took it, opened it.

Inside there was a flat metal disc.

A ticket?

Where to?

He turned it this way and that. It had been tel epathically engraved and was
probably shouting its entire itinerary into his nmind, but he could not hier

it.

He held it close to the oil lanp. Sometines discs like this had old-witing on
them which at | east showed the general limts. It would be a private
ornithopter up to Menzies Lake at the best, or an airbus fare to New Ml bourne
and return. He caught the sheen of old witing. One nore tilt, angled to the
light, and he had it. "Manhonme and return."

Manhone!

Lord have nercy, that was O d Earth itself!

"But then," thought Rod, "1'd be running away fromthe Onseck, and I'd live
the rest of nmy life with all nmy friends knowing | had run away from d d Hot
and Sinmple. | can't. Sonehow |I've got to beat Houghton Synme. In his own way.

And nmy own way."

He went back to the table, dropped the rest of the dinner into his stomach as
t hough it were sheep-food pellets, and went to his bedroom early.

For the first tinme in his life, he slept badly.

And out of the bad sleep, the answer came: "Ask Hamet."



Ham et was not even a man. He was just a talking picture in a cave, but he was
wi se, he was fromdd Earth Itself, and he had no friends to whomto give
Rod' s secrets

Wth this idea, Rod turned on his sleeping shelf and went into a deep sleep

In the nmorning his aunt Doris was still not back, so he told the workwoman
El eanor, "I'll be gone all day. Don't look for me or worry about ne."

"\What about your lunch, mister and owner? You can't run around the station
with no tucker."

"Wap sone up, then."

"\Where're you going, mster and owner, sir, if you can tell ne?" There was an
unpl easant searching edge in her voice, as though—bkeing the only adult woman
present —she had to check on himas though he were still a child. He didn't
like it, but he replied with a frank enough air:

"I"'mnot |eaving the station. Just ranbling around. | need to think."

More kindly she said, "You think, then, Rod. Just go right ahead and think. If
you ask ne, you ought to go live with a famly—=

"I know what you've said," he interrupted her. "I'm not making any big
deci si ons today, Eleanor. Just ranbling and thinking."

"Al'l right then, mster and owner. Ranble around and worry about the ground
you're wal king on. It's you that get the worries for it. I'mglad ny daddy
took the official pauper words. W used to be rich." Unexpectedly she

bri ghtened and | aughed at herself, "Now that, you've heard that too, Rod.
Here's your food. Do you have your water?"

"I"ll steal fromthe sheep," he said irreverently. She knew he was joking and
she waved hima friendly good-bye.

The old, old gap was to the rear of the house, so he left by the front. He
wanted to go the I ong wong way around, so that neither human eyes nor hunman
m nds woul d stunble on the secret he had found fifty-six years before, the
first time he was eight years old. Through all the pain and the troubles he
had remenbered this one vivid bright secret—+the deep cave full of ruined and
prohi bited treasures. To these he nust go.

The sun was high in the sky, spreading its patch of brighter gray above the
gray clouds, when he slid into what |ooked like a dry irrigation ditch

He wal ked a few steps along the ditch. Then he stopped and |istened carefully,
very carefully.

There was no sound except for the snoring of a young hundred-ton rama nile or
S0 away.

Rod then stared around.
In the far distance, a police ornithopter soared as |azy as a sated hawk.

Rod tried desperately nuch to hier



He hiered nothing with his mnd, but with his ears he heard the sl ow heavy
pul sing of his own bl ood poundi ng through his head.

He took a chance.
The trap door was there, just inside the edge of the culvert.

He Iifted it and, leaving it open, dove in confidently as a swi mer knifing
his way into a fam liar pool

He knew hi s way.

Hs clothes ripped a little, but the weight of his body dragged hi m past the
narrowness of the doorfrane.

H s hands reached out and like the hands of an acrobat they caught the inner
bar. The door behi nd snapped shut.

How frightening this had been when he was little and tried the trip for the
first time! He had let hinself down with a rope and a torch, never realizing
the inportance of the trap door at the edge of the culvert!

Now it was easy.

Wth a thud, he landed on his feet. The bright old illegal lights went on. The
dehum difier began to purr, lest the wetness of his breath spoil the treasures
in the room

There were dranma-cubes by the score, with two different sizes of projectors.
There were heaps of clothing, for both men and wonen, left over fromforgotten
ages. In a chest, in the corner, there was even a small machi ne from before

t he Age of Space, a crude but beautiful mechani cal chronograph, conpletely

wi t hout resonance conpensation, and the anci ent name "Jaeger Le Coultre"
witten across its face. It still kept earth time after fifteen thousand
years.

Rod sat down in an utterly inperm ssible chair—ene which seenmed to be a
conplex of pillows built on an interlocking frane. The touch enough was a
nmedi cine for his worries. One chair |eg was broken, but that was the way his
grandf at her to-the-nineteenth had violated the O ean Sweep.

The C ean Sweep had been O d North Australia's last political crisis, many
centuries before, when the |ast under-people were hunted down and driven off
t he planet and when all damaging |uxuries had to be turned in to the
Conmmonweal th authorities, to be repurchased by their owners only at a

reval uati on twenty thousand times higher than their assessed worth. It was the
final effort to keep Norstrilians sinple, healthy and well. Every citizen had
to swear that he had turned in every single item and the oath had been taken
wi th thousands of telepaths watching. It was a testinmony to the high nental
power and adept deceitful ness of grandfather to-the-nineteenth that Rod McBan
CXXX had inflicted only synbolic breakage on his favorite treasures, sone of
whi ch were not even in the categories allowed for repurchase, |like offworld
dr ama- cubes, and had been able to hide his things in an uninportant corner of
his fields—-hide themso well that neither robbers nor police had thought of
them for the hundreds of years that foll owed.

Rod picked up his favorite: Hamlet, by WIIiam Shakespeare. Wthout a viewer,
t he cube was designed to act when touched by a true human being. The top of
the cube becane a little stage, the actors appeared as bright mniatures



speaki ng Ancient Inglish, a |anguage very close to Od North Australian, and
the tel epathic conmentary, cued to the O d Comrmon Tongue, rounded out the
story. Since Rod was not dependably tel epathic, he had | earned a great deal of
the Ancient Inglish by trying to understand the drama without commentary. He
did not like what he first saw and he shook the cube until the play approached
its end. At last he heard the dear high fam liar voice speaking in Hamet's

| ast scene:

| am dead, Horatio. Wetched queen, adieu

You that | ook pale and trenble at this chance.
That are but nutes or audience to this act.
Had | but time—as this fell sergeant, death,
Is strict in his arrest—QO | could tell you—
But let it be, Horatio, I am dead.

Rod shook the cube very gently and the scene sped down a few lines. Hanl et was
still talking:

...what a wounded nane,

Thi ngs standi ng thus unknown, shall |ive behind ne.
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,

Absent thee fromfelicity a while,

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain

To tell ny story.

Rod put down the cube very gently.
The bright little figures di sappeared.
The roomwas silent.

But he had the answer and it was wi sdom And wi sdom coeval w th man, cones
unannounced, unbi dden, and unwel cone into every life; Rod found that he had
di scovered the answer to a basic problem

But not his own problem The answer was Houghton Syne, old Hot and Sinple. It
was the Hon. Sec. who was al ready dying of a wounded name. Hence the
persecution. It was the Onseck who had the "fell sergeant, death" acting
strictly in his arrest, even if the arrest were only a few decades off instead
of a few mnutes. He, Rod McBan, was to live; his old acquai ntance was to die;
and the dyi ng—eh, the dying, always, always!—eould not help resenting the
survivors, even if they were |loved ones, at least for a little bit.

Hence t he Onseck.
But what of hinsel f?

Rod brushed a pile of priceless, illegal manuscripts out of the way and picked
up a small book marked Reconstituted Late Inglish Language Verse. At each
page, as it was opened, a young nman or woman seven centineters high stood up
brightly on the page and recited the text. Rod ruffled the pages of the old
book so that the little figures appeared and trenbled and fled |ike weak
flames seen on a bright day. One caught his eye and he stopped the page at

m d- poem The figure was saying:

The chal | enge hol ds, | cannot now retract



The boast | nmade to that relentless court,
The hostile justice of ny self-contenpt.

If now the ordeal is prepared, my act

Must soon be shown. | pray that it is short,
And never dreamthat | shall be exenpt.

He gl anced at the foot of the page and saw the nanme, Casinir Col egrove. O
course, he had seen that nanme before. An old poet—-a good one. But what did the
words nean to him Rod McBan, sitting in a hidden hole within the limts of
his own and? He was a Mster and Owmer, in all except final title, and he was
runni ng froman eneny he could not define.

"The hostile justice of ny self-contenpt..

That was the key of it! He had not run fromthe Onseck. He had run from
hinself. He took justice itself as hostile because it corresponded with his

si xty-odd years of boyhood, his endl ess di sappoi ntnment, his conpliance wth

t hi ngs which woul d never, till all worlds burned, be conplied with. How coul d
he hier and spiek |like other people if somewhere a dom nant feature had turned
recessive? Hadn't real justice already vindicated himand cleared hin®

It was hinself who was cruel
O her people were kind. (Shrewdness made hi m add "sonetines.")

He had taken his own inner sense of trouble and had made it fit the outside
world, like the norbid little poemhe had read a long tine ago. It was
somewhere right in this room and when he had first read it, he felt that the
| ong-dead witer had put it down for hinmself alone. But it wasn't really so.
O her people had had their troubles too and the poem had expressed sonet hi ng
ol der than Rod McBan. It went:

The wheel s of fate are spinning around.
Bet ween them the souls of nmen are ground

The A d Broken Treasures in the Gap

Wio strive for throats to make some sound

O protest out of the mad profound

Trap of the godnmachi ne!

"Godnmachi ne, " thought Rod, "now that's a clue. I've got the only
al | - mechani cal conputer on this planet. 1'Il play it on the stroon crop, wn
all or lose all."

The boy stood up in the forbidden room

"Fight it is," he said to the cubes on the floor, "and a good thanks to you,
gr andf at her-to-the-nineteenth. You nmet the law and did not |ose. And now it is
my turn to be Rod McBan."

He turned and shouted to hinself, "To earth!"

The call enbarrassed him He felt unseen eyes staring at him He al nost
bl ushed and woul d have hated hinself if he had.

He stood on the top of a treasure chest turned on its side. Two nore gold
coins, worthless as noney but priceless as curios, fell noiselessly on the
thick old rugs. He thought a good-bye again to his secret room and he junped



upward for the bar. He caught it, chinned hinself, raised hinself higher
swng a leg on it but not over it, got his other foot on the bar, and then
very carefully but with the power of all his nmuscles, pushed hinmself into the
bl ack openi ng above. The |ights suddenly went off, the dehum difier hunmed

| ouder, and the daylight dazzled himas the trap door, touched, flung itself
open.

He thrust his head into the culvert. The daylight seemed deep gray after the
brilliance of the treasure room

Al silent, Al clear. He rolled into the ditch

The door, with silence and power, closed itself behind him He was never to
know it, but it had been cued to the genetic code of the descendants of Rod
McBan. Had any other person touched it, it would have withstood themfor a
I ong time—al nost forever

You see, it was not really his door. He was its boy.

"This | and has nade ne," said Rod al oud, as he cl anbered out of the ditch and
| ooked around. The young ram had apparently wakened; his snoring had stopped
and over the quiet hill there came the sound of his panting. Thirsty again!
The Station of Doomwas not so rich that it could afford unlinmted water to
its giant sheep. They lived all right. He would have asked the trustees to
sell even the sheep for water, if a real drought set in. But never the |and.

Never the | and.
No | and for sale.

It didn't even really belong to him he belonged to it—the rolling dry fields,
the covered rivers and canals, the sly catchnents which caught every drop

whi ch might otherw se have gone to his neighbors. That was the pastora

busi ness—its product imortality and its price water. The Conmmonweal th coul d
have fl ooded the planet and could have created small oceans, with the
financial resources it had at command, but the planet and the people were
regarded as one ecological entity. Od Australia—that fabul ous continent of
old Earth now covered by the ruins of the abandoned Chinesian city-world of
Nanbi en—had in its prine been broad, dry, open, beautiful; the planet of Ad
North Australia, by the dead weight of its own tradition, had to renmain the
sane.

| magi ne trees. | nmagine | eaves—vegetati on dropping uneaten to the ground.

| magi ne water pouring by the thousands of tons, no one greeting it with tears
of relief or happy laughter! Imagine Earth. A d Earth. Manhone itself. Rod had
tried to think of a whole planet inhabited by Ham ets, drenched with rnusic and
poetry, knee-deep in blood and drama. It was uni nagi nable, really, though he
had tried to think it through

Like a chill, adrill, athrill cutting into his very nerves he thought:

| magi ne Earth wonen!

What terrifying beautiful things they nust be! Dedicated to ancient and
corruptive arts, surrounded by the objects which Norstrilia had forbidden |ong
ago, stimulated by experiences which the very law of his own world had
expunged fromthe books! He would neet them he couldn't help it; what, what

woul d he do when he net a genuine Earth woman?

He woul d have to ask his conputer, even though the nei ghbors |aughed at him



for having the only pure conmputer left on the planet.

They didn't know what grandfather to-the-nineteenth had done. He had taught
the conputer to lie. It stored all the forbidden things which the Law of the
Cl ean Sweep had brushed out of Norstrilian experience. It could lie like a
trooper. Rod wondered whether "a trooper" might be some archaic Earth official
who did nothing but tell the untruth, day in and day out, for his living. But
the conputer usually did not lie to him

I f grandfather19 had behaved as saucily and unconventionally with the computer
as he had with everything else, that particular conputer would know all about
worren. Even things which they did not thensel ves know—er w sh to know

Good conputer! thought Rod as he trotted around the long, long fields to his
house. El eanor woul d have the tucker on. Doris mght be back. Bill and Hopper
woul d be angry if they had to wait for the mster before they ate. To speed up
his trip, he headed straight for the little cliff behind the house, hoping no
one would see himjunp down it. He was nuch stronger than nost of the men he
knew, but he was anxious, for sone private inexpressible reason, for them not
to know it.

The route was cl ear.
He found the cliff.
No observers.

He dropped over it, feet first, his heels kicking up the scree as he
t obogganed t hrough | oose rock to the foot of the slope.

And aunt Doris was there.

"\Where have you been?" said she.

"Wal ki ng, mum" said he.

She gave him a quizzical |ook, but knew better than to ask nmore. Tal king
al ways fussed her, anyhow. She hated the sound of her own voice, which she

consi dered much too high. The matter passed.

I nsi de the house, they ate. Beyond the door and the oil lanp, a gray world
became noonl ess, starless, black. This was night, his own night.

CHAPTER FI VE: The Quarrel at the Dinner Table

At the end of the nmeal he waited for Doris to say grace to the Queen. She did,
but under her thick eyebrows her eyes expressed sonething, other than thanks.
"You're going out,"
a question.

she said right after the prayer. It was an accusation, not

The two hired nen | ooked at himwi th qui et doubt. A week ago he had been a
boy. Now he was the same person, but legally a man.

Wor kwoman El eanor | ooked at himtoo. She smiled unobtrusively to herself. She
was on his side whenever any other person came into the picture; when they
were al one, she nagged himas nuch as she dared. She had known his parents
before they went off world for a | ong-overdue honeynmbon and were chewed into
nol ecul es by a battle between raiders and police. That gave her a proprietary
feeling about him



He tried to spiek to Doris with his mnd, just to see if it would work.

It didn't. The two nen bounded fromtheir seats and ran for the yard, El eanor
sat in her chair holding tight to the table but saying nothing, and aunt Doris
screeched so | oud that he could not make out the words.

He knew she meant "Stop it!" so he did, and | ooked at her friendlily.
That started a fight.

Quarrels were common in Norstrilian |ife, because the Fathers had taught that
they were therapeutic. Children could quarrel until adults told themto stop
freemen could quarrel as long as m sters were not involved, nmisters could
gquarrel as long as an owner was not present, and owners could quarrel if, at
the very end, they were willing to fight it out. No one could quarrel in the
presence of an offworlder, nor during an alert, nor with a nenber of the
defense or police on active duty.

Rod McBan was a mister and owner, but he was under trusteeship; he was a nan,
but he had not been given clear papers; he was a handi capped person. The rul es
got all mixed up.

When Hopper cane back to the table he nuttered, "Do that again, |addie, and
["lI'l clout you one that you won't forget!" Considering howrarely he used his
voice, it was a beautiful man's voi ce—fesonant, baritone, full-bodied, hearty
and sincere in the way the individual words came out.

Bill didn't say a word, but fromthe contortions of his face Rod gathered that
he was spieking to the others at a great rate and working off his grievance

t hat way.

"I'f you're spieking about ne, Bill," said Rod with a touch of arrogance which
he did not really feel, "you'll do me the pleasure of using words or you'l

get off ny land!"

When Bill spoke, his voice was as rusty as an old machine. "I'll have you
know, you clutty little pomy, that | have nore noney in my nane on Sidney

' Change than you and your whol e glubby |and are worth. Don't you tell nme tw ce
to get off the land, you silly half of a mster, or I will get. So shut up!"

Rod felt his stomach knot with anger. Hi s anger becanme fiercer when he felt

El eanor's restraining hand on his arm He didn't want another person, not one
nore damed usel ess normal person, to tell himwhat to do about spieking and

hiering. Aunt Doris' face was still hidden in her apron; she had escaped, as

she always did, into weeping.

Just as he was about to speak again, perhaps to lose Bill fromthe farm
forever, his mnd lifted in the nysterious way that it did sonmetines; he could
hier for mles. The people around himdid not notice the difference. He saw
the proud rage of Bill, with his noney in the Sidney Exchange, bigger than
many station owners had, waiting his time to buy back on the | and which his
father had |l eft; he saw the honest annoyance of Hopper and was a little
abashed to see that Hopper was watching himproudly and with armused affection
i n El eanor he saw not hing but wordl ess worry, a fear that she mght |ose him
as she had |l ost so many hones for hnnnhnnn-hnn dzznmmm a queer neani ngl ess
reference which had a shape in her nmind, but took no formin his; and in aunt
Doris he caught her inner voice calling, "Rod, Rod, Rod, cone back! This may
be your boy and I'ma MBan to the death, but 1'Il never know what to do with
acripple like him"



Bill was still waiting for himto answer when anot her thought came into his
m nd:

"You fool—go to your conputer!™

"Who said that?" he thought, not trying to spiek again, but just thinking it
with his mnd.

"Your computer," said the faraway thinkvoice.
"You can't spiek," said Rod, "you're a pure nmachine with not an aninmal brain
in you."

"When you call ne, Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIliam MacArt hur MBan
to-the-hundred-and-fifty-first, | can spiek across space itself. I"'mcued to
you and you shouted just now with your spiekmnd. | can feel you hiering ne."

"But— said Rod in words

"Take it easy, lad," said Bill, right in the roomwith him "Take it easy. |
didn't nmean it."

"You' re having one of your spells," said Aunt Doris, emerging red-nosed from
behi nd her apron.

Rod st ood up

Said he to all of them "I'msorry. I'"'mgoing out for a bit. Qut into the
ni ght."

"You're going to that bl oody conputer,"” said Bill

"Don't go, Mster MBan," said Hopper, "don't let us anger you into going.
It's bad enough being around that computer in daylight, but at night it nust
be horrible."”

"How woul d you know?" retorted Rod, "You've never been there at night. And
have. Lots of tines..

"There are dead people in it," said Hopper. "It's an old war conputer. Your
fam |y shoul d never have bought it in the first place. It doesn't belong on a
farm A thing like that should be hung out in space and orbited."

"Al'l right, Eleanor," said Rod, "you tell me what to do. Everybody el se has,"
he added with the last bit of his remaining anger, as his hiering closed down
and he saw the usual opaque faces around him

"It's no use, Rod. Go along to your conputer. You' ve got a strange life and
you're the one who will live it, Mster MBan, and not these other people
around here." Her words nade sense.

He stood up. "lI'msorry," said he, again, in lieu of goodbye.

He stood in the doorway, hesitant. He would have liked to say good-bye in a
better way, but he did not know how to express it. Anyhow, he couldn't spiek
not so they could hier it with their m nds; speaking with a voice was so
crude, so flat for the fine little things that needed expression in life. They
| ooked at him and he at them



"Ngahh!" said he, in a raw cry of self-derision and fond disgust.

Their expression showed that they had gotten his neani ng, though the word
carried nothing with it. Bill nodded, Hopper |ooked friendly and a little
worried, Aunt Doris stopped sniveling and began to stretch out one hand, only
to stop it in md-gesture, and El eanor sat inmobile at the table, upset by
wor dl ess troubl es of her own. He turned.

The cube of lanplight, the cabin room was behind hin ahead the darkness of
all Norstrilian nights, except for the weird rare times that they were cut up
by traceries of lightness. He started off for a house which only a few but he
could see, and which none but he could enter. It was a forgotten, invisible
tenmple; it housed the MacArthur famly conputer, to which the ol der MBan
conputer was linked; and it was called the Pal ace of the Governor of Night.

CHAPTER SI X: The Pal ace of the Governor of N ght

Rod | oped across the rolling land, his Iand.

O her Norstrilians, telepathically normal, would have taken fixes by hiering
the words in nearby houses. Rod could not wal k by tel epathy, so he whistled to
hinself in an odd off-key, with lots of flats. The echoes canme back to his
unconsci ous mnd through the overdevel oped ear-hearing whi ch he had worked out
to conpensate for not being able to hier with his mnd. He sensed a sl ope
ahead of him and jogged up it; he avoided a clunmp of brush; he heard his
youngest ram Sweet WIIliam snoring the gigantic snore of a

sant acl ara-i nfected sheep two hills over

Soon he would see it.
The Pal ace of the Governor of N ght.
The nost useless building in all Od North Australia

Solider than steel and yet invisible to normal eyes except for its ghostly
outline traced in the dust which had fallen lightly on it.

The Pal ace had really been a pal ace once, on Khufu Il, which rotated with one
pol e always facing its star. The people there had nmade fortunes which at one
time were conpared with the wealth of Add North Australia. They had di scovered
the Furry Mountains, range after range of al pine configurations on which a
tenaci ous non-Earth Iichen had grown. The lichen was silky, shinmering, warm
strong, and beautiful beyond belief. The people gained their wealth by cutting
it carefully fromthe nmountains so that it would regrow and selling it to the
richer worlds, where a luxury fabric could be sold at fabul ous prices. They
had even had two governnents on Khufu Il, one of the day-dwelling people who
did nost of the trading and brokering, since the hot sunlight made their crop
of lichen poor, and the other for the night-dwellers, who ranged deep into the
frigid areas in search of stunted lichen—ine, tenacious and delicately
beauti ful .

The Dai moni had come to Khufu Il, just as they cane to many other planets,
including Od Earth, Manhone itself. They had cone out of nowhere and they
went back to the sane place. Sonme people thought that they were human bei ngs
who had acclimted thenselves to live in the subspace which planoforning

i nvol ved; others thought that they had an artificial planet on the inside of
which they lived; still others thought that they had sol ved the junp out of
our galaxy; a few insisted that there were no such things as Dainmoni. This

| ast position was hard to naintain, because the Dainmoni paid in architecture



of a very spectacul ar kind —buil di ngs whi ch resisted corrosion, erosion, age,
heat, cold, stress and weapons. On Earth itself, Earthport was their biggest
wonder —a sort of w ne-glass twenty-five kilometers high, with an enornous
rocket-field built into the top of it. On Norstrilia they had | eft nothing;
per haps they had not even wanted to neet the A d North Australians, who had a
reputation for being rough and gruff with strangers who cane to their own hone
planet. It was evident that the Dainmoni had solved the problemof imortality
on their own terms and in their own way; they were bigger than nost of the
races of mankind, uniformin size, height and beauty; they bore no sign of
yout h or age; they showed no vulnerability to sickness; they spoke with
mellifluent gravity; and they purchased treasures for their own imredi ate
collective use, not for retrade or profit. They had never tried to get stroon
or the raw santaclara virus fromwhich it was refined, even though the Dai noni
tradi ng shi ps had passed the tracks of arned and convoyed A d North Australian
freight fleets. There was even one picture which showed the two races neeting
each other in the chief port of Oynpia, the planet of the blind receivers:
Norstrilians tall, outspoken, lively, crude and i mrensely rich; Dainoni
equally rich, reserved, beautiful, polished and pale. There was awe (and with
awe, resentnment) on the part of the Norstrilians toward the Dai noni; there was
el egance and condescension on the part of the Dainoni toward everyone el se,

i ncluding the Norstrilians. The neeting had been no success at all. The
Norstrilians were not used to neeting people who did not care about
imortality, even at a penny a bushel; the Daimoni were disdainful toward a
race which not only did not appreciate architecture, but which tried to keep
architects off its planet, except for defense purposes, and which desired to

| ead a rough, sinple, pastoral life to the end of time. Thus it was not unti
the Dainmoni had left, never to return, that the Norstrilians realized that

t hey had passed up sone of the greatest bargains of all tinme—the wonderful
bui | di ngs which the Dai moni so generously scattered over the planets which
they had visited for trade or for visits. On Khufu Il, the Governor of N ght
had brought out an ancient book and had said: "I want that."

The Dai moni, who had a neat eye for proportions and figures, said, "W have
that picture on our world too. It is an Ancient Earth building. It was once
called the great tenple of Diana of the Ephesians, but it fell even before the
age of space began.”

"That's what | want," said the Governor of N ght. "Easy enough," said one of
t he Daimoni, all of whom | ooked like princes. "We'll run it up for you by
t omor r ow ni ght . "

"Hold on," said the Governor of Night. "I don't want the whole thing. Just the
front—+to decorate my palace. | have a perfectly good palace all right, and ny
defenses are built right intoit."

"I'f you let us build you a house,” said one of the Dainmoni gently, "you would
never need defenses, ever. Just a robot to close the wi ndows agai nst negaton
bonbs. "

"You're good architects, gentlenen," said the Governor of Ni ght, snmacking his

lips over the nodel city they had shown him "but I'lIl stick with the defenses
I know. So | just want your front. Like that picture. Furthernore, | want it
invisible."

The Dai moni | apsed back into their |anguage, which sounded as though it were
of Earth origin, but which has never been deci phered fromthe few recordings
of their visits which survived.

"Al'l right," said one of them "invisible it is. You still want the great
tenmpl e of Diana at Ephesus on A d Earth?"



"Yes," said the Governor of N ght.

"Why—f you can't see it?" said the Dainoni.

"That's the third specification, gentlenen. | want it so that | can see it,
and ny heirs, but nobody el se.™

"If it's solid but invisible, everybody is going to see it when your fine snow
hits it."

"I"ll take care of that," said the Governor of Night. "I'll pay what we were
tal ki ng about —+forty thousand sel ect pieces of Furry Muuntain Fur. But you make
that pal ace invisible to everybody except me, and ny heirs."

"We're architects, not nagicians!" said the Dainoni with the | ongest cloak
who m ght have been the | eader.

"That's what | want."

The Dai moni gabbl ed anong t henmsel ves, discussing sonme technical problem
Finally one of them cane over to the CGovernor of N ght and said:

"I"'mthe ship's surgeon. May | exam ne you?"
"Why?" said the Governor of N ght.

"To see if we can possibly fit the building to you. Otherwi se we can't even
guess at the specifications we need."

"CGo ahead," said the Governor. "Exam ne ne."

"Here? Now?" said the Dainmoni doctor. "Wuldn't you prefer a quiet place or a
private roon? O you can conme aboard our ship? That woul d be very convenient."

"For you," said the Governor of N ght. "Not for me. Here ny nen have guns
trai ned on you. You woul d never get back to your ship alive if you tried to
rob me of ny Furry Mountain Furs or kidnap nme so that you could trade nme back
for nmy treasures. You exam ne ne here and now or not at all."

"You are a rough, tough man, Governor," said another one of the el egant
Dai noni . "Perhaps you had better tell your guards that you are asking us to
exam ne you. Ot herwi se they m ght get excited with us and persons ni ght becone
damaged, " said the Dainmoni with a faint condescending smle.

"Go ahead, foreigners," said the Governor of N ght. "My men have been
listening to everything through the mcrophone in ny top button.”

He regretted his words two seconds later, but it was already too |ate. Four
Dai noni had picked himup and spun himso deftly that the guards never

under stood how their Governor lost all his clothes in a trice. One of the

Dai noni nust have stunned himor hypnotized hiny he could not cry out. Indeed,
afterward, he could not even renenber nmuch of what they did.

The guards thensel ves had gasped when they saw t he Dai noni pull endl ess
needl es out of their boss's eyeballs w thout having noticed the needles go in.
They had lifted their weapons when the Governor of N ght turned a viol ent
fluorescent green in color, only to gape, withe and vonit when the Dai noni
poured enormous bottles of nmedicine into him In less than half an hour they
st ood back.



The Governor, naked and bl otched, sat on the ground and vomited.

One of the Dainoni said quietly to the guards, "He's not hurt, but he and his
heirs will see part of the ultraviolet band for nany generations to cone. Put
himto bed for the night. He will feel all right by norning. And, by the way,
keep everybody away fromthe front of the palace tonight. W' re putting in the
bui | di ng whi ch he asked for. The great tenple of Diana of the Ephesians.”

The senior guard officer spoke up, "W can't take the guards off the pal ace.
That's our defense headquarters and no one, not even the Governor of N ght,
has the right to strip it bare of sentries. The Day People night attack us
again."

The Dai moni spokesman smiled gently: "Make a good note of their nanmes, then
and ask themfor their last words. W shall not fight them officer, but if
they are in the way of our work tonight, we shall build themright into the
new pal ace. Their w dows and children can admire them as statues tonorrow "

The guards officer |ooked down at his chief, who nowlay flat on the ground
with his head in his hands, coughing out the words, "Leave—ne—alone!" The

of ficer | ooked back at the cool, al oof Dainobni spokesman. He said, "I'Il do
what | can, sir."

The tenpl e of Ephesus was there in the norning.

The colums were the Doric colums of ancient earth; the frieze was a master
of gods, votaries and horses; the building was exquisite in its proportions.

The Governor of N ght could see it.

His followers could not.

The forty thousand | engths of Furry Muntain Fur were paid.

The Dai noni left.

The Governor died, and he had heirs who could see the building too. It was
visible only in the ultraviolet and ordinary men beheld it on Khufu Il only

when the powdery hard snow outlined it in a particularly harsh storm

But now it belonged to Rod McBan and it was on O d North Australia, not on
Khufu Il any nore.

How had that happened?
Who woul d want to buy an invisible tenple, anyhow?

Wlliamthe Wld would, that's who. Wld WIIiam MacArthur, who delighted,
annoyed, disgraced and amused whol e generations of Norstrilians with his
fantastic pranks, his gigantic whinms, his world-girdling caprices.

Wlliam MacArthur was a grandfather to-the-twenty-second in a matrilineal |ine
to Rod McBan. He had been a man in his tine, a real man. Happy as Larry, drunk
with wit when dead sober, sober with charm when dead drunk. He could talk the
| egs off a sheep when he put his mnd on it; he could talk the laws off the
Commonweal th. He did.

He had



The Conmmonweal th had been purchasing all the Dainoni houses it could find,
using them as defense outposts. Pretty little Victorian cottages were sent
into orbit as far-range forts. Theaters were bought on other worlds and
dragged through space to O d North Australia, where they becane bonb shelters
or veterinary centers for the forever-sick, wealth-produci ng sheep. Nobody
could take a Dainmoni building apart, once it had been built, so the only thing
to do was to cut the building | oose fromits non-Dai noni foundation, lift it
by rockets or planoform and then warp it through space to the new | ocation
The Norstrilians did not have to worry about |anding them they just dropped
them It didn't hurt the buildings any. Sonetimes sinple Dainoni buildings
cane apart, because the Dainoni had been asked to nake t hem denount abl e, but
when they were solid, they stayed solid.

WIild WIliam heard about the temple. Khufu Il was a ruin. The |ichen had
gotten a plant infection and had died off. The few Khufuans who were left were
beggars, asking the Instrunentality for refugee status and emigration. The
Commonweal t h had bought their little buildings, but even the Conmonweal t h of
Ad North Australia did not know what to do with an invisible and surpassingly
beauti ful G eek tenple.

WIild WIlliamvisited it. He soberly inspected it, in conplete visibility, by
using sniper eyes set into the ultraviolet. He persuaded the governnent to |et
hi m spend hal f of his imense fortune putting it into a valley just next to
the Station of Doom Then, having enjoyed it a little while, he fell and broke
his neck while gloriously drunk and his inconsol abl e daughter had married a
handsome and practical MBan

And now it bel onged to Rod McBan. And housed his conputer. H s own conputer.

He could speak to it at the extension which reached into the gap of hidden
treasures. He talked to it, other tines, at the talkpoint in the field, where
t he polished red-and-black metal of the old conmputer was reproduced in
exquisite mniature. O he could come to this strange building, the Palace of
t he Governor of Night, and stand as the worshipers of Di ana had once stood,
crying, "Geat is Diana of the Ephesians!" Wen he cane in this way, he had
the full console in front of him automatically unlocked by his presence, just
as his grandfather had showed him three chil dhoods before, when the old MBan
still had high hopes that Rod would turn into a normal O d North Australian
boy. The grandfather, using his personal code in turn, had unl ocked the access
controls and had invited the conputer to make its own fool proof recording of
Rod, so that Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIliam MacArt hur McBan CLI
woul d be forever known to the machine, no matter what age he attained, no
matter how mai med or di sqguised he m ght be, no matter how sick or forlorn he
mght return to the machine of his forefathers. The old nan did not even ask

t he machi ne how the identification was obtained. He trusted the computer

Rod clinbed the steps of the Palace. The colums stood with their ancient
carving, bright in his second sight; he never quite knew how he could see with
the ultraviolet, since he noticed no difference between hinself and ot her
people in the matter of eyesight except that he nore often got headaches from
sust ai ned open runs on cl ean-cloudy days. At atine like this, the effect was
spectacular. It was his time, his tenple, his own place. He could see, in the
reflected light fromthe Pal ace, that many of his cousins nmust have been out
to see the Palace during the nights. They too could see it, as it was a famly
i nheritance to be able to watch the invisible tenple which one's friends could
not see; but they did not have access.

He al one had that.

"Conputer," he cried, "admt ne."



"Message unnecessary," said the conputer. "You are always clear to enter." The
voice was a nale Norstrilian voice, with a touch of the theatrical init. Rod
was never quite sure that it was the voice of his own ancestor; when
chal l enged directly as to whose voice it was using, the machine had told him
"Input on that topic has been erased in nme. | do not know. Historical evidence
suggests that it was nmale, contenmporary with ny installation here, and past

nm ddl e age when coded by ne."

Rod woul d have felt lively and smart except for the feelings of awe which the
Pal ace of the Governor of Night, standing bright and visible under the dark
cl ouds of Norstrilia, had upon him He wanted to say sonething |ight-hearted
but at first he could only nutter, "Here I am"

"Cbserved and respected,"” stated the conputer-voice. "If | were a person |
woul d say 'congratul ations, since you are alive.' As a conputer | have no
opi nion on the subject. | note the fact."

"What do | do now?" said Rod

"Question too general," said the conmputer. "Do you want a drink of water or a
rest-roon? I can tell you where those are. Do you wish to play chess with ne?

| shall win just as many ganes as you tell me to."

"Shut up, you fool!" cried Rod. "That's not what | nean."

"Conmputers are fools only if they mal function. I am not mal functioning. The
reference to ne as a fool is therefore nonreferential and | shall expunge it

fromny menory system Repeat the question, please."

"What do | do with ny life?"

"You will work, you will marry, you will be the father of Rod MBan the
hundred and fifty-second and several other children, you will die, your body
will be sent into the endless orbit with great honor. You will do this well."

"Suppose | break ny neck this very night?" argued Rod. "Then you woul d be
wrong, woul dn't you?"

"I would be wong, but | still have the probabilities with ne."

"What do | do about the Onseck?"

"Repeat . "

Rod had to tell the story several times before the computer understood it.

"I do not," said the conputer, "find nyself equipped with data concerning this
one man whom you so confusingly allude to as Houghton Syme sonetimes and as
'dd Hot and Sinple' at other times. His personal history is unknown to ne.
The odds agai nst your killing himundetected are 11,713 to one agai nst

ef fecti veness, because too many peopl e know you and know what you | ook like. |
nmust | et you sol ve your own probl em concerning the Hon. Sec."

"Don't you have any ideas?"
"l have answers, not ideas."

"Gve me a piece of fruit cake and a glass of fresh mlk then."



"I't will cost you twelve credits and by wal king to your cabin you can get
these things free. O herwise | will have to buy them from Emergency Central ."

"I said get them" said Rod.

The machine whirred. Extra |lights appeared on the console. "Emergency Centra
has aut horized ny own use of sheltered supplies. You will pay for the

repl acenent tomorrow." A door opened. Atray slid out, with a |uscious piece
of fruitcake and a glass of foamng fresh mlKk.

Rod sat on the steps of his own pal ace and ate.

Conversationally, he said to the conputer, "You nmust know what to do about Ad
Hot and Sinple. It's a terrible thing for me to go through the Garden of Death
and then have a dull tool like that pester the life out of ne."

"He cannot pester the life out of you. You are too strong."

"Recogni ze an idiom you silly ass!" said Rod.

The machi ne paused. "lIdiomidentified. Correction nmade. Apol ogies are herewith
given to you, Child MBan."

"Anot her mi stake. I'mnot Child McBan any nore. I'm M ster and Ower MBan."

"I will check central," said the conputer. There was another |ong pause as the
lights danced. Finally the conputer answered. "Your status is mxed. You are
both. In an energency you are already the Mster and Omer of the Station of
Doom including ne. Wthout an energency, you are still Child MBan until your

trustees rel ease the papers to do it."

"When will they do that?"

"Voluntary action. Human. Timng uncertain. In four or five days, it would
seem Wen they rel ease you, the Hon. Sec. will have the legal right to nove
for your arrest as an inconmpetent and dangerous owner. From your point of
view, it will be very sad."

"And what do you think?" said Rod.

"I shall think that it is a disturbing factor. |I speak the truth to you."
"And that is all?"

"Al'l," said the conputer

"You can't stop the Hon. Sec.?"

"Not w thout stopping everybody else.”

"What do you think people are, anyhow? Look here, conputer, you have been

tal king to people for hundreds and hundreds of years. You know our nanes. You
know ny famly. Don't you know anythi ng about us? Can't you hel p ne? \Wat do
you think I an®"

"Whi ch question first?" said the computer.

Rod angrily threw the enpty plate and glass on the floor of the tenple. Robot

arnms flicked out and pulled theminto the trash bin. He stared at the old
poli shed nmetal of the conputer. It ought to be polished. He had spent hundreds



of hours polishing its case, all sixty-six panels of it, just because the
machi ne was sonet hi ng which he could | ove.

"Don't you know nme? Don't you know what | an®"

"You are Rod McBan the-hundred-and-fifty-first. Specifically, you are a spina
colum with a small bone box at one end, the head, and with reproductive

equi prent at the other end. Inside the bone box you have a snmall portion of
mat eri al which resenbles stiff, bloody lard. Wth that you thi nk—you think

better than | do, even though | have over five hundred mllion synaptic
connections. You are a wonderful object, Rod McBan. | can understand what you
are made of. | cannot share your human, animal side of life."

"But you know |I'min danger."
"I knowit."

"What did you say, a while back, about not being able to stop Od Hot and
Si nmpl e wi t hout stopping everybody el se too? Could you stop everybody el se?"

"Perm ssion requested to correct error. | could not stop everyone. If | tried
to use violence, the war conmputers at Commonweal t h Def ense woul d destroy ne
before | even started progranmm ng nmy own actions."

"You're partly a war conputer.”

"Admittedly," said the unwearied unhurried voice of the conputer, "but the
Commonweal t h made ne safe before they let your forefathers have ne."

"What can you do?"
"Rod McBan the-hundred-and-fortieth told ne to tell no one, ever."
"l override. Overridden."

"I't's not enough to do that. Your great8-grandfather has a warning to which
you must listen."”

"Co ahead," said Rod.

There was a silence, and Rod thought that the machi ne was searching through
anci ent archives for a drama-cube. He stood on the peristyle of the Pal ace of
the Governor of Night and tried to see the Norstrilian clouds crawl i ng across
the sky near overhead; it felt like that kind of night. But it was very dark
away fromthe illunm nated tenple porch and he coul d see nothing.

"Do you still command?" asked the conputer

"I didn't hear any warning," said Rod.

"He spieked it froma nmenory cube."

"Did you hier it?"

"I was not coded to it. It was human-to-human, MBan famly only."

"Then," said Rod, "I override it."

"Overridden," said the conputer



"What can | do to stop everybody!"

"You can bankrupt Norstrilia tenporarily, buy Od Earth Itself, and then
negoti ate on human terns for anything you want."

"Ch, lord!" said Rod, "you've gone |ogical again, computer! This is one of
your as-if situations."

The conputer voice did not change its tone. It could not. The sequence of the
words held a reproach, however. "This is not an inmaginary situation. | ama
war conputer, and | was designed to include econonic warfare. If you did
exactly what | told you to do, you could take over all A d North Australia by
| egal neans."

"How | ong woul d we need? Two hundred years? A d Hot and Sinple would have ne
in nmy grave by then."

The conputer could not |augh, but it could pause. It paused. "I have just
checked the time on the New Mel bourne Exchange. The ' Change signal says they
will open in seventeen minutes. | will need four hours for your voice to say
what it nust. That neans you will need four hours and seventeen mnutes, give
or take five mnutes."

"What makes you think you can do it?"
"I ama pure conputer, obsolete nmodel. Al the others have aninmal brains built
into them to allow for error. | do not. Furthernore, your great12-grandfather

hooked ne into the defense net."

"Didn't the Commonweal th cut you out ?"

"I amthe only conputer which was built to tell lies, except to the famlies
of MacArthur and McBan. | lied to the Commonweal th when they checked on what |
was getting. | amobliged to tell the truth only to you and to your desi gnated

descendants. "
"l know that, but what does it have to do with it?"

"I predict nmy own space weather, ahead of the Commonweal th." The accent was
not in the pleasant, even-toned voice; Rod hinself began to believe it.

"You've tried this out?"

"I have war-ganmed it nore than a hundred mllion tinmes. | had nothing else to
do while | waited for you."

"You never failed?"

"I failed nost of the time, when | first began. But | have not failed a
war-gane fromreal data for the |ast thousand years."

"What woul d happen if you failed now?"
"You woul d be disgraced and bankrupt. | would be sold and di sassenbl ed. "
"I's that all?" said Rod cheerfully.

"Yes," said the conputer

"I could stop Add Hot and Sinple if | owed AOd Earth Itself. Let's go."



"I do not go anywhere," said the computer.

"I nean, let's start.”

"You nmean, to buy Earth, as we di scussed?"

"What el se?" yelled Rod. "Wat el se have we been tal ki ng about ?"

"You must have sone soup, hot soup and a tranquilizer first. | cannot work at
optimumif | have a human bei ng who gets excited."

"Al'l right," said Rod.

"You must authorize nme to buy them"
"I authorize you."

"That will be three credits.”

"I'n the nane of the seven healthy sheep, what does it matter? How nuch will
Earth cost?"

"Seven thousand mllion mllion negacredits.”

"Deduct three credits for the soup and the pill then," shouted Rod, "if it
won't spoil your cal cul ations."

"Deducted," said the conputer. The tray with the soup appeared, a white pil
beside it.

"Now | et's buy Earth," said Rod.

"Drink your soup and take your pill first," said the conputer

Rod gul ped down his soup, washing the pill down with it.

"Now, let's go, cobber."
"Repeat after me," said the computer, "I herewith nortgage the whol e body of
the said sheep Sweet WIlliamfor the sumof five hundred thousand credits to
t he New Mel bour ne Exchange on the open board.."

Rod repeated it.
And repeated it.
The hours becane a nightmare of repetition

The conputer lowered his voice to a low rmurmur, al nost a whi sper. Wien Rod
stunbled in the nmessages, the conmputer pronpted himand corrected him

Forward purchase...sell short...option to buy...pre-enptive margin...offer to

sell ...offer tenporarily reserved...first collateral ...second coll ateral ...deposit
to drawi ng account...convert to FCE credits . . hold in SAD credits...twel ve

t housand tons of stroon...nortgage forward...prom se to buy...prom se to sell...
hol d...margi n...col | at eral guaranteed by previous deposit...promnise to pay

agai nst the pl edged | and...guarantor...McBan | and... MacArt hur | and...this computer
itself..conditional legality...buy...sell...guarantee...pl edge...wi thhol d...of fer
confirmed...of fer cancel ed...four thousand mllion megacredits...rate accepted...



rate refused...forward purchase...deposit against interest...collatera
previously pl edged...conditi onal appreciation...guarantee...accept title...refuse
delivery...sol ar weather...buy...sell ...pl edge...wi t hdraw from market ... wi t hdr aw
from sal e...not avail abl e..no coll ections now. .. dependent on radiation...corner
mar ket ... buy...buy...buy...buy...buy...firmtitle...reconfirmtitle...transacti ons
conpleted... reopen...register...reregister..confirmat Earth central ...message
fees...fifteen thousand negacredits...

Rod' s voi ce becane a whi sper, but the conputer was stire, the conputer was
untiring, the conputer answered all questions fromthe outside.

Many times Rod and the conputer both had to listen to tel epathic warnings
built into the markets comunications net. The conputer was cut out and Rod
could not hier them The warnings went unheard.

...buy...sell ...hol d...confirm..deposit...convert ...guarant ee...ar bi trage... nessage. .
Commonweal th tax... commi ssion...buy...sell ...buy...buy.buy...buy...deposit title!
deposit title! deposit title!

The process of buying Earth had begun.

By the time that the first pretty parts of silver-gray dawn had begun, it was
done. Rod was dizzy with fatigue and confusion

"Go home and sl eep,"” said the computer. "When people find out what you have
done with me, many of themw || probably be excited and will wish to talk to
you at great length. | suggest you say nothing."

CHAPTER SEVEN:. The Eye Upon the Sparrow

Drunk with fatigue, Rod stunbled across his own | and back to his cabin
He could not believe that anything had happened.

If the Pal ace of the CGovernor of N ght—

If the Pal ace —

If the computer spoke the truth, he was already the weal thi est human bei ng who
had ever lived. He had ganbl ed and won, not for a few tons of stroon or a

pl anet or two, but credits enough to shake the Commopnwealth to its foundation
He owned the Earth, on the systemthat any overdeposit could be called due at
a certain very high margin. He owned planets, countries, mnes, palaces,
prisons, police-systens, fleets, border-guards, restaurants, pharmaceutical s,
textiles, night clubs, treasures, royalties, |licenses, sheep, |land, stroon
nore sheep, nore |land, nore stroon. He had won.

Only in Ad North Australia could a nman have done this w thout being besieged
by soldiers, reporters, guards, police, investigators, tax-collectors,
fortune-seekers, doctors, publicity hounds, the sick, the inquisitive, the
conpassi onate, the angry,

A d North Australia kept calm

Privacy, sinplicity, frugality —these virtues had carried themthrough the
hel |l -worl d of Paradise VII, where the nmountains ate people, the vol canoes

poi soned sheep, the delirious oxygen nade nen rave with bliss as they pranced
into their own deaths. The Norstrilians had survived many things, including
sickness and deformty. If Rod McBan had caused a financial crisis, there were



no newspapers to print it, no viewboxes to report it, nothing to excite the
peopl e. The Commonweal th authorities would pick the crisis out of their "in"
baskets sonetinme after tucker and tea the next norning, and by afternoon he,
his crisis and the conputer would be in the "out" baskets. If the deal had
wor ked, the whole thing woul d be paid off honestly and literally. If the dea
had not worked out the way that conputer had said, his |lands would be up for
auction and he hinmself would be [ ed gently away.

But that's what the Onseck was going to do to himanyway—& d Hot and Sinple, a
tiring dwarf-1lifed man, driven by the boyhood hatred of many | ong years ago!

Rod stopped for a minute. Around himstretched the rolling plains of his own
| and. Far ahead, to his left, there gl eaned the glassy wormof a river-cover,
t he hunped |l ong barrel-like |ine which kept the precious water from
evapor ati ng—that too was his.

Maybe. After the ni ght now passed.

He thought of flinging hinmself to the ground and sl eeping right there. He had
done it before.

But not this norning.

Not when he might be the person he m ght be—the man who nmade the worl ds ree
with his wealth.

The conputer had started easy. He could not take control of his property
except for an energency. The conputer had nade himcreate the energency by
selling his next three years' production of santaclara at the market price.
That was a serious enough emergency fromany pastoralist to be in deep sure
troubl e.

Fromthat the rest had foll owed.
Rod sat down.

He was not trying to remenber. The renmenbering was crowding into his mnd. He
wanted just to get his breath, to get on hone, to sleep

A tree was near him with a thernostatically controlled cover which doned it

i n whenever the winds were too strong or too dry, and an underground sprinkl er
whi ch kept it alive when surface noisture was not sufficient. It was one of
the old MacArthur extravagances which his McBan ancestor had inherited and had
added to the Station of Doom It was a nodified Earth oak, very big, a ful
thirteen neters high. Rod was proud of it although he did not like it much,

but he had rel atives who were obsessed by it and would make a three-hour ride
just to sit in the shade—dimand diffuse as it was—ef a genuine tree from

Eart h.

Wien he | ooked at the tree, a violent noise assailed him

Mad frantic | aughter.

Laughter beyond all jokes.

Laughter sick wild drunk dizzy.

He started to be angry and was then puzzled. Who coul d be |laughing at him

al ready? As a matter of nearer fact, who could be trespassing on his [ and?
Anyhow, what was there to | augh about?



(Al'l Norstrilians know that humor was "pl easurable corrigible mal function." It
was in the Book of Rhetoric which their Appointed Relatives had to get them
through if they were even to qualify for the tests of the Garden of Death.
There were no schools, no classes, no teachers, no libraries except for
private ones. There were just the seven liberal arts, the six practica

sci ences, and the five collections of police and defense studies. Specialists
were trained off-world, but they were trained only fromanong the survivors of
t he Garden, and nobody could get as far as the Garden unl ess the sponsors—who
staked their lives along with that of the student, so far as the question of
apt ness was concer ned—guaranteed that the entrant knew the ei ghteen kinds of
Norstrilian know edge. The Book of Rhetoric cane second, right after the Book
of Sheep and Nunbers, so that all Norstrilians knew why they | aughed and what
there was to | augh about.)

But this |aughter!
Aagh, who could it be?

A sick man? | npossible. Hostile hallucinations brought on by the Hon. Sec. in
his own Onsecki sh way w th unusual tel epathic powers? Scarcely.

Rod began to | augh hinsel f.

It was sonewhat rare and beautiful, a kookaburra bird, the sanme kind of bird
whi ch had |l aughed in Original Australia on dd AOd Earth. A very few had
reached this new planet and they had not multiplied well, even though the
Norstrilians respected them and | oved t hem and wi shed t hem healt h.

Good luck cane with their wild birdish | aughter. A man could feel he had a
fine day ahead. Lucky in love, thumb in an eneny's eye, new ale in the fridge,
or a ruddy good chance on the market.

Laugh, bird, laugh! thought Rod.

Per haps the bird understood him The |aughter increased and reached manic,
hil ari ous proportions. The bird sounded as though it was watchi ng the nopst
com cal bird-conedy which any bird-audi ence had ever been invited to, as

t hough the bird-jokes were side-splitting, convulsive, gutpopping,
unbel i evabl e, racy, daring, and overwhel ni ng. The bird-1laughter becane
hysterical and a note of fear, of warning crept in.

Rod stepped toward the tree.

In all this tinme he had not seen the kookaburra.

He squinted into the tree, peering against the brighter side of the sky which
showed that norning had arrived well

To him the tree was blindingly green, since it kept nmost of its earth col or
not turning beige or gray as the earth grasses had done when they had been
adapted and planted in Norstrilian soil.

To be sure, the bird was there, a tiny slender |aughing inpudent shape.
Suddenly the bird cawed: this was no | augh

Startl ed, Rod stepped back and started to | ook around for danger

The step saved his life.



The sky whistled at him the wind hit him a dark shape shot past himw th the
speed of a projectile and was gone. As it |eveled out just above the ground,
Rod saw what it was

A mad sparrow.

Sparrows had reached twenty kilos' weight, with straight sword-I|ike beaks

al nrost a neter in length. Most of the time the Commonweal th | eft them al one,
because they preyed on the giant lice, the size of footballs, which had grown
with the sick sheep. Now and then one went nad and attacked peopl e.

Rod turned, watching the sparrow as it wal ked around, about a hundred neters
away.

Sonme mad sparrows, it was runored, were not mad at all, but were tame sparrows
sent on evil missions of revenge or death by Norstrilian nen whose m nds had
been twisted into crine. This was rare, this was crinme, but this was possible.

Coul d the Onseck al ready be attacking?

Rod sl apped his belt for weapons as the sparrow took to the air again,
flapping upward with the pretense of innocence. He had nothing except his
belt-light and a canister. This would not hold out |ong unless sonebody cane
al ong. What could a tired man do, using bare hands, against a sword which
burst through the air with a nonomani ac bird-brain behind it?

Rod braced hinself for the bird' s next power-dive, holding the canister like a
shi el d.

The cani ster was not nmuch of a shield.

Down cane the bird, preceded by the whistle of air against its head and beak
Rod wat ched for the eyes and when he saw them he junped.

The dust roared up as the giant sparrow twisted its spear-1like beak out of the
line of the ground, opened its w ngs, beat the air against gravity, caught
itself centimeters fromthe surface and fl apped away wi th powerful strokes;
Rod stood and watched quietly, glad that he had escaped.

Hs left armwas wet.

Rain was so rare in the Norstrilian plains that he did not see how he could
have gotten wet. He gl anced down idly.

Blood it was, and his own.

The kill-bird had missed himw th its beak but had touched himw th the
razor-1i ke w ng-feathers, which had nmutated into weapons; both the rhachis and
the vane in the large feathers were trenendously reinforced, with the

devel opnent of a bitterly sharp hyporhachis in the case of the wing-tips. The
bird had cut himso fast he had not felt it or noticed it.

Li ke any good Norstrilian, he thought in terms of first aid.

The flow of blood was not very rapid. Should he try to tie up his armfirst or
to hide fromthe next diving attack?

The bird answered his question for him



The om nous whi stl e sounded agai n.

Rod flung hinmself along the ground, trying to get to the base of the tree
trunk, where the bird could not dive on him

The bird, making a serious nmental m stake, thought it had disabled him Wth a
flutter of wings it landed calmMy, stood on its feet, and cocked its head to

| ook himover. When the bird noved its head, the sword-beak gl eaned evilly in
t he weak sunshi ne.

Rod reached the tree and started to Iift hinself up by seizing the trunk
Doing this, he alnpst lost his life.

He had forgotten how fast the sparrows could run on the ground.

In one second, the bird was standing, com cal and evil, studying himwith its
sharp, bright eyes; the next second, the knife-beak was into him just bel ow
t he bony part of the shoul der

He felt the eerie wet pull of the beak being drawn out of his body, the ache
in his surprised flesh which would precede the gripping pain. He hit at the
bird with his belt-light. He m ssed.

By now he was weakened fromhis two wounds. The armwas still dripping bl ood
steadily and he felt his shirt get wet as blood poured out of his shoul der

The bird, backing off, was again studying himby cocking its head. Rod tried
to guess his chances. One square bl ow fromhis hand, and the bird was dead.
The bird had thought himdi sabl ed, but now he really was partially disabled.

If his blow did not |and...score one Mster for the bird, mark a credit for the
Hon. Sec., give dd Hot and Sinple the victory!

By now Rod had not the |east doubt that Houghton Syne was behind the attack
The bird rushed.

Rod forgot to fight the way he had pl anned.

He ki cked instead and caught the bird right in its heavy, coarse body.

It felt like a very big football filled with sand.

The kick hurt his foot but the bird was flung a good six or seven neters away.
Rod rushed behind the tree and | ooked back at the bird.

The bl ood was pul sing fast out of his shoulder at this point

The kill-bird had gotten to his feet and was wal king firmy and securely
around the tree. One of the wings trailed a little; the kick seened to have
hurt a wing, but not the legs or that horribly strong neck

Once again the bird cocked its comical head. It was his own bl ood which

dri pped fromthe | ong beak, now red, which had gl eamed silver gray at the
begi nning of the fight. Rod wi shed he had studi ed nore about these birds. He
had never been this close to a nutated sparrow before and he had no idea of
how to fight one. Al he had known was that they attacked people on very rare
occasi ons and that sonetimes the people died in the encounters.



He tried to spiek, to let out a scream which would bring the nei ghborhood and
the police flying and running toward him He found he had no tel epathy at all,
not when he had to concentrate his whole nmnd and attention on the bird,
knowi ng that its very next nove could bring himirretrievable death. This was
no tenporary death with the rescue squads nearby. There was no one in the

nei ghbor hood, no one at all, except for the excited and synpathetic
kookaburras haha-ing madly in the tree above.

He shouted at the bird, hoping to frighten it.
The kill-bird paid himno nore attention than if it had been a deaf reptile.

The foolish head tipped this way and that. The little bright eyes watched him
The red sword-beak, rapidly turning brown in the dry air, probed abstract

di mrensions for a way to his brain or heart. Rod even wondered how the bird
solved its problens in solid geometry—the angle of approach, the |line of
thrust, the noverment of the beak, the weight and direction of the fleeing

obj ect —hi nsel f .

He junped back a few centinmeters, intending to |l ook at the bird fromthe other
side of the tree-trunk

There was a hiss in the air, like the helpless hiss of a gentle little snake.
The bird, when he saw it, |ooked odd—suddenly it seened to have two beaks.
Rod marvel ed

He did not really understand what was happening until the bird | eaned over
suddenly, fell on its side, and |lay—plainly dead—en the dry cool ground. The
eyes were still open but they |ooked blank; the bird s body twitched a little.
The wi ngs opened out in a dying spasm One of the w ngs al most struck the
trunk of the tree, but the tree-guardi ng-device raised a plastic shaft to ward
off the blow, a pity the device had not been designed as a peopl e-guard as
wel I .

Only then did Rod see that the second "beak" was no beak at all, but a
javelin, its point biting cleanly and tightly right through the bird s skul
into its brain.

No wonder the bird had dropped dead quickly!

As Rod | ooked around to see who his rescuer might be, the ground rose up and
struck him

He had fallen
The | oss of bl ood was faster than he had all owed for.
He | ooked around, alnobst like a child in his bew | dernent and di zzi ness.

There was a shimrer of turquoise and the girl Lavinia was standing over him
She had a nedi cal pack open and was spraying his wounds wi th cryptoder m+he
iving bandage whi ch was so expensive that only on Norstrilia, the exporter of
Stroon, could it be carried around in enmergency cans.

"Keep quiet," she said with her voice, "keep quiet, Rod. W' ve got to stop the
bl ood first of all. Lands of nercy, but you're a crashing nmess!"

"Who..?" said Rod weakly.



"The Hon. Sec.," said she inmredi ately.

"You know?" he asked, anmzed that she shoul d understand everything so very
qui ckly i ndeed.

"Don't talk, and I'Il tell you." She had taken her field-knife and was cutting
the sticky shirt off him so that she could tilt the bottle and spray right
into the wound. "I just suspected you were in trouble, when Bill rode by the
house and said sonething crazy, that you had bought half the gal axy by
ganbling all night with a crazy machi ne which paid off. | did not know where
you were, but | thought that you might be in that old tenple of yours that the
rest of themcan't see. | didn't know what kind of danger to | ook for, so
brought this." She slapped her hip. Rod's eyes w dened. She had stol en her
father's one-kil oton grenade, which was to be renoved fromits rack only in
the event of an off-world attack. She answered his question before he asked
her. "lIt's all right. I nmade a dumtmy to take its place before | touched it.
Then, as | took it out, the Defense nonitor cane on and | just explained that

I had hit it with my new broom which was |onger than usual. Do you think I
would et AOd Hot and Sinple kill you, Rod, without a fight fromnme? |'m your
cousin, your kith and kin. As a matter of fact, |'m nunber twelve after you
when it comes to inheriting Doomand all the wonderful things there are on
this station."”

Rod said, "Gve ne water." He suspected she was chattering to keep his
attention off what she was doing to his shoulder and arm The arm gl owed once
when she sprayed the cryptodermon it; then it settled down to nmere aching.
The shoul der had exploded fromtine to tine as she probed it. She thrust a

di agnostic needle into it and was reading the tiny bright picture on the end
of the needle. He knew it had both anal gesics and antiseptics as well as an
ultram niatured X ray, but he did not think that anyone would be willing to
use it unaided in the field.

She answered this question, too before he asked it. She was a very perceptive
girl.

"W don't know what the Onseck is going to do next. He may have corrupted
people as well as aninmals. | don't dare call for help, not until you have your
friends around you. Certainly not, if you have bought half the worlds."

Rod dragged out the words. He seemed short of breath. "How did you know it was
hi nP"

"I saw his face—+ hiered it when | looked in the bird' s own brain. | could see
Hought on Syne, talking to the bird in sone kind of an odd way, and | could see
your dead body through the bird' s eyes, and | could feel a big wave of |ove
and approval , happi ness and reward, going through the bird when the job was to
have been finished. |I think that man is evil, evil!"

"You know him vyoursel f?"

"What girl around here doesn't? He's a nasty man. He had a boyhood that was
all rotten fromthe tinme that he realized he was a short-lifer. He has never
gotten over it. Some people are sorry for himand don't mnd his getting the
job of Hon. Sec. If I'd ny way, 1'd have sent himto the G ggle Room | ong
ago!" Lavinia's face was set in prudish hate, an expression so unlike herself,
who usually was bright and gay, that Rod wondered what deep bitterness m ght
have been stirred w thin her

"Why do you hate hinP"



"For what he did."
"What did he do?"

"He | ooked at me," she said, "he looked at me in a way that no girl can like.
Then he crawed all over ny nmind, trying to showne all the silly, dirty,
usel ess things he wanted to do."

"But he didn't do anythi ng—=2" said Rod.

"Yes, he did," she snapped. "Not with his hands. | could have reported him |
woul d have. It's what he did with his nmind, the things he spieked to ne."

"You can report those, too," said Rod, very tired of tal king, but neverthel ess
nmysteriously elated to discover that he was not the only eneny which the
Onseck had nade. "Not what he did, | couldn't,"” said Lavinia, her face set in
anger, but dissolving into grief. Gief was tenderer, softer, but deeper and
nore real than anger. For the first time Rod sensed a feeling of concern about
Lavinia. What m ght be wong with her?

She | ooked past himand spoke to the open fields and the big dead bird.
"Hought on Syne was the worst man |'ve ever known. | hope he dies. He never got
over that rotten boyhood of his. The old sick boy is the eneny of the man.

W' || never know what he night have been. And if you hadn't been so wrapped up
in your own troubles, Mster Rod to-the-hundred-and-fifty-first, you' d have
remenbered who I am"

"Who are you?" said Rod, naturally.
"I"'mthe Father's Daughter."
"So what?" said Rod. "All girls are."

"Then you never have found out about me. |I'mthe Father's Daughter from' The
Fat her's Daughter's Song.' "

"Never heard it."

She | ooked at him and her eyes were close to tears. "Listen, then, and I'lI
sing it to you now And it's true, true, true:

You do not know what the world is |ike,
And | hope that you never will.

My heart was once much full of hope,
But nowit is very still.

M wife went mad.

She was nmy | ove and wore mny ring

When bot h of us were young.

She bore ny babes, but then, but then...
And now there isn't anything.

M wife went mad.

Now she lives in another place,

Hal f sick, half well, and never young.
| am her dread, who was her | ove,
Each of us has another face.

M wife went mad.



You do not know what the world is like,
War is never the worst of it.

The stars within your eyes can drop
The lightning in your brain can strike.
M wife went mad.

"And | see you have heard it, too," she sighed. "Just as ny father wote it.
About ny nother. My own nother."

"Ch, Lavinia," said Rod, "I"'msorry. | never thought it was you. And you ny
own cousin only three or four times renoved. But Lavinia, there's sonething
wrong. How can your nother be mad if she was |ooking fine at ny house | ast
week?"

"She was never nad," said Lavinia. "My father was. He made up that cruel song
about nmy nother so that the neighbors conpl ained. He had his choice of the

G ggle Roomto die in, or the sick place, to be imortal and insane. He's
there now. And the Onseck, the Onseck threatened to bring himback to our own
nei ghborhood if | didn't do what he asked. Do you think I could forgive that?
Ever? After people have sung that hateful song at nme ever since | was a baby?
Do you wonder that | know it myself?"

Rod nodded.
Lavinia's troubles inpressed him but he had troubl es of his own.

The sun was never hot on Norstrilia, but he suddenly felt thirsty and hot. He
wanted to sl eep, but he wondered about the dangers which surrounded him

She knelt beside him

"Close your eyes a bit, Rod. | will spiek very quietly and maybe nobody wi ||
notice it except your station hands, Bill and Hopper. Wen they cone we'll
hi de out for the day and toni ght we can go back to your conputer and hide.
"Il tell themto bring food."

She hesitated, "And Rod?"
"Yes?" he said.

"Forgive me."

"For what ?"

"For my troubles," she said contritely.
"Now you have nore troubles. Me," he said. "Let's not blanme ourselves, but for
sheep's sake, girl, let me sleep.”

He drifted off to sleep as she sat beside him whistling a | oud clear tune
with long, |ong notes which never added up. He knew sone people, usually
worren, did that when they tried to concentrate on their tel epathic spieking.

Once he gl anced up at her before he finally slept. He noticed that her eyes
were a deep, strange blue. Like the mad wild faraway skies of Add Earth
Itself.

He slept, and in his sleep he knew that he was being carried...



The hands which carried himfelt friendly, though, and he curled hinself back
i nto deep, deeper dreanl ess sleep

CHAPTER EI GHT: FCE Money, SAD Money

When Rod finally awakened, it was to feel his shoulder tightly bound and his
arm t hrobbi ng. He had fought waki ng up because the pain had increased as his
m nd noved toward consci ousness, but the pain and the murmur of voices caused
himto come all the way to the hard bright surface of consciousness.

The murnmur of voices?

There was no place on all Od North Australia where voi ces murnmured. People
sat around and spieked to each other and hiered the answers w thout the
clatter of vocal cords. Telepathy nade for brilliant and qui ck conversation
the participants darting their thoughts this way and that, soaring with their
shields so as to produce the effect of a confidential whisper

But here there were voices. Voices. Many voices. Not possible.

And the smell was wong. The air was wet—uxuriously, extravagantly wet, I|ike
a mser trying to catch a rainstormin his cabin!

It was alnost |ike the van of the Garden of Deat h.

Just as he woke, he recogni zed Lavinia singing an odd little song. It was one
whi ch Rod knew, because it had a sharp catchy, poignant little melody to it

whi ch sounded |ike nothing on this world. She was singing, and it sounded |ike
one of the weird sadnesses which his people had brought fromtheir horrible
group- experi ence on the abandoned pl anet of Paradise VII

I s there anybody here or is everybody dead

at the gray green blue black | ake?

The sky was blue and now it is red

over old tall green brown trees.

The house was big but now it |ooks small

at the gray green blue black | ake

And the girl that | knewisn't there any nore
at the old flat dark torn place.

H s eyes opened and it was indeed Lavinia whom he saw at the edge of vision
This was no house. It was a box, a hospital, a prison, a ship, a cave or a
fort. The furnishings were machi ned and | uxurious. The light was artificial
and al nost the col or of peaches. A strange humin the background sounded |ike
al i en engi nes di spensi ng power for purposes which Norstrilian |aw never
permtted to private persons. The Lord Redl ady | eaned over Rod; the fantastic
man broke into song hinself, chanting:

Light a lantern—
Light a lantern—
Light a lantern,
Here we cone!

When he saw t he obvi ous signs of Rod's perplexity, he burst into a |augh

"That's the ol dest song you ever heard, my boy. It's pre-Space and it used to



be called 'general quarters' when ships like big iron houses floated on the
waters of earth and fought each other. W' ve been waiting for you to wake up."

"Water," said Rod, "please give nme water. Wy are you tal ki ng?"

"Water!" cried the Lord Redl ady to soneone behind him H's sharp thin face was
alight with excitenent as he turned back to Rod. "And we're talking because
have ny buzzer on. If people want to talk to each other, they jolly well

better use their voices in this ship."

"Shi p?" said Rod, reaching for the mug of cold, cold water which a hand had
reached out to him

"This is ny ship, Mster and Omer Rod MBan to-the-hundred-and-fifty-first!
An earth ship. | pulled it out of orbit and grounded it with the perni ssion of
t he Commonweal th. They don't know you're on it, yet. They can't find out right
now because ny Humanoi d- r obot Brai nwave Dephasi ng Device is on. Nobody can
think in or out through that, and anybody who tries telepathy on this boat is
going to get hinself a headache here."

"Why you?" said Rod. "Wsat for?"

"In due tinme," said the Lord Redl ady. "Let nme introduce you first. You know

t hese people." He waved at a group. Lavinia sat with his hands, Bill and
Hopper, with his workworman El eanor, with his aunt Doris. They | ooked odd,
sitting on the low, soft, luxurious earth furniture. They were all sipping
some earth drink of a color which Rod had never seen before. Their expressions
were diverse: Bill |ooked truculent, Hopper | ooked greedy, Aunt Doris |ooked
utterly enbarrassed and Lavi nia | ooked as though she were enjoying herself.

"And then here." said the Lord Redl ady. The nan he pointed to m ght not have
been a man. He was the Norstrilian type all right, but he was a giant, of the
ki nd which were always killed in the Garden of Death.

"At your service," said the giant, who was al nost three neters tall and who
had to watch his head, lest it hit the ceiling. "I am Donald Dunfrie Hordern
Ant hony Garwood Gai nes Wentworth to the fourteenth generation, M ster and
Owner McBan. A mlitary surgeon, at your service, sirl"

"But this is private. Surgeons aren't allowed to work for anybody but
gover nment . "

"I amon loan to the Earth Governnent," said Wentworth, the giant, his face in
a broad grin.

"And |," said the Lord Redlady, "am both the Instrumentality and the Earth
Government for diplomatic purposes. | borrowed him He's under Earth rules.
You will be well in tw or three hours."”

The doctor, Wentworth, | ooked at his hand as though he saw a chronograph
there: "Two hours and seventeen mnutes nore."

"Let it be," said the Lord Redl ady, "here's our last guest."

A short angry man stood up and canme over. He glared out at Rod and held forth
an angry hand: "John Fisher to-the-hundredth. You know ne."

"Do I ?" said Rod, not inpolitely. He was just dazed.

"Station of the Good Fresh Joey," said Fisher.



"l haven't been there," said Rod, "but |'ve heard of it.

"You needn't have," snapped the angry Fisher. "I met you at your
grandfather's."

"Ch, yes, Mster and Oaner Fisher," said Rod, not really remenbering anything
at all, but wondering why the short red-faced man was so angry with him

"You don't know who | anP" said Fisher. "I handle the books and the credits
for the governnent."

"Wonderful work," said Rod. "I'"msure it's conplicated. Could | have sonething
to eat?"

The Lord Redlady interrupted: "Wuld you |ike French pheasant with Chinesian
sauce steeped in the thieves' wine fromViola Siderea? It would only cost you
six thousand tons of refined gold, orbited near earth, if | ordered it sent to
you by special courier.”

For sone inexplicable reason the entire roomhow ed with |aughter. The nmen put
their gl asses down so as not to spill them Hopper seized the opportunity to
refill his own glass. Aunt Doris |ooked hilarious and secretly proud, as

t hough she herself had | aid a dianond egg or done sone equal marvel. Only
Lavi ni a, though | aughi ng, managed to | ook synpathetically at Rod to make sure
that he did not feel nocked. The Lord Redl ady | aughed as loudly as the rest
and even the short, angry John Fisher allowed hinmself a wan snile, while
hol di ng out his hand for a refill on his drink. An animal, a little one which
| ooked very much like an extremely small person, lifted up the bottle and
filled the glass for him Rod suspected that it was a "nonkey" fromdd Ad
Earth, fromthe stories he had heard.

Rod didn't even say, "Wat's the joke?" though he realized plainly that he was
hinself in the mddle of it. He just smled weakly back at them feeling the
hunger grow within him

"My robot is cooking you an Earth dish. French toast with nmaple syrup. You
could live ten thousand years on this planet and never get it. Rod, don't you
know why we're | aughing? Don't you know what you've done?"

"The Onseck tried to kill me, | think," said Rod.

Lavi ni a cl apped her hand to her nouth, but it was too |ate.

"So that's who it was," said the doctor, Wentworth, with a voice as gigantic
as himsel f.

"But you wouldn't laugh at nme for that—= Rod started to say. Then he stopped
hi nmsel f.

An awf ul thought had cone to him

"You mean, it really worked—that stuff with ny famly's old conmputer?"

The | aughter broke out again. It was kind |laughter, but it was always the

| aughter of a peasant people, driven by boredom who greet the unfanmiliar with

attack or with laughter.

"You did it," said Hopper. "You' ve bought a billion worlds."



John Fisher snapped at him "Let's not exaggerate. He's gotten about one point

six stroon years. You couldn't buy any billion worlds for that. In the first
pl ace, there aren't a billion settled worlds, not even a mllion. In the
second place there aren't many worlds for sale. | doubt that he could buy

thirty or forty."

The little animal, pronpted by sone inperceptible sign fromthe Lord Redl ady,
went out of the roomand returned with a tray. The odor fromthe tray nmade al
the people in the roomsniff appreciatively. The food was unfam liar, but it
conbi ned pungency and sweet ness. The nmonkey fitted the tray into an artfully
conceal ed slot at the head of Rod's couch, took off an imagi nary nonkey cap

sal uted, and went back to his own basket behind the Lord Redl ady's chair.

The Lord Redl ady nodded, "Go ahead and eat, boy. It's on ne."

"That's an odd sight, | nmust say," said the huge doctor Wentworth. "There's
the richest man in many worlds, and he hasn't the price of a new pair of
overalls."

"What's odd about that? W' ve always charged an inport fee of twenty mllion
per cent of the orbit price of goods," snapped angry John Fisher. "Have you
ever realized what other people have swung into orbit around our sun, just
waiting for us to change our mnds so they could sell us half the rubbish in
t he universe? This would be knee-deep in junk if we ever dropped our tariff.
|"msurprised at you, Doctor, forgetting the fundanmental rules of Ad North
Australia."

"He's not conplaining," said aunt Doris, whomthe drink had nade | oquaci ous.
"He's just thinking. We all think."

"OfF course we all think. Or daydream Some of us |eave and go offplanet to be
rich people on other worlds. A few of us even manage to get back here on
severe probation when we realize what the offworlds are like. I'mjust
saying," said the doctor, "that Rod's situation would be very funny to
everybody except us Norstrilians. We're all rich with the stroon inports, but
we kept ourselves poor in order to survive."

"Who' s poor?" snapped the fiel dhand Hopper, apparently touched at a sensitive
point. "I can match you with nega-credits, Doc, any time you care to ganble.
O 1'll meet you with throwing knives, if you want thembetter. |I'm as good as
the next man!"

"That's exactly what | nean," said John Fisher. "Hopper here can argue with
anybody on the planet. W're still equals, we're still free, we're not the
victinms of our own wealth—that's Norstrilia for you!"

Rod | ooked up fromhis food and said, "M ster and Ower Secretary Fisher, you
talk awfully well for somebody who is not a freak |ike ne. How do you do it?"

Fi sher started | ooking angry again, though he was not really angry: "Do you
think that financial records can be dictated telepathically? |I'm spendi ng
centuries out of ny life, just dictating into nmy blasted m crophone. Yesterday
| spent nost of the day dictating the ness which you have nmade of the
Conmmonweal t h' s noney for the next eight years. And you know what |'mgoing to
do at the next neeting of the Commonweal th Council ?"

"What ?" sai d Rod.

"I"mgoing to nove the condemmation of that computer of yours. It's too good
to be in private hands."



"You can't do that!" shrieked aunt Doris, sonewhat mnellowed by the earth
beverage she was drinking, "it's MacArthur and McBan famly property.”

"You can keep the tenple," said Fisher with a snort, "but no bloody fanmly is
goi ng to outguess the whol e pl anet again. Do you know that boy sitting there
has four nmega-credits on Earth at this nmonent ?"

Bill hiccupped, "I got nore than that nyself."
Fi sher snarled at him "On earth? FCE noney?"
A silence hit the room

"FOE money. Four negacredits? He can buy A d Australia and ship it out here to
us!" Bill sobered fast.

Said Lavinia nildly, "Wat's Foe noney?"

"Do you know, M ster and Omner MBan?" said Fisher, in a perenptory tone. "You
had better know, because you have nore of it than any man has ever had
before. "

"I don't want to talk about noney," said Rod. "I want to find out what the
Onseck is up to."

"Don't worry about him" |aughed the Lord Redl ady, prancing to his feet and
pointing at himself with a dramatic forefinger. "As the representative of
Earth, | filed six hundred and eighty-five | awsuits against him

si mul taneously, in the nane of your Earth debtors, who fear that some harm
m ght befall you..

"Do they really?" said Rod. "Already?"

"OfF course not. Al they know is your name and the fact that you bought them
out. But they would worry if they did know, so as your agent | tied up the
Hon. Sec. Houghton Syne with nore | aw cases than this planet has ever seen

before. "

The big doctor chuckled. "Dashed clever of you, nmy lord and nmister. You know

us Norstrilians pretty well, | must say. If we charge a nman with nmurder, we're
so freedom m nded that he has time to cormit a few nore before being tried for
the first one. But civil suits! Hot sheep! He'll never get out of those, as

long as he lives."
"I's he Onsecking any nore?" said Rod.
"What do you nean?" asked Fi sher

"Does he still have his job—tnseck?"
"Ch, yes," said Fisher, "but we put himon two hundred years' |eave and he has
only about a hundred and twenty years to live, poor fellow Mst of that tinme
he will be defending hinself in civil suits."”

Rod finally exhal ed. He had finished the food. The small polished roomwth
its machi ned el egance, the wet air, the bray of voices all over the

pl ace—these made him feel dreamike. Here grown nen were standing, tal king as
t hough he really did own O d Earth. They were concerned with his affairs, not
because he was Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIiam MacArthur MBan the



hundred- and-fifty-first, but because he was Rod, a boy anong t hem who had
stunbl ed upon danger and fortune. He | ooked around the room The conversations
had accidentally stopped. They were | ooking at him and he saw in their faces
somet hi ng whi ch he had seen before. What was it? It was not love. It was a
rapt attentiveness, conmbined with a sort of pleasurable and indul gent

interest. He then realized what the | ooks signified.

They were giving himthe adoration which they usually reserved only for
cricket players, tennis players, and great track perforners—ike that fabul ous
Hopki ns Harvey fell ow who had gone offworld and had won a westling match with
a "heavy man" from Wreld Schermering. He was not just Rod any nore. He was

t heir boy.

As their boy, he smiled at themvaguely and felt |ike crying.

The breat hl essness broke when the | arge doctor, M ster and Owmer Wentworth,
threw in the stark comment: "Tine to tell him Mster and Ower Fisher. He
won't have his property long if we don't get moving. No, nor his life,
either."”

Lavinia junped up and cried out, "You can't kill Rod—=

Doctor Wentworth stopped her: "Sit down. We're not going to kill him And you
there, stop acting foolish! W're his friends here."

Rod followed the Iine of the doctor's glance and saw t hat Hopper had snaked
hi s hand back to the big knife he wore in his belt. He was getting ready to
fight anyone who attacked Rod.

"Sit, sit down, all of you, please," said the Lord Redl ady, speaki ng sonewhat
fussily with his singsong Earth accent. "I'm host here. Sit down. Nobody's
killing Rod tonight. Doctor, you take my table. Sit down yourself. You will
stop threatening ny ceiling or your head. You, ma'am and owner," said he to
aunt Doris, "nove over there to that other chair. Now we can all see the
doctor."

"Can't we wait?" asked Rod. "I need to sleep. Are you going to ask nme to make
decisions now? |I'mnot up to decisions, not after what |'ve just been through
Al night with the conmputer. The Iong wal k. The bird fromthe Onseck—

"You'll have no decisions to make if you don't nake themtonight," said the
doctor firmy and pleasantly. "You'll be a dead nman."

"Who's going to kill ne?" asked Rod.

"Anybody who wants noney. O wants power. O who would like unlimted life. O
who needs these things to get sonething el se. Revenge. A wonan. An obsession

A drug. You're not just a person now, Rod. You're Norstrilia incarnate. You're
M ster Money hinself! Don't ask who'd kill you! Ask who wouldn't? W wouldn't...
| think. But don't tenmpt us."

"How much noney have | got?" said Rod.

Angry John Fisher cut in: "So nuch that the conputers are clotted up, just
counting it. About one and a half stroon years. Perhaps three hundred years of
Ad Earth's total income. You sent nore |Instant Messages | ast night than the
Commonweal t h governnment itself has sent in the |ast twelve years. These
nmessages are expensive. One kilocredit in FOE noney."

"I asked a long tinme ago what this 'foe nmoney' was," said Lavinia, "and nobody



has got around to telling ne."

The Lord Redl ady took the middle of the floor. He stood there with a stance
whi ch none of the Ad North Australians had ever seen before. It was actually
the posture of a naster of cerenpni es opening the evening at a | arge night
club, but to people who had never seen those particul ar gestures his novenents
were eerie, self-explanatory and queerly beautiful

"Ladi es and gentlenen," he said, using a phrase which nost of them had only

read in books, "I will serve drinks while the others speak. | will ask each in
turn. Doctor, will you be good enough to wait while the financial secretary
speaks?"

"I should think," said the doctor irritably, "that the | ad would be wanting to
t hi nk over his choice. Does he want ne to cut himin two, here, tonight, or
doesn't he? | should think that would take priority, wouldn't you?"

"Ladi es and gentlenen," said the Lord Redl ady, "the M ster and Doct or
Wentworth has a very good point indeed. But there is no sense in asking Rod
about being cut in tw unless he knows why. M ster Financial Secretary, wll
you tell us all what happened | ast night?"

John Fisher stood up. He was so chubby that it did not matter. Hi s brown,
suspi cious, intelligent eyes | ooked over the I ot of them

"There are as many kinds of nobney as there are worlds with people on them W
here on Norstrilia don't carry the tokens around, but in sone places they have
bits of paper or netal which they use to keep count. W talk our noney into
the central conputers which even out all our transactions for us. Now what
woul d happen if | wanted a pair of shoes?"

Nobody answered. He didn't expect themto. "I would," he went on, "go to a
shop, look in the screen at the shoes which the of fworld nerchants keep in
orbit. | would pick out the shoes | wanted. What's a good price for a pair of

shoes in orbit?"

Hopper was getting tired of these theoretical questions so he answered
pronptly,

"Si x bob."

"That's right. Six mnicredits."

"But that's orbit noney. You're leaving out the tariff," said Hopper

"Exactly. And what's the tariff?" asked John Fisher, snapping.

Hopper snapped back, "Two hundred thousand tinmes, what you bl oody fools al ways
make it in the Conmmonweal th council.”

"Hopper, can you buy shoes?" said Fisher

"OfF course | can!" The station hand | ooked belligerent again but the Lord
Redl ady was filling his glass. He sniffed the aroma, cal ned down and said,
"Al'l right, what's your point?"

"The point is that the noney in orbit is SAD noney—S for secure, A for and, D
for delivered. That's any kind of good noney w th backing behind it. Stroon is
t he best backing there is, but gold is all right, rare netals, fine

manuf actures, and so on. That's just the noney off the planet, in the hands of



the recipient. Now how many tinmes would a ship have to hop to get to Ad Add
Earth Itsel f?"

"Fifty or sixty," said aunt Doris unexpectedly. "Even | know that."
"And how many shi ps get through?”

"They all do," said she.

"Ch, no," cried several of the nmen in unison

"About one ship is lost every sixty or eighty trips, depending on the solar
weat her, on the skills of the pinlighters, and go-captains, on the | anding
accidents. Did any of you ever see a really old captain?"

"Yes," said Hopper with gl oony hunmor, "a dead one in his coffin."

"So if you have sonething you want to get to Earth, you have to pay your share
of the costly ships, your share of the go-captain's wages and the fees of his
staff, your share of the insurance for their fanmlies. Do you know what it
could cost to get this chair back to earth?" said Fisher

"Three hundred tines the cost of the chair," said Doctor Wentworth.
"Mghty close. It's two hundred and ei ghty-seven tines."

"How do you know so nucki ng nuch?" said Bill, speaking up. "And why waste our
time with all this crutting gl ubb?"

"Wat ch your | anguage, man," said John Fisher. "There are some nucking | adies
present. I'mtelling you this because we have to get Rod off to Earth tonight,
if he wants to be alive and rich—=

"That's what you say!" cried Bill. "Let himgo to his house. W can | oad up on
little bonbs and hold up agai nst anybody who could get through the Norstrilian
defenses. What are we paying these nmucking taxes for, if it's not for the
likes of you to make sure we're safe? Shut up, man, and let's take the boy
hone. Cone al ong, Hopper."

The Lord Redlady | eaped to the mddle of his own floor. He was no prancing
Eart hman putting on a show. He was the old Instrunentality itself, surviving
wi th raw weapons and raw brains. In his hand he held somet hi ng whi ch none of
them coul d see clearly.

"Murder,"” he said, "will be done this nmoment if anybody nmoves. | will commt
it. I will, people. Mve, and try ne. And if | do commit murder, | will arrest
nmysel f, hold a trial, and acquit myself. | have strange powers, people. Don't

make ne use them Don't even nake ne show them " The shinmmering thing in his
hand di sappeared. "M ster and Doctor Wentworth, you are under my conmand, by
| oan. Ot her people, you are ny guests. Be warned. Don't touch that boy. This
is Earth territory, this cabin we're in." He stood a little to one side and
| ooked at them brightly out of his strange Earth eyes.

Hopper deliberately spat on the floor. "I suppose | would be a puddl e of
mucking glue if | helped old Bill?"

"Something like it," said the Lord Redl ady. "Want to try?" The things that
were hard to see were now in each of his hands. Hi s eyes darted between Bil
and Hopper .



"Shut up, Hopper. Well take Rod if he tells us to go. But if he doesn't—t
cruddi ng well doesn't matter. Eh, Mster and Omer MBan?"

Rod | ooked around for his grandfather, dead | ong ago: then he knew they were
| ooki ng at hi minstead.

Torn between sl eepi ness and anxi ety he answered, "I don't want to go now,
fell ows. Thank you for standing by. Go on, Mster Secretary, with the Foe
nmoney and the Sad noney."

The weapons di sappeared fromthe Lord Redl ady's hands.
"I don't like Earth weapons," said Hopper, speaking very loudly and plainly to
no one at all, "and | don't like Earth people. They're duty. There's nothing
in themthat's good honest crook."

"Have a drink, lads," said the Lord Redlady with a denocratic heartiness which
was so fal se that the workwoman El eanor, silent all the evening, let out one
wild caw of a laugh, |ike a kookaburra beginning to whoop in a tree. He | ooked
at her sharply, picked up his serving jug, and nodded to the financi al
secretary, John Fisher, that he should resume speaki ng.

Fi sher was flustered. He obviously did not like this Earth practice of quick

t hreats and weapons indoors, but the Lord Redl ady—di sgraced and renote from

A d Earth as he was—was neverthel ess the accredited di pl omat of the
Instrunentality, and even A d North Australia did not push the Instrunmentality
too far. There were things supposed about worlds which had done so.

Soberly and huffily he went on

"There's not much to it. If the nmoney is discounted thirty-three and one third
per cent per trip and if it is fifty-five trips to get to dd Earth, it takes
a heap of nobney to pay up in orbit right here before you have a minicredit on
earth. Sonetimes the odds are better. Your Conmonweal th government waits for
nmont hs and years to get a really favorable rate of exchange and of course we
send our freight by arned sail ships, which don't go bel ow the surface of space
at all. They just take hundreds or thousands of years to get there, while our
cruisers dart in and out around them just to make sure that nobody robs them
intransit. There are things about Norstrilian robots which none of you know,
and which not even the Instrunentality knows"—he darted a quick | ook at the
Lord Redl ady, who said nothing to this, and went on—which nmake it well worth
while not to nmuck around with one of our perishing ships. W don't get robbed
much. And we have other things that are even worse than Mother Hitton and her
l[ittul kittons. But the noney and the stroon which finally reaches A d Earth
is FCE noney. F, O E. Fis for Free, Ois for On, Eis for Earth." F, O E—
free on Earth. That's the best kind of noney there is, right on Od Ad Earth
Itself. And Earth has the final exchange conputer. O had it."

"Had it?" said the Lord Redl ady.

"It broke down | ast night. Rod broke it. Overload."

"I npossible!" cried Redlady. "1'll check."

He went to the wall, pulled down a desk. A console, incredibly mniature,

gl eaned out at them In less than three seconds it gl owed. Redl ady spoke into

it, his voice as clear and cold as the ice they had all heard about:

"Priority. Instrumentality. Short of War. Instant. Instant Redl ady calling.
Eart hport."



"Confirnmed," said a Norstrilian voice, "confirmed and charged."

"Earthport," said the console in a whistling whisper which filled the room
"Redl ady - instrunmentality - official - centputer - all - right-question -
cargo - approved - question - out."

"Centputer - all - right - cargo - approved - out,"
silent.

sai d the whi sper and fel

The people in the roomhad seen an i nmense fortune squandered. Even by
Norstrilian standards, the faster-than-1ight messages were things which a

fam ly mght not use twice in a thousand years. They | ooked at Redl ady as

t hough he were an evil-worker with strange powers. Earth's pronpt answer to

t he skinny man made them all remenber that though O d North Australia produced
the wealth, Earth still distributed nmuch of it and that the supergovernnment of
the Instrumentality reached into far places where no Norstrilian would even

wi sh to venture

The Lord Redl ady spoke mldly, "The central conputer seems to be going again,
i f your government wishes to consult it. The 'cargo' is this boy here."

"You've told Earth about nme?" said Rod.
"Why not? W want to get you there alive."
"But message security—?" said the doctor

"I have references which no outside mind will know, " said the Lord Redl ady.
"Finish up, Mster Financial Secretary. Tell the young man what he has on
Earth."

"Your computer outconputed the government," said John Fisher to-the-hundredth,
"and it nortgaged all your lands, all your sheep, all your trading rights, al
your famly treasures, the right to the MacArthur name, the right to the MBan
nane, and itself. Then it bought futures. O course, it didn't do it. You did,
Rod McBan."

Startled into full awakeness, Rod found his right hand up at his nmouth, so
surprised was he. "1 did?"

"Then you bought futures in stroon, but you offered themfor sale. You held
back the sales, shifting titles and changing prices, so that not even the
central conputer knew what you were doing. You bought almpst all of the eighth
year from now, nost of the seventh year fromnow, and some of the sixth. You
nort gaged each purchase as you went along, in order to buy nore. Then you
suddenly tore the market wi de open by offering fantastic bargains, trading the
six-year rights for seventh-year and ei ghth-year. Your conputer made such

| avi sh use of Instant Messages that the Commonweal th defense office had people
buzzing around in the nmddle of the night. By the time they figured out what

m ght happen, it had happened. You registered a nonopoly of two year's export,
far beyond the predicted amount. The government rushed for a weather
recomputation, but while they were doing that you were registering your
hol di ngs on Earth and renortgaging themin FCE noney. Wth the FOE nbney you
began to buy up all the inmports around A d North Australia, and when the
government finally declared an emergency, you had secured final title to one
and a half stroon years and to nore negacredits, FOE nmoney megacredits, than
the Earth conputers could handle. You' re the richest man that ever was. O
ever will be. W changed all the rules this norning and | nyself signed a new



treaty with the Earth authorities, ratified by the Instrunentality. Meanwhil e,
you're the richest of the rich men who ever lived on this world and you're

al so rich enough to buy all of Ad Earth. In fact, you have put in a
reservation to buy it, unless the Instrunentality outbids you."

"Why should we?" said the Lord Redlady. "Let himhave it. W'Ill watch what he

does with the Earth after he buys it, and if it is sonething bad, we will kill
him"
"You'd kill ne, Lord Redlady?" said Rod. "I thought you were saving ne?"

"Both," said the doctor, standing up. "The Commonweal t h government has not
tried to take your property away from you, though they have their doubts as to
what you will do with Earth if you do buy it. They are not going to let you
stay on this planet and endanger it by being the richest kidnap victimwho
ever lived. Tonmorrow they will strip you of your property, unless you want to
take a chance on running for it. Earth government is the same way. |f you can
figure out your own defenses, you can conme on in. O course the police wll
protect you, but would that be enough? I'ma doctor, and I'mhere to ship you
out if you want to go."

"And 1'man officer of governnment, and | will arrest you if you do not go,"
sai d John Fi sher.

"And | represent the Instrumentality, which does not declare its policy to
anyone, least of all to outsiders. But it is ny personal policy," said the
Lord Redl ady, hol ding out his hands and twisting his thunbs in a neaningl ess,
grot esque, but sonehow very threatening way, "to see that this boy gets a safe
trip to Earth and a fair deal when he comes back here!"

"You'll protect himall the way!" cried Lavinia, |ooking very happy.

"All the way. As far as | can. As long as | live."

"That's pretty long," muttered Hopper, "conceited little pomy cockahoop."
"Wat ch your | anguage, Hopper," said the Lord Redl ady. "Rod?"

"Yes, sir?"

"Your answer?" The Lord Redl ady was perenptory.

"I"mgoing," said Rod.

"What on Earth do you want?" said the Lord Redl ady cerenoniously.

"A genuine Cape triangle."

"A what?" cried the Lord Redl ady.

"A Cape triangle. A postage stanp."

"What's postage?" said the Lord Redl ady, really puzzled.

"Paynments on nessages."

"But you do that with thunbprints or eyeprints!"”

"No," said Rod, "I mean paper ones."



"Paper nessages?" said the Lord Redl ady, |ooking as though soneone had
mentioned grass battl eships, hairless sheep, solid cast-iron wonen, or

somet hing el se equal ly i nprobable. "Paper nmessages?" he repeated, and then he
| aughed, quite charmngly. "Ch!" he said, with a tone of secret discovery.
"You nmean antiquities..?"

"OfF course," said Rod. "Even before Space itself."

"Earth has a lot of antiquities, and I amsure you will be welconme to study
themor to collect them That will be perfectly all right. Just don't do any
of the wwong things, or you will be in real trouble."

"What are the wong things?" said Rod.

"Buying real people, or trying to. Shipping religion fromone planet to
anot her. Snuggl i ng under people.”

"What's religion?" said Rod.

"Later, later," said the Lord Redlady. "You'll learn everything |later. Doctor
you t ake over."

Wentworth stood very carefully so that his head did not touch the ceiling. He
had to bend his neck a little. "W have two boxes, Rod."

When he spoke, the door whirred in its tracks and showed thema small room
beyond. There was a large box like a coffin and a very snmall box, like the
ki nd that wormen have around the house to keep a single party-going bonnet in.

"There will be crimnals, and wild governnents, and conspirators, and
adventurers, and just plain good people gone wong at the thought of your
weal th—there will be all these waiting for you to kidnap you or rob or even
kill you—=

"Way kill me?"

"To inpersonate you and to try to get your noney," said the doctor. "Now | ook
This is your big choice. If you take the big box, we can put you in a sailship

convoy and you will get there in several hundred or thousand years. But you
will get there, ninety-nine point ninety-nine percent. O we can send the big
box on the regul ar planoform ng ships, and sonebody will steal you. O we scun

you down and put you in the little box."
"That little box?" cried Rod.
"Scunned. You've scunned sheep, haven't you?"

"I'"ve heard of it. But a man, no. Dehydrate ny body, pickle ny head, and
freeze the whol e nucki ng mess?" cried Rod.

"That's it. Too bloody right!" cried the doctor cheerfully. "That'll give you
a real chance of getting there alive."

"But who'll put me together? 1I'd need ny own doctor—=2" H s voice quavered at
t he unnatural ness of the risk, not at the mere chanci ness and danger of it.

"Here," said the Lord Redl ady, "is your doctor, already trained."

"I amat your service," said the little Earth-animal, the 'nonkey,' with a
smal |l bow to the assenbl ed conpany. "My name is A gentur and | have been



conditioned as a physician, a surgeon and a barber."
The wonen had gasped. Hopper and Bill stared at the little animal in horror

"You' re an underperson!" yelled Hopper. "W've never let the crutting things
| oose on Norstrilia."

"I"'mnot an underperson. |'man animal. Conditioned to— The nonkey junped.
Hopper's heavy knife twanged |like a musical instrument as it clung to the
softer steel of the wall. Hopper's other hand held a long thin knife, ready to

reach Redl ady's heart.

The left hand of the Lord Redlady fl ashed straight forward. Sonething in his
hand gl owed silently, terribly. There was a hiss in the air.

Wher e Hopper had been, a cloud of oily thick snoke, stinking of burning neat,
coiled slowy toward the ventilators. Hopper's clothing and persona

bel ongi ngs, including one false tooth, lay on the chair in which he had been
sitting. They were undamaged. Hi s drink stood on the floor beside the chair,
forever to remain unfinished.

The doctor's eyes gl eaned as he stared strangely at Redl ady.
"Noted and reported to the Ad North Australian Navy."

"I"ll report it too," said the Lord Redl ady, "as the use of weapons on
di pl omatic grounds."

"Never mind," said John Fisher to-the-hundredth, not angry at all, but just
pale and looking a little ill. Violence did not frighten him but decision
did. "Let's get on with it. Which box, big or little, boy?"

The wor kworman El eanor stood up. She had sai d nothing, but now she dom nated
the scene. "Take himin there, girls," she said, "and wash himlike you woul d

for the Garden of Death. 1'll wash nyself in there. You see," she added, "I've
al ways wanted to see the blue skies on earth, and wanted to swmin a house
that ran around on the big, big waters. 1'Il take your big box, Rod, and if |
get through alive, you will owe me some treats on Earth. You take the little

box, Roddy, take the little box. And that little tiny doctor with the fur on
him Rod, I trust him" Rod stood up

Everybody was | ooking at himand at El eanor. "You agree?" said the Lord
Red| ady.

He nodded.

"You agree to be scunned and put in the little box for instant shipnment to
Eart h?"

He nodded agai n.
"You will pay all the extra expenses?"
He nodded agai n.

The doctor said, "You authorize me to cut you up and reduce you down, in the
hope that you may be reconstituted on Earth?"

Rod nodded to him too.



"Shaki ng your head isn't enough,"” said the doctor. "You have to agree for the
record.”

"I agree," said Rod quietly.

Aunt Doris and Lavinia canme forward to lead himinto the dressing room and
shower room Just as they reached for his arns, the doctor patted Rod on the
back with a quick strange notion. Rod junped a little.

"Deep hypnotic," said the doctor. "You can manage his body all right, but the
next words he utters will be said, luck willing, on Od AOd Earth Itself."

The wonen were wi de-eyed but they led Rod forward to be cleaned for the
operations and the voyage.

The doctor turned to the Lord Redl ady and to John Fisher, the financial
secretary.

"A good night's work," he said. "Pity about that man, though."

Bill sat still, frozen with grief in his chair, staring at Hopper's enpty
clothing in the chair next to him

The consol e tinkled, "Twelve hours, G eenwich Mean Time. No adverse weat her
reports fromthe channel coast or from Meeya Meefla or Earthport building.
Al's well!™

The Lord Redl ady served drinks to the msters. He did not even offer one to
Bill. It would have been of no use, at this point.

From beyond the door, where they were cleaning the body, clothes and hair of
t he deeply hypnotized Rod, Lavinia and aunt Doris unconsciously reverted to
the cerenmony of the Garden of Death and lifted their voices in a sort of

pl ai nsong chant:

Qut in the Garden of Death, our young
Have tasted the valiant taste of fear.
Wth rmuscul ar arm and reckl ess tongue,
They have won, and |ost, and escaped us here.

The three men listened for a few nonents, attentively. Fromthe other washroom
there came the sounds of the workwoman El eanor, washing herself, al one and
unattended, for a |ong voyage and a possi bl e death.

The Lord Redl ady heaved a sigh, "Have a drink, Bill. Hopper brought it on
hi msel f."

Bill refused to speak to them but he held forth his gl ass.

The Lord Redlady filled that and the others. He turned to John
Fi sher-to-the-hundredth and said, "You' re shipping hinP"

"Who?"
"The boy."

"I thought so."



"Better not," said the Lord Redl ady.
"You nean—danger ?"

"That's only half the word for it," said the Lord Redlady. "You can't possibly
plan to offload himat Earthport. Put himinto a good nmedical station. There's
an old one, still good, on Mars, if they haven't closed it down. | know Earth.
Hal f the people of Earth will be waiting to greet himand the other half wll
be waiting to rob him"

"You represent the Earth governnent, Sir and Conmi ssioner,"
"that's a rumway to tal k about your own people.”

sai d John Fi sher,

"They are not that way all the tine," |aughed Redl ady. "Just when they're in
heat. Sex hasn't a chance to conpare with nmoney when it comes to the human
race on Earth. They all think that they want power and freedom and six ot her
i mpossi bl e things. |I'mnot speaking for the Earth governnent when | say this.
Just for nyself."

"I'f we don't ship him who will?" demanded Fi sher

"The Instrumentality."

"The Instrunmentality? You don't conduct conmmerce. How can you?"

"W don't conduct conmerce, but we do neet energencies. | can flag down a
| ong-junp cruiser and he'll be there nonths before anybody expects him"

"Those are warships. You can't use one for passengers!”
"Can't 1?" said the Lord Redlady, with a snmile

"The Instrunmentality woul d?" said Fisher, with a puzzled smle. "The cost
woul d be tremendous. How will you pay for it? It'd be hard to justify."

"He will pay for it. Special donation fromhimfor special service. One
nmegacredit for the trip."

The financial secretary whistled. "That's a fearful price for a single trip.
You' d want SAD noney and not surface noney, | suppose?"

"No. FCE noney."

"Hot buttered noonbeans, man! That's a thousand tines the nost expensive trip
t hat any person has ever had."

The big doctor had been listening to the two of them "M ster and Omner
Fi sher," he said, "I recomend it."

"You?" cried John Fisher angrily. "You' re a Norstrilian and you want to rob
this poor boy?"

"Poor boy?" snorted the doctor. "It's not that. The trip's no good if he's not
alive. Qur friend here is extravagant, but his ideas are sound. | suggest one
amendment . "

"What's that?" said the Lord Redl ady quickly.

"One and a half megacredits for the round trip—+f he is well and alive and
with the sane personality, apart from natural causes. But note this. One



kilocredit only if you deliver himon Earth dead."

John Fi sher rubbed his chin. H's suspicious eyes | ooked down at Redl ady, who
had taken a seat, and up at the doctor, whose head was still bunping the
cei ling.

A voi ce behind himspoke: "Take it, M ster Financial Secretary. The boy won't
use money if he's dead. You can't fight the Instrumentality, you can't be
reasonable with the Instrunentality, and you can't buy the Instrunmentality.
Wth what they' ve been taking off us all these thousands of years, they've got
nore stroon than we do. Hidden away somewhere. You, there!" said Bill rudely
to the Lord Redl ady, "do you have any idea what the Instrunentality is worth?"

The Lord Redl ady creased his brow. "Never thought of it. | suppose it mnust
have a limt. But |I never thought of it. W do have accountants, though."

"See," said Bill. "Even the Instrunentality would hate to | ose noney. Take the
doctor's bid, Redlady. Take himup on it, Fisher." H's use of their surnames
was an extreme incivility, but the two nmen were convinced.

"I"ll doit," said Redlady. "It's amfully close to witing insurance, which we
are not chartered to do. I'lIl wite it in as his energency cl ause."

"Il take it," said John Fisher. "It's to be thousands of years until another
Norstrilian financial secretary pays noney for a ticket like this, but it's
worth it—+o him 1'll square it in his accounts. To our planet."

"I"l'l witness it," said the doctor

"No, you won't," said Bill savagely. "The boy has one friend here. That's ne.
Let me do it"

They stared at him all three.
He stared back
He broke. "Sirs and M sters, please let me be the witness."

The Lord Redl ady nodded and opened the console. He and John Fi sher spoke the
contract intoit. At the end Bill shouted his full nane as w tness.

The two woren brought Rod McBan, nother-naked, into the room He was
i mmacul ately cl ean and he stared ahead as though he were in an endl ess dream

"That's the operating room" said the Lord Redlady. "I'll spray us all with
antiseptic, if you don't mind."

"Of course," said the doctor. "You nust."
"You're going to cut himup and boil hi m down—-here and now?" cried aunt Doris.

"Here and now," said the Lord Redl ady, "if the doctor approves. The sooner he
goes the better chance he has of conming through the whole thing alive."

"I consent," said the doctor. "I approve."

He started to take Rod by the hand, |eading himtoward the roomwi th the | ong
coffin and the small box. At sone sign from Redl ady, the walls had opened up
to show a conpl ete surgical theater



"Wait a monent," said the Lord Redl ady. "Take your coll eague."
"Of course,” said the doctor.
The nonkey had junped out of his basket when he heard his nane nentioned.

Toget her, the giant and the nonkey led Ron into the little gleam ng room They
cl osed the door behind them

The ones who were | eft behind sat down nervously.

"M ster and Owmer Redl ady," said Bill, "since |I'm staying, could | have sone
nore of that drink?"

"OfF course, Sir and Mster," said the Lord Redl ady, not having any idea of
what Bill's title mght be.

There were no screans from Rod, no thuds, no protest. There was the cloying
sweet horror of unknown medi ci nes creeping through the airvents. The two wonen
sai d nothing as the group of people sat around. El eanor, wapped in an
enornous towel, canme and sat with them In the second hour of the operations
on Rod, Lavinia began sobbing. She couldn't help it.

CHAPTER NI NE: Traps, Fortunes and Watchers

W all know that no conmmuni cations systens are | eak-proof. Even inside the
far-reaching comruni cati ons patterns of the Instrumentality, there were soft
spots, rotten points, garrulous nmen. The MacArt hur-MBan conmputer, sheltered
in the Palace of the Governor of N ght, had had tine to work out abstract
econom cs and weat her patterns, but the conputer had not tasted human | ove or
human w ckedness. Al the nessages concerning Rod's speculation in the forward
santacl ara crop and stroon export had been sent in the clear. It was no wonder
that on many worlds, people saw Rod as a chance, an opportunity, a victim a
benefactor, or an eneny. For we all know the old poem

Luck is hot and people funny,
Everybody's fond of nobney.

Lose a chance and sell your nother
Wn the pot and buy anot her.

O her people fall and crash:

You may get the ton of cash

It applied in this case too. People ran hot and cold with the news.

On Earth, sane day, within Earthport Itself

Conmi ssi oner Teadrinker tapped his teeth with a pencil. Four negacredits FOE
nmoney al ready and nore, nuch nore to cone.

Teadrinker lived in a fever of perpetual humiliation. He had chosen it. It was
called "the honorable disgrace" and it applied to ex-Lords of the
Instrunentality who chose long life instead of service and honor. He was a

t housandnor er, meaning that he had traded his career, his reputation, and his
authority for a long life of one thousand or nore years. (The Instrunentality
had | earned, |ong ago, that the best way to protect its nenbers from
tenptation was to tenpt themitself. By offering "honorabl e di sgrace" and | ow,



secure jobs within the Instrunmentality to those Lords who might be tenpted to
trade long life for their secrets, it kept its own potential defectors.
Teadri nker was one of these.)

He saw the news and he was a skilled wise man. He could not do anything to the
Instrunentality with noney, but noney worked wonders on Earth. He could buy a
nodi cum of honor. Perhaps he could even have the records falsified and get
married again. He flushed slightly, even after hundreds of years, when he
renenbered his first wife blazing at himwhen she saw his petition for |ong
life and honorabl e disgrace: "CGo ahead and live, you fool. Live and watch ne
die without you, inside the decent four hundred years whi ch everybody has, if
they work for it and want it. Watch your children die, watch your friends die,
wat ch all your hobbies and ideas get out of date. Go along, you horrible
little man, and let me die |ike a human being!"

A few negacredits could help that.

Teadrinker was in charge of incoming visitors. H's underman, the

cattl e-derived B dank, was custodi an of the scavenger spiders—half-tane
one-ton insects which stood by for energency work if the services of the tower
failed. He wouldn't need to have this Norstrilian nmerchant very | ong—j ust

| ong enough for a recorded order and a short nurder

Perhaps not. If the Instrumentality caught him it would be dream puni shrments,
t hi ngs worse than Shayol itself.

Per haps yes. |If he succeeded, he woul d escape a near inmortality of boredom
and coul d have a few decades of juicy fun instead.

He tapped his teeth again.

"Do not hing, Teadrinker," he said to hinself, "but think, think, think. Those
spi ders | ook as though they m ght have possibilities."

On Viola Siderea, at the Council of the Guild of Thieves

"Put two converted police cruisers in orbit around the sun. Mark them for
charter or sale, so that we won't run into the police.

"Put an agent into every liner which is Earthbound within the tinme stated.

"Remenber, we don't want the man. Just his luggage. He's sure to be carrying a
hal f-ton or so of stroon. Wth that kind of fortune, he could pay off all the

debts we gathered with that Bozart business. Funny we never heard from Bozart.
Not hi ng

"Put three senior thieves in Earthport itself. Make sure that they have fake
stroon, diluted down to about one-thousandth, so that they can work the
| uggage switch if they have the chance...

"I know all this costs noney, but you have to spend nobney to get it. Agreed,
gentl eren of the larcenical arts?"

There was a chorus of agreement around the table, except for one old, wise
thi ef who said, "You know ny views."

"Yes," said the chairman, with tonel ess polite hatred, "we know your views.
Rob corpses. O ean out wecks. Becone human hyenas instead of human wol ves."



Wth unexpected hunmor the old man said, "Crudely put but correct—and safer."
"Do we need to vote?" said the chairman, |ooking around the table.

There was a chorus of noes.

"Carried, then," said the presiding chief. "Ht hard, and hit for the snall
target, not the big one."

Ten kil onmeters bel ow the surface of the Earth

"He is coming, father! He is coming."

"Who is conming?" said the voice, like a great drum resounding.

E'lamelanie said it as though it were a prayer: "The bl essed one, the

appoi nted one, the guarantor of our people, the new nmessenger on whomthe
robot, rat and Copt agreed. Wth noney he is coming, to help us, to save us,

to open to us the light of day and the vaults of heaven."

"You are bl asphempus," said the E-tel ekeli.

The girl fell into a hush. She not only respected her father. She worshiped
hi m as her personal religious |eader. His great eyes blazed as though they
coul d see through thousands of neters of dirt and rock and still see beyond

into the deep of space. Perhaps he could see that far...Even his own people
were never sure of the limts of his power. Hs white face and white feathers
gave his penetrating eyes a mracul ously piercing capacity.

Calmy, rather kindlily, he added, "My darling, you are wong. W sinply do
not know who this man McBan really is.”

"Couldn't it be witten?" she pleaded. "Couldn't it be prom sed? That's the
direction of Space from which the robot, the rat and the Copt sent back our
very special nessage, 'Fromthe utternost deeps one shall cone, bringing

uncount abl e treasure and a sure delivery.' So it might be noww Mghtn't it?"

"My dear," he responded, "you still have a crude idea of real treasure if you
think it is measured in megacredits. Go read The Scrap of the Book, then
think, and then tell me what you have thought. But meanwhil e—no nore chatter
W nust not excite our poor oppressed people.™

The tenporary Council of the Commonwealth of Od North Australia

"Al'l the riffraff of all the worlds. They're all going to nake a run for that
silly boy of ours.”

"Ri ght."

"If he stays here, they'll cone here."

"Right."

"Let's let himgo to Earth. | have a feeling that little rascal Redlady w Il

snmuggl e himout tonight and save us the trouble.™

"R ght. "



"After a while it will be all right for himto come back. He won't spoil our
hereditary defense of |ooking stupid. I"'mafraid he's bright but by Earth
standards he's just a yokel."

"Ri ght."

"Shoul d we send along twenty or thirty nore Rod McBans and get the attackers
really | oused up?"

"No. "
"Why not, Sir and Oaner?"

"Because it would | ook clever. W rely on never |ooking clever. | have the
next best answer."

"What's that?"

"Suggest to all the really rumworlds we know that a good i npersonator could
put his hands on the McBan npbney. Mke the suggestion so that they woul d not

know that we had originated it. The starlanes will be full of Rod MBans,
conplete with phony Norstrilian accents, for the next couple of hundred years.
And no one will suspect that we will set themup to it. Stupid s the word,

mate, stupid. If they ever think we're clever, we're in for it!" The speaker
si ghed: "How do the bl oody fools suppose our forefathers got off Paradise VII
if they weren't clever? How can they think we'd hold this sharp little
nmonopol y for thousands of years? They're stupid not to think about it, but
let's not make themthink. Right?"

"R ght. "

CHAPTER TEN: The Nearby Exile

Rod awoke with a strange feeling of well-being. In a corner of his mnd there
were nenories of pandenoni umkni ves, blood, nedicine, a nonkey working as
surgeon. Rum dreans! He gl anced around and inmediately tried to junp out of
bed.

The whole world was on fire!
Bright blazing intolerable fire, like a bl oworch.

But the bed held him He realized that a | oose confortable jacket ended in
tapes and that the tapes were anchored in sone way to the bed.

"El eanor!" he shouted, "Come here."

He renenbered the mad bird attacking him Lavinia transporting himto the
cabin of the sharp Earthman, Lord Redl ady. He remenbered nedi ci nes and fuss.
But thi s—what was this?

When the door opened, nore of the intolerable light poured in. It was as

t hough every cloud had been stripped fromthe sky of Od North Australi a,

| eaving only the bl azing heavens and the fiery sun. There were people who had
seen that happen, when the weather machi nes occasionally broke down and let a
hurricane cut a hole in the clouds, but it had certainly not happened in his
time, or in his grandfather's tine.

The man who entered was pl easant, but he was no Norstrilian. H's shoul ders



were slight, he did not |ook as though he could lift a cow, and his face had
been washed so long and so steadily that it |ooked Iike a baby's face. He had
an odd nedical -1 ooking suit on, all white, and his face conbined the snmile and
t he ready professional synpathy of a good physician

"W're feeling better, | see," said he.
"Where on earth am | ?" asked Rod. "In a satellite. It feels odd."
"You're not on Earth, nan."

"I know I'mnot. |'ve never been there. Were's this place?"

"Mars. The O d Star Station. |I'm Jeanjacques Vonact." Rod nunbl ed the nane so
badly that the other nan had to spell it out for him Wen that was
strai ghtened out, Rod canme back to the subject.

"Where's Mars? Can you untie ne? Wien's that |[ight going to go off?"

"Il untie you right now," said Doctor Vomact, "but stay in bed and take it
easy until we've given you sonme food and taken some tests. The light—that's
sunshine. 1'd say it's about seven hours, local time, before it goes off. This
is late norning. Don't you know what Mars is? It's a planet."

"New Mars, you nean," said Rod proudly, "the one with the enornmous shops and
t he zool ogi cal gardens."

"The only shops we have here are the cafeteria and the PX. New Mars? |'ve
heard of that place somewhere. It does have big shops and some kind of an

ani mal show. El ephants you can hold in your hand. They've got those too. This
isn't that place at all. Wait a sec, I'll roll your bed to the w ndow. "

Rod | ooked eagerly out of the window It was frightening. A naked, dark sky
did not have a cloud in sight. A few holes showed in it here and there. They
al nrost | ooked like the "stars" which people saw when they were in spaceship
transit fromone cloudy planet to another. Domi nating everything was a single
expl osive horrible light, which hung high and steady in the sky w thout ever
going off. He found hinself cringing for the explosion, but he could tell
fromthe posture of the doctor next to him that the doctor was not in the

| east afraid of that chronic hydrogen bonb, whatever it might turn out to be.

Keepi ng his voice level and trying not to sound |like a boy he said, "Wat's
t hat ?"

"The sun."

"Don't cook ny book, mate. Gve me the straight truth. Everybody calls his
star a sun. Wat's this one?"

"The sun. The original sun. The sun of Od Earth Itself.

Just as this is plain Mars. Not even Od Mars. Certainly not New Mars. This
Earth's nei ghbor."

"That thing never goes off, goes up—boom —er goes down?"

"The sun, you nmean?" said doctor Vomact. "No, | should think not. | suppose it
| ooked that way to your ancestors and mine half a mllion years ago, when we
were all running around naked on Earth." The doctor busied hinself as he

tal ked. He chopped the air with a strange-looking little key, and the tapes



fell loose. The mittens dropped off Rod's hands. Rod | ooked at his own hands
in the intense light and saw that they seened strange. They | ooked snooth and
naked and clean, like the doctor's own hands. Weird menories began to cone
back to him but his handi cap about spieking and hiering tel epathically had
made hi m cautious and sensitive, so he did not give hinself away.

"If thisis Add Mars, what are you doing, talking the A d North Australian
| anguage to nme? | thought ny people were the only ones in the universe who

still spoke Ancient Inglish." He shifted proudly but clunmsily over to the Ad
Conmon Tongue: "You see, the Appointed Ones of ny family taught nme this

| anguage as well. I've never been offworld before."

"I speak your |anguage," said the doctor, "because | learned it. | learned it

because you paid nme, very generously, to learnit. In the nonths that we have
been reassenbling you, it's come in handy. W just |et down the portal of
menory and identity today, but |I've talked to you for hundreds of hours

al ready. "

Rod tried to speak

He could not utter a word. H's throat was dry and he was afraid that he m ght
throw up his food—f he had eaten any.

The doctor put a friendly hand on his arm "Easy, Mster and Ower MBan, easy
now. We all do that when we cone out."

Rod croaked, "I've been dead? Dead. M?"

"Not exactly dead," said the doctor, "but close to it."
"The box—that little box!" cried Rod.

"What little box?"

"Pl ease, Doctor—the one |I cane in?"

"That box wasn't so little," said Doctor Vomact. He squared his hands in the
air and made a shape about the size of the little I adies' bonnet-box which Rod
had seen in the Lord Redlady's private operating room "It was this big. Your
head was full natural size. That's why it's been so easy and so successful to
bring you back to normality in such a hurry."

"And El eanor ?"
"Your compani on? She made it, too. Nobody intercepted the ship."

"You nean the rest is true, too. I'mstill the richest nan in the universe?
And |' m gone, gone from home?" Rod would have |liked to beat the bedspread, but
di d not.

"I amglad," said Doctor Vomact, "to see you express so much feeling about
your situation. You showed a great deal when you were under the sedatives and
hypnotics, but | was begi nning to wonder how we could help you realize your
true position when you cane back, as you have, to normal life. Forgive ne for
talking this way. | sound like a nedical journal. It's hard to be friends with
a patient, even when one really likes him.

Vomact was a small man, a full head shorter than Rod hinself, but so
gracefully proportioned that he did not | ook stunted or little. H s face was
thin, with a nmop of ungovernable black hair which fell in all directions.



Among Norstrilians, this fashion woul d have been deened eccentric; to judge by
the fact that other Earthnen let their hair groww ld and Iong, it nust have
been an Earth fashion. Rod found it foolish but not repulsive.

It was not Vomact's appearance which caused the inpression. It was the
personality which tingled out of every pore. Vomact coul d become cal m when he
knew, fromhis nmedical wi sdom that kindness and tranquility were in order
but these qualities were not usual to him He was vivaci ous, noody, lively,
tal kative to an extrenme, but he was sensitive enough to the person to whom he
was tal king: he never became a bore. Even anbng Norstrilian wonen, Rod had
never seen a person who expressed so nuch so fluently. \Wien Vomact tal ked, his
hands were in constant notion—eutlining, describing, clarifying the points
whi ch he described. Wen he tal ked he snmiled, scowl ed, raised his eyebrows in
guestioning, stared with amazenment, |ooked aside in wonder. Rod was used to
the sight of two Norstrilians having a | ong tel epathic conversation, spieking
and hiering one another as their bodi es reposed, confortable and i nmobil e,
while their mnds worked directly on one another. To do all this with the
speaki ng voi ce—that, to a Norstrilian, was a marvel to hear and behol d. There
was sonet hi ng graceful and pl easant about the animation of this Earth doctor
whi ch stood in conplete contrast to the qui ck dangerous deci siveness of the
Lord Redl ady. Rod began to think that if Earth were full of people, all of
themlike Vomact, it nust be a delightful but confusing place. Vonmact once
hinted that his fam |y was unusual, so that even in the | ong weary years of
perfection, when everyone el se had nunbers, they kept their fanm |y nane secret
but remenbered.

One afternoon Vomact suggested that they wal k across the Martian plain a few
kiloneters to the ruins of the first human settlenent on Mars. "W have to
talk," said he, "but it is easy enough to talk through these soft helnets. The
exercise will do you good. You' re young and you will take a |ot of

condi tioning."

Rod agreed.
Friends they becane in the ensui ng days.

Rod found that the doctor was by no means as young as he | ooked, just ten
years or so older than hinmself. The doctor was a hundred and ten years ol d,
and had gone through his first rejuvenation just ten years before. He had two
nore and then death, at the age of four hundred, if the present schedul e were
kept for Mars.

"You may think, Mster MBan, that you are an upset, wild type yourself. | can
prom se you, young bucko, that A d Earth is such a happy mess these days that
they will never notice you. Haven't you heard about the Redi scovery of Man?"

Rod hesitated. He had paid no attention to the news hinself, but he did not
want to discredit his hone planet by making it seemnore ignorant than it
really was. "Sonething about | anguage, wasn't it? And length of life, too?
never paid much attention to offplanet news, unless it was technica

i nventions or big battles. | think sone people in Od North Australia have a
keen interest in Ad Earth Itself. Wat was it, anyhow?"

"The Instrunmentality finally took on a big plan. Earth had no dangers, no
hopes, no rewards, no future except endl essness. Everybody stood a

t housand-t o- one chance of living the four hundred years which was allotted for
persons who earned the full period by keeping busy—*

"Why didn't everybody do it?" interrupted Rod. "The Instrunentality took care
of the shorties in a very fair way. It offered them wonderfully delicious and



exciting vices when they got to be about seventy. Things that conbined

el ectronics, drugs and sex in the subjective nmind. Anybody who didn't have a
ot of work to do ended up getting 'the blissfuls' and eventually died of
sheer fun. Who wants to take tinme for nere hundred-years' renewals when they
can have five or six thousand years of orgies and adventures every single

ni ght ?"

"Sounds horrible to ne," said Rod. "W have our G ggle Roons, but people die
in themright away. They don't mess around, dying anong their neighbors. Think
of the awful interaction you nust get with the normals."

Doctor Vomact's face clouded over with anger and grief. He turned away and

| ooked over the endless Martian plains. Dear blue Earth hung friendlily in the
sky. He | ooked up at the star of Earth as though he hated it and he said to
Rod, his face still turned away:

"You may have a point there, Mster MBan. My nother was a shortie and after
she gave up, ny father went too. And |'ma nornmal. | don't suppose I'll get
over what it did to ne. They weren't my real parents, of course—there was
nothing that dirty in nmy fam|y—-but they were nmy final adopters. |'ve always

t hought that you A d North Australians were crazy, rich barbarians for killing
of f your teenagers if they didn't junp enough or something crude |like that,
but I'Il admt that you're clean barbarians. You don't make yourselves live

with the sweet sick stink of death inside your own apartnments..”
"What's an apartnent?"

"What we live in."

"You nmean a house," said Rod.

"No, an apartment is a part of a house. Two hundred thousand of them sonetines
make up one big house."

"You nean," said Rod, "there are two hundred thousand famlies all in one
enornous living roon? The room nust be kil oneters |ong!"

"No, no, no!" said the doctor, laughing a little. "Each apartnent has a
separate living roomw th sleep sections that come out of the walls, an eating
section, a washroom for yourself and your visitors that mght conme to have a
bath with you, a garden room a study room and a personality room"

"What's a personality roon®?"

"That," said the doctor, "is a little roomwhere we do things that we don't
want our own families to watch."

"W call that a bathroom" said Rod.

The doctor stopped in their walk. "That's what nmakes it so hard to explain to
you what Earth is doing. You're fossils, that's what you are. You've had the
ol d | anguage of Inglish, you keep your famly system and your nanes, you've
had unlimted Iife—=

"Not unlimted," said Rod, "just long. W have to work for it and pay for it
with tests.”

The doctor |ooked sorry. "I didn't mean to criticize you. You're different.
Very different fromwhat Earth has been. You would have found Earth inhuman.
Those apartnents we were tal king about, for exanple. Two-thirds of them enpty.



Under peopl e noving into the basenents. Records lost; jobs forgotten. If we
didn't nake such good robots, everything would have fallen to pieces at the

same time." He | ooked at Rod's face. "I can see you don't understand nme. Let's
take a practical case. Can you imagine killing ne?"
"No," said Rod, "I |ike you."

"I don't nmean that. Not the real us. Suppose you didn't know who | was and you
found ne intruding on your sheep or stealing your stroon."

"You couldn't steal ny stroon. My government processes it for me and you
couldn't get near it."

"Al'l right, all right, not stroon. Just suppose | cane from off your planet
wi thout a permt. How would you kill nme?"

"I wouldn't kill you. I'd report it to the police."
"Suppose | drew a weapon on you?"

"Then," said Rod, "you'd get your neck broken. O a knife in your heart. O a
m ni borb sonewhere near you."

"There!" said the doctor, with a broad grin.
"There what?" said Rod.
"You know how to kill people, should the need arise."

"Al'l citizens know how," said Rod, "but that doesn't nean they do it. We're
not bushwhacki ng each other all the time, the way | heard some Earthpeople
t hought we did."

"Precisely," said Vomact. "And that's what the Instrunmentality is trying to do
for all mankind today. To make |ife dangerous enough and interesting enough to
be real again. W have diseases, dangers, fights, chances. It's been
wonder ful . "

Rod | ooked back at the group of sheds they had left. "I don't see any signs of
it here on Mars."

"This is a mlitary establishment. It's been left out of the Rediscovery of
Man until the effects have been studied better. W' re still Iiving perfect
lives of four hundred years here on Mars. No danger, no change, no risk."

"How do you have a nane, then?"

"My father gave it to me. He was an official Hero of the Frontier Wrlds who
cane hone and died a shortie. The Instrunmentality |let people |like that have
nanes before they gave the privilege to everybody."

"\What are you doi ng here?"

"Wirking." The doctor started to resume their wal k. Rod did not feel much awe
of him He was such a shanel essly tal kative person, the way nost Earthnen
seemed to be, that it was hard not to be at ease with him Rod took Vonact's
arm gently. "There's nmore to it—

"You know it," said Vomact. "You have good perceptions. Should I tell you?"



"Why not?" said Rod

"You're my patient. It mght not be fair to you."

"Go ahead," said Rod, "you ought to know |I'm tough.

"I'ma crimnal," said the doctor

"But you're alive," said Rod. "In ny world we kill crimnals or we send them
of f pl anet . "
"I"'moffplanet," said Vomact. "This isn't ny world. For nmpbst of us here on
Mars, this is a prison, not a hone."

"What did you do?"

"It's too amful .." said the Doctor. "I'm ashaned of it nyself. They have
sentenced nme to conditional conditional."

Rod | ooked at him quickly. Mnmentarily he wondered whet her he night be the
victimof some outrageous deadpan joke. The doctor was serious; his face
expressed bewi |l dernent and gri ef.

"I revolted," said the doctor, "w thout knowing it. People can say anything
they want on earth, and they can print up to twenty copies of anything they
need to print, but beyond that it's mass conmuni cations. Against the |aw. When
t he Redi scovery of Man cane, they gave ne the Spani sh | anguage to work on.
used a lot of research to get out La Prensa, Jokes, dial ogues, inmginary
advertisenents, reports of what had happened in the ancient world. But then
got a bright idea. I went down to Earthport and got the news fromincom ng

shi ps. What was happeni ng here. What was happeni ng there. You have no idea,
Rod, how interesting mankind is! And the things we do...so strange, so comi cal
so pitiable. The news even cones in on machines, all marked 'official use
only." |1 disregarded that and | printed up one issue with nothing but truth in
it—a real issue, all facts.

"I printed real news.

"Rod, the roof fell in. Al persons who had been reconditioned for Spanish
were given stability tests. | was asked, did | know the |law? Certainly, said
I, I knew the aw. No nmass comuni cations except wi thin governnent. News is

t he not her of opinion, opinion the cause of mass del usion, delusion the source
of war. The |aw was plain and | thought it did not matter. | thought it was
just an old I aw

"I was wrong, Rod, wong. They did not charge me with violating the news | aws.
They charged me with revolt—against the Instrunmentality. They sentenced ne to
death, imedi ately. Then they made it conditional, conditional on ny going

of f - pl anet and behaving well. Wen | got here, they made it double
conditional. If my act has no bad results. But | can't find out. | can go back
to Earth any time. That part is no trouble. If they think my misdeed still has
effect, they will give ne the dream puni shnents or send me off to that awful

pl anet somewhere. If they think it doesn't matter, they will restore ny
citizenship with a laugh. But they don't know the worst of it. My undernman

| earned Spani sh and the underpeopl e are keepi ng the newspaper going very
secretly. | can't even imagine what they will do to ne if they ever find out
what has gone wrong and know that it was nme who started it all. Do you think
" mwong, Rod?"

Rod stared at him He was not used to judging adults, particularly not at



their own request. In Ad North Australia, people kept their distance. There
were fitting ways for doing everything, and one of the nost fitting things was
to deal only with people of your own age group

He tried to be fair, to think in an adult way, and he said, "O course | think
you're wong, Mster and Doctor Vomact. But you're not very wong. None of us
should trifle with war."

Vomact seized Rod's arm The gesture was hysterical, alnobst ugly. "Rod," he
whi spered, very urgently, "you're rich. You cone froman inportant famly
Could you get me into Od North Australia?"

"Why not?" said Rod. "I can pay for all the visitors | want."

"No, Rod, | don't nean that. As an immigrant."” It was Rod's turn to becone
tense. "Inmgrant?" he said. "The penalty for inmmgration is death. W're
killing our own people right now, just to keep the popul ati on down. How do you

think we could |l et outsiders settle with us? And the stroon. \Wat about that?"

"Never mind, Rod," said Vomact. "I won't bother you again. | won't mention it
again. It's a weary thing, to live many years with death ready to open the
next door, ring the next bell, be on the next page of the nmessage file. |
haven't married. How could 1?" Wth a whinsical turn of his vivacious mnd and
face, he was oft on a cheerful track. "I have a nedicine, Rod, a nedicine for

doctors, even for rebels. Do you know what it is?"

"Atranquilizer?" Rod was still shocked at the indecency of anyone nenti oning
immgration to a Norstrilian. He could not think straight.

"Wirk," said the little doctor, "that's ny medicine."

"Wrk is always good," said Rod, feeling ponmpous at the generalization. The
magi ¢ had gone out of the afternoon

The doctor felt it too. He sighed. "I'll show you the old sheds which nen from
Earth first built. And then I'Il go to work. Do you know what ny main work
is?"

"No," said Rod, politely.

"You," said doctor Vomact, with one of his sad-gay m schievous smles. "You're
well, but I've got to nake you nore than well. |'ve got to nmake you
kill-proof."

They had reached the sheds.

The ruins mght be old, but they were not very inpressive. They | ooked
somet hing |i ke the homes on the nore nodest stations back on Norstrilia.

On their way back Rod said, very casually, "What are you going to do to ne,
sir and doctor?"

"Anything you want," said Vomact |ightly.

"Real Iy, now. What?"

"Well," said Vomact, "the Lord Redl ady sent al ong a whol e cube of suggestions.
Keep your personality. Keep your retinal and brain inmges. Change your

appear ance. Change your wor kworman into a young man who | ooks just |ike your
description.”



"You can't do that to Eleanor. She's a citizen."
"Not here, not on Mars, she isn't. She's your baggage."
"But her legal rights!™”

"This is Mars, Rod, but it's Earth territory. Under Earth |aw. Under the
direct control of the Instrunentality. We can do these things all right. The
hard thing is this. Wuld you consent to passing for an underman?"

"I never saw one. How would | know?" said Rod.
"Coul d you stand the shane of it?"
Rod | aughed, by way of an answer.

Vomact sighed. "You' re funny people, you Norstrilians. 1'd rather die than be
m st aken for an undernman. The disgrace of it, the contenpt! But the Lord

Redl ady said that you could walk into Earth as free as a breeze if we nmade you
pass for a cat-man. | might as well tell you, Rod. Your wife is already here."

Rod stopped wal king. "My wife? | have no wife."

"Your cat-wife," said the doctor. "OF course it isn't real marriage.

Under peopl e aren't allowed to have it. But they have a compani on which | ooks
something like marriage and we sonetinmes slip and call them husband and wife.
The Instrumentality has already sent a cat-girl out to be your "wife.' She'l
travel back to Earth with you fromMars, You'll just be a pair of lucky cats
who' ve been doi ng dances and acrobatics for the bored station personnel here."

"And El eanor ?"

"I suppose somebody will kill her, thinking it's you. That's what you brought
her for, isn't it? Aren't you rich enough?"

"No, no, no," said Rod, "nobody is that rich. W have to think of something
el se.™

They spent the entire wal k back maki ng new pl ans whi ch woul d protect El eanor
and Rod bot h.

As they entered the shedport and took off their helnets, Rod said, "This wife
of m ne, when can | see her?"

"You won't overl ook her," said Vomact. "She's as wild as fire and twi ce as

beautiful ."
"Does she have a name?"

"OfF course she does," said the doctor. "They all do."
"What is it, then?"
"Cnell."

CHAPTER ELEVEN: Hospitality and Entrapnent

Peopl e waited, here and there. |If there had been worl d-w de news coverage, the



popul ati on woul d have converged on Earthport with curiosity, passion, or

greed. But news had been forbidden | ong before", people could know only know

t he t hings which concerned them personally; the centers of Earth remai ned

undi sturbed. Here and there, as Rod made his trip fromMrs to Earth, there
were anticipations of the event. Over-all, the world of Od Od Earth remai ned
qui et, except for the perennial bubble of its inward problens.

On Earth, the day of Rod's flight, within Earthport itself

"They shut me out of the neeting this norning, when I'min charge of visitors.
That means that something is in the air," said Conm ssioner Teadrinker to his
under man, B' dank.

B' dank, expecting a dull day, had been chewing his cud while sitting on his
stool in the corner. He knew far nore about the case than did his master, and
he had | earned his additional information fromthe secret sources of the
under - peopl e, but he was resolved to betray nothing, to express nothing.
Hastily he swallowed his cud and said, in his reassuring, calmbull voice:

"There m ght be sone other reason, sir and master. |If they were considering a
promotion for you, they would | eave you out of the neeting. You certainly
deserve a pronotion, sir and naster."

"Are the spiders ready?" asked Teadrinker crossly.

"Who can tell the nmind of a giant spider?" said B dank calmy. "I talked to
the foreman-spider for three hours yesterday with sign | anguage. He wants
twel ve cases of beer. | told himl| would give himnore—-he could have ten. The
poor devil can't count, though he thinks he can, so he was pleased at having
out -bargained me. They will take the person you designate to the steeple of
Eart hport and they will hide that person so that the human bei ng cannot be
found for many hours. When | appear with the cases of beer, they will give ne
the person. | will then junmp out of a wi ndow, holding the person in ny arns.
There are so few people who go down the outside of Earthport that they may not
notice ne at all. I will take the person to the ruined palace directly under
Al pha Ral pha Boul evard, the one which you showed ne, sir and master, and there
I will keep the person in good order until you conme and do the things which

you have to do."

Teadri nker | ooked across the room The big, florid, handsome face was so
exasperatingly calmthat it annoyed him Teadrinker had heard that bull-nmnen,
because of their cattle origin, were sonetines subject to fits of

uncontrol lable frantic rage, but he had never seen the |east sign of any such
phenonenon in B' dank

He snapped, "Aren't you worried?"

"Why should I worry, sir and master? You are doing the worrying for both of
us."

"G fry yoursel fl"

"That is not an operational instruction,” said B dank. "I suggest that the
mast er eat sonething. That will calmhis nerves. Nothing at all may happen
today, and it is very hard for true nen to wait for nothing at all. | have

seen many of them get upset."

Teadrinker gritted his teeth at this extrenme reasonabl eness. Neverthel ess, he
took a dehydrated banana out of his desk drawer and began chewing on it.



He | ooked sharply across at B dank. "Do you want one of these things?"

B'dank slid off his chair with surprisingly smooth agility; he was at the
desk, his enornpbus hamsi zed hand held out, before he said, "Yes, indeed, sir.
| | ove bananas."

Teadri nker gave himone and then said, fretfully, "Are you sure of the fact
you never mnet the Lord Redl ady?"

"Sure as any underman can be," said B dank, nunching the banana. "W never
really know what has been put into our original conditioning, or who put it
there. We're inferior and we're not supposed to know. It is forbidden even to
inquire."

"So you adnmit that you m ght be a spy or agent of the Lord Redl ady?"
"I mght be, sir, but I do not feel like it."
"Do you know who Redl ady is?"

"You have told ne, sir, that he is the nost dangerous human being in the whole
gal axy. "

"That's right," said Teadrinker, "and if | amrunning into sonething which the
Lord Redl ady has set up, | might as well cut up ny throat before | start."

"I't would be sinpler, sir," said B dank, "not to kidnap this Rod McBan at all.
That is the only el enment of danger. If you did nothing, things would go on as
t hey al ways have gone on—quietly, calnmy."

"That's the horror and anxiety of it! They do always go on. Don't you think
want to get out of here, to taste power and freedom agai n?"

"You may so, sir," said B dank, hoping that Teadrinker would offer himone
nore of those delicious dried bananas.

Teadri nker, distracted, did not.

He just wal ked up and down his room desperate with the torment of hope,
danger and del ay.

Ant echanber of the Bell and Bank

The Lady Johanna Gnade was there first. She was clean, well-dressed, alert.
The Lord Jestocost, who followed her in, wondered if she had any personal life
at all. It was bad manners, ampng the Chiefs of the Instrunentality, to
inquire into anot her Chiefs personal affairs, even though the conplete
personal histories of each of them kept up to the day and m nute, was
recorded in the conputer cabinet in the corner. Jestocost knew, because he had
peeped at his own record, using another Chiefs name, just so that he could see
whet her several mnor illegalities of his had been recorded; they had been

all except for the biggest one—his deal with the cat-girl C nell—-which he had
successfully kept off the recording screens. (The record sinply showed him
having a nap at the tinme.) If the Lady Johanna had any secrets, she kept them
wel I .

"My sir and col |l eague,” said she, "I suspect you of sheer inquisitiveness—a
vi ce nost commonly attributed to wonen. "



"When we get as old as this, my lady, the differences in character between nen
and worren becomne inperceptible. 1f, indeed, they ever existed in the first

pl ace. You and | are bright people and we each have a good nose for danger or
di sturbance. Isn't it likely we would both | ook up sonebody with the

i mpossi bl e nane of Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIliam MacArthur McBan to
t he hundred-and-fifty-first generation. See—+ nenorized all of it! Don't you
think that was rather clever of ne?"

"Rather," said she, in a tone which inplied she didn't.
"I'"'mexpecting himthis norning."

"You are?" she asked, on a rising note which inplied that there was somnething
i mproper about his know edge. "There's nothing about it in the nmessages."”

"That's it," said the Lord Jestocost, smling, "I arranged for Mars sol ar
radiation to be carried two extra decimals until he left. This norning it's
back down to three decimals. That neans he's coming. Cever of me, isn't it?"
"Too clever," she said. "Wiy ask me?" | never thought you val ued ny opinion
Anyhow, why are you taking all these pains with the case? Wiy don't you j ust
ship himout so far that it would take hima long lifetime, even with stroon
to get back here agai n?"

He | ooked at her evenly until she flushed. He said nothing.

"My—y comment was inproper, | suppose."” she stamrered. "You and your sense of
justice. You' re always putting the rest of us in the wong."

"I didn't nmean to," he said mldly, "because | amjust thinking of Earth. D d
you know he owns this tower?"

"Earthport?" she cried. "lInpossible."

"Not at all," said Jestocost. "I nyself sold it to his agent ten days ago. For
forty negacredits FOE noney. That's nore than we happen to have on Earth right
now. When he deposited it, we began paying him 3-percent-a-year interest. And
that wasn't all he bought fromme. | sold himthat ocean too, right there, the
one the ancients called Atlantic. And | sold himthree hundred thousand
attractive under-wonen trained in various tasks, together with the dower
rights of seven hundred human wonen of appropriate ages.”

"You mean you did all this to save the Earth treasury three negacredits a
year ?"

"Whul dn't you? Renenber, this is FOE noney." She pursed her lips. Then she
burst into a smle. "I never saw anyone else |like you, ny Lord Jestocost.
You're the fairest man | ever knew and yet you never forget a little bit nore
in the way of earnings!"”

"That's not the end of it," said he with a very crafty, pleased smle. "D d
you read Amended (Reversionary) Schedul e seven hundred and
el even—ni net een—thirteen P which you yourself voted for el even days ago?"

"I looked at it," she said defensively. "W all did. It was something to do
with Earth funds and Instrunentality funds. The Earth representative didn't
conplain. W all passed it because we trusted you."

"Do you know what it neans?"



"Frankly, not at all. Does it have anything to do with this rich old nan,
McBan?"

"Don't be sure," said the Lord Jestocost, "that he's old. He m ght be young.
Anyhow, the tax schedul e raises taxes on kilocredits very slightly. Megacredit
taxes are divided evenly between Earth and the Instrumentality, provided that
the owner is not personally operating the property. It cones to one per cent a
month. That's the very small type in the footnote at the bottom of the seventh
page of rates."

"You—you nmean— she gasped with |aughter, "that by selling the poor man the
Earth you are not only cutting himout of three percent interest a year, but
you' re charging himtwel ve percent taxes. Bl essed rockets, nman, you're weird.
I love you. You' re the cleverest, nost ridicul ous person we ever had as a
Chief of the Instrunmentality!"™ Fromthe Lady Johanna Gnade, this was lurid

| anguage i ndeed. Jestocost did not know whether to be of fended or pl eased.

Since she was in a rare good hunor, he dared to nmention his half-secret
project to her:

"Do you think, ny lady, that if we have all this unexpected credit, we could
waste a little of our stroon inports?"

Her | augh stopped. "On what?" she said sharply.
"On the underpeople. For the best of them"”

"Ch, no. Ch, no! Not for the animals, while there are still people who suffer
You're mad to think of it, ny lord."

"I"'mmad," he said. "I'mmad all right. Mad—for justice.

And this strikes me as sinple justice. I'mnot asking for equal rights. Merely
for alittle nmore justice for them™

"They' re underpeople," she said blankly. "They're animal s"—as though this
comment settled the matter altogether

"You never heard, did you, ny Lady, of the dog named Joan?" H s question held
a weal th of all usion.

She saw no depth to it, said flatly "No," and went back to studying the agenda
for the day.

Ten kil oneters bel ow the surface of the Earth

The old engines turned like tides. The snmell of hot oil was on them Down here
there were no luxuries. Life and flesh were cheaper than transistors; besides,
they had nuch |l ess radiation to be detected. In the groaning depths, the

hi dden and forgotten underpeople lived. They thought their chief, the
E-telekeli, to be magical. Sonmetinmes he thought so hinself.

H s white handsone face staring like a marble bust of imortality, his
crunpl ed wi ngs hugged close to himin fatigue, he called to his first-egg
child, the girl E-Ilamnel anie:

"He cones, mny darling."



"That one, father? The prom sed one."
"The rich one.™

Her eyes wi dened. She was his daughter, but she did not always understand his
powers. "How do you know, father?"

"I'f I tell you the truth, will you agree to let nme erase it fromyour mnd
right away, so there will be no danger of betrayal ?"

"Of course, father."

"No," said the marbl e-faced bird-man, "you nust say the right words..."

"I promise, father, that if you fill my heart with the truth, and if ny joy at
the truth is full, that I will yield to you ny nmind, my whole mnd wthout
fear, hope, or reservation, and that | will ask you to take fromny nind

what ever truth or parts of the truth mght hurt our kind of people, in the
nane of the First Forgotten One, in the Nane of the Second Forgotten One, in
the Nane of the Third Forgotten One, and for the sake of D joan whom we all

| ove and renenber!"”

He stood. He was a tall man. His |l egs ended in the enornmous feet of a bird,
with white talons shimering |like nother of pearl. H's humanoi d hands st ood
forth fromthe joints of his wings; with them he extended the prehistoric
gesture of blessing over her head, while he chanted the truth in a ringing
hypnoti ¢ voi ce:

"Let the truth be yours, ny daughter, that you nay be whol e and happy with the
truth. Knowi ng the truth, my daughter, know freedom and the right to forget!

"The child, ny child, who was your brother, the little boy you | oved.."
"Yeekasoose! " she said, her voice trance-like and childish

"E' i kasus, whom you renmenber, was changed by nme, his father, into the form of
a small ape-man, so that the true people mstook himfor an animl, not an
under person. They trained himas a surgeon and sent himto the Lord Redl ady.
He came with this young man McBan to Mars, where he net C nell, whom|
recommended to the Lord Jestocost for confidential errands. They are com ng
back with this man today. He has al ready bought the Earth, or nobst of it.
Perhaps he will do us good. Do you know what you should know, ny daughter?"

"Tell me, father, tell ne. How do you know?"

"Remenber the truth, girl, and then lose it! The nessages cone from Mars. W
cannot touch the Big Blink or the nessage-codi ng machi nes, but each recorder
has his own style. By a shift in the pace of his work, a friend can rel ay
noods, enotions, ideas, and sometinmes nanes. They have sent me words |ike
"riches, nonkey, small, cat, girl, everything, good by the pitch and speed of
their recording. The human messages carry ours and no cryptographer in world
can find them

"Now you know, and you will now now now now forget!"
He rai sed his hands agai n.

E-1 amel ani e 1 ooked at himnormally with a happy smle: "It's so sweet and
funny, daddy, but | know I've just forgotten sonethi ng good and wonderful I'"



Cerenonially he said, "Do not forget Joan."
Formal |y she responded, "I shall never forget Joan."

CHAPTER TWELVE: The Hi gh Sky Flying

Rod wal ked to the edge of the little park. This was utterly unlike any ship he
had ever seen or heard about in Norstrilia. There was no noi se, no cranping,
no sign of weapons —ust a pretty little cabin which housed the controls, the
Co-Captain, the Pinlighters, and the Stop-Captain, and then a stretch of

i ncredi bl e green grass. He had wal ked on this grass fromthe dusty ground of
Mars. There was a purr and a whisper. A false blue sky, very beautiful

covered himlike a canopy.

He felt strange. He had whiskers Iike a cat, forty centineters |ong, grow ng
out of his upper lip, about twelve whiskers to each side. The doctor had
colored his eyes with bright green irises. H s ears reached up to a point. He
| ooked |li ke a cat-nman and he wore the professional clothing of an acrobat;
Crnell did too.

He had not gotten over C nell.

She nade every woman in Od North Australia look like a sack of lard. She was
| ean, linber, snooth, menacing and beautiful; she was soft to the touch, hard
in her notions, quick, alert, and cuddl esome. Her red hair blazed with the

sil kiness of animal fire. She spoke with a soprano which tinkled like wild
bells. Her ancestors and ancestresses had been bred to produce the nopst
seductive girl on Earth. The task had succeeded. Even in repose, she was

vol uptuous. Her wi de hips and sharp eyes invited the masculine passions. Her
cat-li ke dangerousness chal |l enged every man whom she net. The true nmen who

| ooked at her knew that she was a cat, and still could not keep their eyes off
her. Human wonen treated her as though she were somnething disgraceful. She
travel ed as an acrobat, but she had already told Rod McBan confidentially that
she was by profession a "girlygirl," a female animal, shaped and trained |ike
a person to serve as hostess to off-world visitors, required by | aw and cust om
toinvite their love, while prom sed the penalty of death if she accepted it.

Rod |i ked her, though he had been painfully shy with her at first. There was
no side to her, no posh, no swank. Once she got down to business, her

i ncredi bl e body faded partway into the background, though with the sides of
his eyes he could never quite forget it, and it was her m nd, her
intelligence, her hunmor and good hunor, which carried them across the hours
and days they spent together. He found hinself trying to i npress her that he
was a grown man, only to discover that in the spontaneous, sincere affections
of her quick cat-heart, she did not care in the |east what his status was. He
was sinply her partner and they had work to do together. It was his job to
stay alive and it was her job to keep him alive.

The doctor Vomact had told himnot to speak to the other passengers, not to
say anything to each other, and to call for silence if any of them spoke.

There were ten other passengers who stared at one another in unconfortable
amazement. Ten in nunber, they were. Al ten of them were Rod MBan

Ten identified Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIIliam MacArthur MBans
to-t he-one-hundred-and-fifty-first, all exactly alike. Apart fromC nell
herself and the little nonkey-doctor, A gentur, the only person on the ship
who was not Rod McBan was Rod McBan hinself. He had become the cat-nman. The
ot hers seened, each by hinmself, to be persuaded that he al one was Rod MBan



and that the other nine were parodies. They watched each other with a mxture
of gl oom and suspicion nixed with anmusenent, just as the real Rod McBan woul d
have done, had he been in their place. "One of them" said Doctor Vomact in
parting, "is your conpanion Eleanor from Norstrilia. The other nine are
nmouse- powered robots. They're all copied fromyou. Good, eh?" He could not
conceal his professional satisfaction

And now they were all about to see Earth together.

Cnell took Rod to the edge of the little world and said gently, "I want to
sing The Tower Song' to you, just before we shut down on the top of
Earthport." And in her wonderful voice she sang the little old song:

And oh! ny love, for you
H gh birds crying, and a
H gh sky flying, and a

H gh wind driving, and a
H gh heart striving, and a
H gh brave place for you

Rod felt a little funny, standing there, |ooking at nothing, but he also felt
pl easant with the girl's head against his shoul der and his arm enfol di ng her
She seened not only to need him but to trust himvery deeply. She did not

feel adult—ot self-inportant and full of unexpl ai ned busi ness. She was nerely
agirl, and for the time his girl. It was pleasant and it gave hima strange
foretaste of the future.

The day m ght come when he would have a permanent girl of his own, facing not
a day, but life, not a danger, but destiny. He hoped that he could be as

rel axed and fond with that future girl as he was with C nell.

C nell squeezed his hand, as though in warning.

He turned to | ook at her, but she stared ahead and nodded with her chin.

"Keep wat ching," she said, "straight ahead. Earth."

He | ooked back at the blank artificial sky of the ship's force-field. It was a
nmonot onous but pl easant bl ue, conveying depths which were not really there.

The change was so fast that he wondered whether he had really seen it.
In one nonent the clear flat blue.

Then the fal se sky splashed apart as though it had literally been slashed into
enornous ribbons, ribbons in their turn becom ng blue spots and di sappeari ng.

Anot her bl ue sky was there—Earth's.
Manhorre.

Rod breathed deeply. It was hard to believe. The sky itself was not so
different fromthe fal se "sky" which had surrounded the ship on its trip from
Mars, but there was an aliveness and wetness to it, unlike any other sky he
had ever heard about.

It was not the sight of the Earth which surprised him—it was the snell. He
suddenly realized that Od North Australia nmust snell dull, flat, dusty to

Eart hmen. This Earth air snelled alive. There were the odors of plants, of

wat er, of things which he could not even guess. The air was coded with a



mllion years of menmory. In this air his people had swmto manhood, before

t hey conquered the stars. The wetness was not the cherished danp of one of his
covered canals. It was wild free moisture which came |aden with the

i ndi cations of things living, dying, sprawing, squirmng, loving with an
abundance which no Norstrilian could understand. No wonder the descriptions of
Earth had al ways seened fierce and exaggerated! What was stroon that nmen woul d
pay water for it—water, the giver and carrier of life. This was his home, no
matter how many generations his people had lived in the twisted hells of
Paradi se VIl or amobng the dry treasures of Add North Australia. He took a deep
breath, feeling the plasma of earth pour into him the quick effluviumwhich
had made man. He snelled Earth again—+t would take a long lifetine, even with
stroon, before a man could understand all these odors which came all the way
up to the ship, which hovered, as planoform ng ships usually did not,
twenty-odd kil oneters above the surface of the planet.

There was sonething strange in this air, something sweet-clear to the
nostrils, refreshing to the spirit. One great beautiful odor overrode all the
others. Wat could it be?

He sniffed and then said, very clearly, to hinself, "Salt!"

C nell rem nded himthat he was beside her

"Do you like it, Crod?"

"Yes, yes, it's better than— Wrds failed him He | ooked at her. Her eager
pretty, conradely smle nade himfeel that she was sharing every mlligram of
his delight. "But why," he asked, "do you waste salt on the air? Wat good
does it do?"

"Sal t?"

"Yes—+n the air. So rich, so wet, so salty. Is it to clean the ship some way
that | do not understand?"

"Ship? We're not on the ship, Crod. This is the landing roof of Earthport."
He gasped.

No ship? There was not a mountain on Od North Australia nore than six

kil ometers above Md.—nean ground | evel —and these nountains were all snooth,
worn, old, folded by i nmense eons of wind into a gentle blanketing that
covered his whol e horme worl d.

He | ooked around.
The pl atformwas about two hundred meters | ong by one hundred wi de.

The ten "Rod McBans" were talking to some nmen in uniform Far at the other
side a steeple rose into eye-catchi ng hei ght —perhaps a whol e hal f-kil oneter
He | ooked down.

There it was—ad A d Earth.

The treasure of water reached before his very eyes—water by the mllions of
tons, enough to feed a gal axy of sheep, to wash an infinity of nen. The water
was broken by a few islands on the far horizon to the right.

"Hesperides," said Cnell, following the direction of his gaze. "They cane up
fromthe sea when the Dainoni built this for us. For people, | nean.



shoul dn't say 'us'

He did not notice the correction. He stared at the sea. Little specks were
moving init, very slowy.

He pointed at one of themw th his finger and asked C nell, "Are those
wet houses?"

"What did you call then®"
"Houses which are wet. Houses which sit on water. Are those sone of then®?"

"Ships," she said, not spoiling his fun with a direct contradiction. "Yes,
t hose are ships."

"Ships?" he cried. "You' d never get one of those into space. Wy call them
shi ps then?"

Very gently C nell expl ained, "People had ships for water before they had
ships for space. | think the O d Commobn Tongue takes the word for space vesse
fromthe things you are | ooking at."

"I want to see a city," said Rod, "Show nme a city."

"I't won't look like nuch fromhere. W're too high up. Nothing | ooks Iike nuch
fromthe top of Earthport. But | can show you, anyhow Cone over here, dear."
When they wal ked away fromthe edge, Rod realized that the little nonkey was
still with them "Wat are you doing here with us?" asked Rod, not unkindly.

The nonkey's preposterous little face winkled into a knowing snile. The face
was the same as it had been before, but the expression was different—ore
assured, nore clear, nore purposive than ever before. There was even hunor and
cordiality in the nonkey's voice.

"We aninmals are waiting for the people to finish their entrance.™

W ani nmal s? thought Rod. He renenbered his furry head, his pointed ears, his
cat - whi skers. No wonder he felt at ease with this girl and she with him

The ten Rod McBans were wal king down a ranp, so that the floor seened to be
swal lowi ng themslowy fromthe feet up. They were walking in single file, so
that the head of the |eading one seened to sit bodiless on the floor, while
the last one in line had |ost nothing nore than his feet. It was odd indeed.

Rod | ooked at C nell and A gentur and asked them frankly, "Wen peopl e have
such a wide, wet, beautiful world, all full of life, why should they kill ne?"

A' gentur shook his nonkey head sadly, as though he knew full well, but found
the telling of it inexpressibly wearisone and sad.

C nell answered, "You are who you are. You hold i mense power. Do you know
that this tower is yours?"

"Mne!" he cried.

"You' ve bought it, or somebody bought it for you. Most of that water is yours,
too. When you have things that big, people ask you for things. O they take
themfromyou. Earth is a beautiful place, but | think it is a dangerous

pl ace, too, for offworlders like you who are used to just one way of life. You
have not caused all the crinme and nmeanness in the world, but it's been



sl eepi ng and now wakes up for you."

"Why for me?'

"Because," said A gentur, "you're the richest person who has ever touched this
pl anet. You own nost of it already. MIlions of human |ives depend on your

t hought s and your decisions."

They had reached the opposite side of the top platform Here, on the |and
side, the rivers were all |eaking badly. Mst of the |and was covered with

st eam cl ouds, such as they saw on Norstrilia when a covered canal burst out of
its covering. These clouds represented incal cul able treasures of rain. He saw
that they parted at the foot of the tower.

"Weat her nachines," said Cnell. "The cities are all covered with weat her
machi nes. Don't you have weather machines in A d North Australia?"

"OfF course we do," said Rod, "but we don't waste water by letting it fl oat
around in the open air like that. It's pretty, though. | guess the
extravagance of it nmakes ne feel critical. Don't you earth people have
anything better to do with your water than to leave it |ying on the ground or
having it float over open |and?"

"We're not Earth people,” said Cnell. "W're under-people. |I'ma cat-person
and he's made from apes. Don't call us people. It's not decent.”

"Fudge!" said Rod. "I was just asking a question about Earth, not pestering
your feelings when—=

He st opped short.
They all three spun around.

Qut of the ramp there came sonething |ike a nowi ng machi ne. A human voice, a
man's voice, screaned fromwithin it, expressing rage and fear

Rod started to nove forward

Cnell started to nove forward

Cnell held his arm dragging back with all her weight.

“No! Rod, no! No!"

A gentur slowed himdown better by junmping into his face, so that Rod suddenly
saw not hi ng but a universe of brown belly-fur and felt tiny hands gripping his
hair and pulling it. He stopped and reached for the nmonkey. A gentur

antici pated himand dropped to the ground before Rod could hit him

The machi ne was racing up the outside of the steeple and al nost di sappeari ng
into the sky above. The voice had becone thin.

Rod | ooked at Cnell, "Al right. Wiat was it? Wat's happeni ng?"
"That's a spider, a giant spider. It's kidnaping or killing Rod MBan."
"Me?" keened Rod. "It'd better not touch me. 1'll tear it apart.”

"Sh-h-h!" said C nell



"Quiet!" said the nonkey.

"Don't 'sh-h-h' me and don't 'quiet' me," said Rod. "lI'"mnot going to let that
poor blighter suffer on ny account. Tell that thing to come down. What is it,
anyhow, this spider? A robot?"

"No," said Cnell, "an insect."

Rod was narrow ng his eyes, watching the mowi ng nmachi ne whi ch hung on the
outside of the tower. He could barely see the man within its grip. Wen C nell
said "insect," it triggered sonething in his mnd. Hate. Revul sion. Resistance
to dirt. Insects on Od North Australia were small, serially nunbered and
licensed. Even at that, he felt themto be his hereditary enem es. (Sonebody
had told himthat Earth insects had done terrible things to the Norstrilians
when they lived on Paradise VII.)

Rod yelled at the spider, making his voice as |oud as possible,
"You—eome—down! "

The filthy thing on the tower quivered with sheer snugness and seemed to bring
its machine-like legs closer together, settling down to be confortable.

Rod forgot he was supposed to be a cat. He gasped for air. Earth air was wet,
but thin. He closed his eyes for a nonent or two. He thought hate, hate, hate
for the insect. Then he shrieked telepathically, |ouder than he had ever
shrieked at hone:

hat e-spit-spit-vomnit!

dirt, dirt, dirt,

expl ode!

crush:

ruin:

stink, collapse, putrefy, disappear
hat e- hat e- hat e!

The fierce red roar of his inarticulate spieking hurt even him He saw the
little nonkey fall to the ground in a dead faint. C nell was pale and | ooked
as though she mght throw up her food.

He | ooked away fromthem and up at the "spider." Had he reached it? He had.

Slowy, slowy, the long | egs noved out in spasm releasing the man, whose
body flashed downward. Rod's eyes foll owed the movenent of "Rod McBan" and he
cringed when a wet crunch et himknow that the duplicate of his own body had
been spl ashed all over the hard deck of the tower, a hundred neters away. He
gl anced back up at the "spider." It scranmbled for purchase on the tower and

t hen cartwheel ed downward. It too hit the deck hard and lay there dying, its
legs twitching as its personality slipped into its private, everlasting night.

Rod gasped. "Eleanor. Ch, maybe that's Eleanor!" His voice wailed. He started
torun to the facsimle of his human body, forgetting that he was a cat-man.

Cnell's voice was as sharp as a how, though lowin tone. "Shut up! Shut up
Stand still! C ose your mnd! Shut up! We're dead if you don't shut up!"

He stopped, stared at her stupidly. Then he saw she was in nortal earnest. He
conplied. He stopped nmoving. He did not try to talk. He capped his m nd
closing hinself against telepathy until his brainbox began to ache. The little
nmonkey, A gentur, was craw ing up off the floor, |ooking shaken and sick
Cnell was still pale.



Men cane running up the ranp, saw them and headed toward t hem
There was the beat of wings in the air.

An enornous bird-no, it was an ornithopter—+anded with its claws scratching
t he deck. A uniformed man junped out and cried, "Were is he?"

"He junped over!" C nell shouted.

The man started to follow the direction of her gesture and then cut sharply
back to her,

"Fool!" he said. "People can't junp off here. The barrier would hold ships in
pl ace. What did you see?"

C nell was a good actress. She pretended to be getting over shock and gasping
for words. The uniformed nman | ooked at her haughtily.

"Cats," he said, "and a nonkey. Wat are you doi ng here? Who are you?"

"Name C mell, profession, girlygirl, Earthport staff, comranded by
Conmi ssi oner Teadrinker. Thi s—boyfriend, no status, name C roderick, cashier

i n night bank down bel ow. Hi n?" She nodded at A gentur. "I don't know nuch
about him™"

"Name A gentur. Profession, supplenentary surgeon. Status, animal. |'m not an
under person. Just an animal. | came in on the ship fromMars with the dead nman

there and sone other true nmen who | ooked |like him and they went down first—=

"Shut up," said the unifornmed man. He turned to the approaching men and said,
"Honored subchi ef, Sergeant 587 reporting. The user of the tel epathic weapon
has di sappeared. The only things here are these two cat-people, not very
bright, and a small nonkey. They can tal k. The girl says she saw sonebody get
off the tower."

The subchief was a tall redhead with a uni form even handsoner than the
sergeant's. He snapped at Cnell, "How did he do it?"

Rod knew C nell well enough by now to recogni ze the artful ness of her becom ng
confused, fem nine and incoherent—n appearance. Actually, she was in ful
control of the situation. Said she, babbling:

"He junped, | think. I don't know how. "

"That's inpossible," said the subchief. "Did you see where he went?" he barked
at Rod McBan.

Rod gasped at the suddenness of the question—besides, Cnell had told himto
keep quiet. Between these two perenptories, he said, "Er—ah-eh-you see—*

The little nonkey-surgeon interrupted drily, "Sir and naster subchief, that
cat-man is not very bright. I do not think you will get much out of him
Handsone, but stupid. Strictly breeding stock—=

Rod gagged and turned a little red at these remarks, but he could tell from
t he hooded quick glare which C nell shot himthat she wanted himto go on
bei ng qui et.

She cut in. "I did notice one thing, naster. It nmight matter."



"By the Bell and Bank, animal! Tell ne,
what | ought to know "

cried the sub-chief. "Stop deciding

"The strange man's skin was lightly tinged with blue."

The subchief took a step back. H's soldiers and the sergeant stared at him In
a serious, direct way he said to Cnell, "Are you sure?"

"No, nmy master. | just thought so."
"You saw j ust one?" barked the subchief.
Rod, overacting the stupidity, held up four fingers.

"That idiot," cried the subchief, "thinks he saw four of them Can he count?"
he asked C nell

C nell |ooked at Rod as though he were a handsone beast with not a brain in
his head. Rod | ooked back at her, deliberately letting hinself feel stupid.
Thi s was sonet hing which he did very well, since by neither hiering nor

spi eking at hone, he had had to sit through interm nable hours of other

peopl e's conversation when he was little, never getting the faintest idea of
what it was all about. He had di scovered very early that if he sat still and
| ooked stupid, people did not bother himby trying to bring himinto the
conversation, turning their voices on and braying at himas though he were
deaf. He tried to sinulate the famliar old posture and was rather pleased
that he coul d nake such a good showing with C nell watching him Even when she
was serious, fighting for their freedomand playing girl all at once, her
corona of blazing hair nade her shine forth like the sun of Earth itself;
anong all these people on the platform her beauty and her intelligence nmade
her stand out—eat though she was. Rod was not at all surprised that he was
over| ooked, with such a vivid personality next to him he just w shed that he
could be overlooked a little nmore, so that he could wander over idly and see
whet her the body was El eanor's or one of the robot's. If Eleanor had al ready
died for him in her first few mnutes of the big treat of seeing Earth, he
felt that he would never forgive hinself as |long as he |ived.

The tal k about the blue men amused hi mdeeply. They existed in Norstrilian
folklore, as a race of faraway magi ci ans who, through science or hypnotism
could render thenselves invisible to other nmen whenever they w shed. Rod had
never talked with an A d North Australian security officer about the problem
of guarding the stroon treasure fromattacks by invisible nen, but he

gat hered, fromthe way people told stories of blue nmen, that they had either
failed to show up in Norstrilia or that the Norstrilian authorities did not
take them very seriously. He was amazed that the earth people did not bring in
a couple of first-class tel epaths and have them sweep the deck of the tower
for every living thing, but to judge by the chatter of voices that was goi ng
on, and the peering with eyes which occurred, Earth people had fairly weak
senses and did not get things done pronptly and efficiently.

The question about El eanor was answered for him One of the soldiers joined
the group, waited after saluting, and was finally allowed to interrupt
Cnell's and A gentur's endl ess guessing as to how many bl ue nmen there m ght
have been on the tower, if there had been any at all. The subchi ef nodded at
the soldier, who said, "Beg to report, sir and subchief, the body is not a
body. It is just a robot which |ooks |like a person.”

The day brightened i nmeasurably within Rod's heart. El eanor was safe,
somewhere further down in this imrense tower



The conmment seenmed to decide the young officer. "Get a sweeping rmachine and a
| ooki ng dog," he commanded the sergeant, "and see to it that this whole area
is swept and | ooked down to the last square millimeter."

"It is done," said the soldier

Rod thought this an odd remark, because nothing at all had been done yet.

The subchi ef issued another command: "Turn on the kill-spotters before we go
down the ranp. Any identity which is not perfectly clear nmust be killed
automatically by the scanning device. Including us," he added to his men. "W

don't want any blue nen wal king right down into the tower anmong us."

C nell suddenly and rather boldly stepped up to the officer and whispered in
his ear. Hi s eyes rolled as he listened, he blushed a little, and then he

changed his orders: "Cancel the kill-spotters. |I want this whole squad to
stand body-to-body. |I'msorry, nmen, but you're going to have to touch these
under peopl e for several minutes. | want themto stand so close to us that we

can be sure there is nobody extra sneaking into our group."

(Cmell later told Rod that she had confessed to the young officer that she

m ght be a mxed type, part human and part animal, and that she was the
special girlygirl of two Of-earth magnates of the Instrunentality. She said
she thought that she had a definite identity but was not sure, and that the
kill-spotters might destroy her if she did not yield a correct inmage as she
went past them They would, she told Rod | ater, have caught any underman
passing as a man, or any man passing as an undernman, and woul d have killed the
victimby intensifying the nagnetic |ay-out of his own organi c body. These
machi nes were dangerous things to pass, since they occasionally killed normal,
| egiti mate peopl e and underpeople who nmerely failed to provide a clear focus.)

The officer took the left forward corner of the living rectangl e of people and
under peopl e. They forned tight ranks. Rod felt the two soldiers next to him
shudder as they canme into contact with his "cat" body. They kept their faces
averted fromhimas though he snelled bad for them Rod said nothing; he just

| ooked forward and kept his inpression pleasantly stupid.

What foll owed next was surprising. The men wal ked in a strange way, all of
themnoving their left legs in unison, and then their right legs. A gentur
could not possibly do this, so with a nod of the sergeant's approval, C nell
pi cked himup and carried himclose to her bosom Suddenly, weapons fl ared.

These, thought Rod, nust be cousins of the weapons which the Lord Redl ady
carried a few weeks ago, when he | anded his ship on ny property. (He
renenber ed Hopper, his knife quivering like the head of a snake, threatening
the Iife of the Lord Redl ady; and he renenbered the sudden silent burst, the
bl ack oily snmoke, and the gloomy Bill |ooking at the chair where his pal had
exi sted a nonment ago.)

These weapons showed a little light, just a little, but their force was
betrayed by the buzzing of the floor and the agitation of the dust.

"Close in, men! Right up to your own feet! Don't let a blue man through!"
shouted the subchi ef.

The nen conpli ed.

The air began to snell funny and burned.



The ranp was clear of life except for their own.
When the ranmp swung around a corner, Rod gasped.

This was the nost enornobus room he had ever seen. It covered the entire top of
Eart hport. He could not even begin to guess how many hectares it was, but a
smal | farm coul d have been accommodated on it. There were few people there.
The nmen broke ranks at a command of the subchief. The officer glared at the
cat-man Rod, the cat-girl Cnell and the ape A gentur

"You stand right where you are till | cone back!"
They stood, saying not hing.
Cnell and A gentur took the place for granted.

Rod stared as though he would drink up the world with his eyes. In this one
enornous room there was nore antiquity and wealth than all A d North
Australia possessed. Curtains of an incredibly rich material shimered down
fromthe thirty-meter ceiling; sone of themseened to be dirty and in bad
repair, but a single one of them after paying the 20,000, 000% i nport duty,
woul d cost nore than any O d North Australian could afford to pay. There were
chairs and tables here and there, sone of them good enough to deserve a pl ace
in the Muiseum of Man on New Mars. Here they were nerely used. The people did
not seem any the happier for having all this wealth around them For the first
time, Rod got a glinpse of what spartan self-inposed poverty had done to make
life worthwhile at hone. Hi s people did not have rmuch, when they could have
chartered endl ess argosies of treasure, inbound fromall worlds to their own
pl anet, in exchange for the life-prolonging stroon. But if they had been
heaped with treasure they woul d have appreci ated not hing and woul d have ended
up possessing nothing. He thought of his own little collection of hidden
antiquities. Here on Earth it would not have filled a dustbin, but in the
Station of Doomit could afford himconnoi sseurship as |ong as he |ived.

The t hought of his honme made hi m wonder what A d Hot and Sinple, the Hon
Sec., mght be doing with his adversary on Earth. "It's a long, long way to
reach herel" he thought to hinself.

Cnell drew his attention by plucking at his arm

"Hold me," commanded she, "because | amafraid | might fall down and
Yeekasoose is not strong enough to hold ne."

Rod wondered who Yeekasoose mi ght be, when only the little nonkey A gentur was
with them he al so wondered why C nell should need to be held. Norstrilian
di scipline had taught himnot to question orders in an emergency. He held her

She suddenly sl unped as though she had fainted or had gone to sleep. He held
her with one armand with his free hand he tipped her head against his

shoul der so that she would | ook as though she were weary and affectionate, not
unconscious. It was pleasant to hold her little femal e body, which felt
fragile and delicate beyond belief. Her hair, disarrayed and w nd-bl own, stil
carried the smell of the salty sea air which had so surprised himan hour ago
She hersel f, he thought, was the greatest treasure of Earth which he had yet
seen. But suppose he did have her? What could he do with her in Ad North
Austral i a? Underpeopl e were conpl etely forbidden, except for military uses
under the exclusive control of the Conmonweal th government. He coul d not
imagine Cnell directing a mowi ng nachi ne as she wal ked across a gi ant sheep
shearing it. The idea of her sitting up all night with a lonely or frightened
sheep-nonster was itself ridiculous. She was a playgirl, an ornament in hunman



form for such as her, there was no place under the confortable gray skies of
hone. Her beauty would fade in the dry air; her intricate m nd would turn sour
with the weary endl essness of a farmculture: property, responsibility,
defense, self-reliance, sobriety. New Mel bourne would |l ook like a collection
of rude shacks to her.

He realized that his feet were getting cold. Up on the deck they had had

sunlight to keep themwarm even though the chill salty wet air of Earth's
mar vel ous "seas" was bl owi ng agai nst them Here, inside, it was nerely high
and cold, while still wet; he had never encountered wet cold before, and it

was a strangely unconfortabl e experience.

C nell canme to and shook herself to wakeful ness just as they saw the officer
wal ki ng toward them fromthe other end of the i mense room

(Later, she told himwhat she had experienced when she |apsed into
unconsci ousness.

First, she had had a call which she could not explain. This had made her warn
Rod. "Yeekasoose" was, of course E-ikasus, the real nane of the "nonkey" which
he called A gentur.

Then, as she felt herself swiming away into half-sleep with Rod's strong arm
around her, she had heard trumpets playing, just two or three of them playing
different parts to the same intricate, lovely piece of nusic, sonetimes in

sol os, sonetinmes together. If a human or robot tel epath had peeped her nind
while she listened to the nmusic, the inpression would have been that of a
perceptive c' girl who had |linked herself with one of the many tel epathic

ent ertai nnment channel s which filled the space of Earth Itself.

Last, there cane the nmessages. They were not encoded in the music in any way
what ever. The nusic caused the images to formin her mnd because she was
Cnell, herself, unique, individual. Particular fugues, or even individua
notes reached into her nmenory and enotions, causing her nmind to bring up old,
hal f-forgotten associations. First she thought of "High birds flying.” as in
t he song which she had sung to Rod. Then she saw eyes, piercing eyes which

bl azed with know edge while they stayed noist wth humlity. Then she snelled
t he strange odors of Downdeep-downdeep, the work-city where the underpeople
mai ntai ned the civilization on the surface and where sone illegal underpeople
| urked, overlooked by the authority of man. Finally she saw Rod hi nsel f,
striding off the deck with his Ioping Norstrilian walk. It added up sinply.
She was to bring Rod to the forgotten, forlorn, forbidden chanbers of the
Narmel ess One, and to do so pronptly. The music in her head stopped, and she
woke up.) The officer arrived.

He | ooked at theminquisitively and angrily. "This whol e business is funny.
The acting Comm ssi oner does not believe that there are any blue nen. W' ve
all heard of them And yet we know somebody set off a tel epathic enotion-bonb.
That rage! Half the people in this roomfell down when it went off. Those
weapons are conpletely prohibited for use inside the Earth's atnosphere.”

He cocked his head at them

C nell remained prudently silent, Rod practiced |ooking thoroughly stupid, and
A gentur | ooked like a bright, helpless little nonkey.

"Funnier still," said the officer. "The Acting Comi ssioner got orders to |et
you go. He got them while he was chewi ng nme out. How does anybody know t hat
you under peopl e are here? Wio are you, anyhow?"



He | ooked at themwi th curiosity for a mnute, but then the curiosity faded
with the pressure of his lifelong habits.

He snapped, "Who cares? Get along. Get out. You're underpeople and you' re not
allowed to stand in this room anyhow. "

He turned his back on them and wal ked away.

"Where are we goi ng?" whi spered Rod, hoping C nell would say that he could go
down to the surface and see Ad Earth Itself.

"Down to the bottomof the world, and then— She bit her lip. "...and then
much further down. | have instructions.”

"Can't | take an hour and | ook at Earth?" asked Rod. "You stay with me, of
course. "

"When death is junping around us like wild sparks? O course not. Cone al ong,
Rod. You'll get your freedom sonme time soon, if somebody doesn't kill you
first. Yeekasoose, you |ead the way!"

They wal ked only a few steps, then stopped short.

He st opped short.

They all three spun around.

A man faced them-a tall man, clad in formal garnments, his face gleanming with
intelligence, courage, wi sdomand a very special kind of elegance.

"I am projecting," said he.
"You know ne," he said to C nell.
"My lord Jestocost!"

"You will sleep,"” he conmanded A gentur, and the little nonkey crunpled into a
heap of fur on the deck of the tower.

"I amthe Lord Jestocost, one of the Instrunentality," said the strange man,

"and | amgoing to speak to you at very high speed. It will seemlike many
mnutes, but it will only take seconds. It is necessary for you to know your
fate."

"You mean ny future?" said Rod McBan. "I thought that you, or somebody el se,

had it all arranged.”

"W can di spose, but we cannot arrange. | have talked to the Lord Redl ady. |
have plans for you. Perhaps they will work out."

A slight frowning snmle crossed the face of the distinguished man. Wth his
left hand he warned C nell to do nothing. The beautiful cat-girl started to
step forward and then obeyed the inperious gesture, stopped, and nerely

wat ched.

The Lord Jestocost dropped to one knee. He bowed proudly and freely, with his
head held high and his face tilted upward while he stared directly at Rod
McBan.

Still kneeling, he said cerenoniously, "Sone day, young man, you will



under st and what you are now seeing. The Lord Jestocost, which is myself, has
bowed to no man or wonan since the day of his initiation. That was nore tine
ago than | like to remenber. But | bow freely to the man who has bought Earth.
| offer you my friendship and ny help. | offer both of these w thout nental
reservation. Now | stand up and | greet you as mnmy younger conrade."

He stood erect and reached for Rod's hand. Rod shook hands with him stil
bewi | der ed.

"You have seen the work of some of the people who want you dead. | have had a
hand in getting you through that (and I nmight tell you that the nan who sent
the spider will regret very deeply and very long that he did it). O her people

will try to hunt you down for what you have done or for what you are. | am
willing for you to save sonme of your property and all of your life. You will
have experiences which you will treasure—+f you live through them

"You have no chance at all without me. I'Il correct that. You have one chance

in ten thousand of coming out alive.

"Wth me, if you obey nme through C nmell, your chances are very good indeed.
More than one thousand to one in your favor. You will |ive—=

"But my money!" Rod spieked wildly wthout knowi ng that he did it.

"Your nmoney is on Earth. It is Earth," smled the wise, powerful old official
"It is being taxed at enornous rates. This is your fate, young man. Remenber
it, and be ready to obey it. Wen I lift nmy hand, repeat after nme. Do you
under st and?"

Rod nodded. He was not afraid, exactly, but sone unknown core w thin him had
begun to radiate animal terror. He was not afraid of what m ght happen to

hi nsel f; he was afraid of the strange, wild fierceness of it all. He had never
known that man or boy could be so utterly al one.

The | oneliness of the open outback at home was physical. This |oneliness had
mllions of people around him He felt the past crowding up as though it were
alive inits own right. The cat-girl beside himconforted hima little; he had
met her through Doctor Vomact; to Vomact he had been sent by Redl ady; and

Redl ady knew his own dear home. The |inkage was there, though it was renote.

In front of himthere was no |inkage at all

He stood, in his own mind, on a precipice of the present, staring down at the
conpl ex inexplicable imensity of Earth's past. This was the place that al
people were from In those oceans they had crawmed in the sline; fromthose
salt, rich seas they had clinbed to that land far below him on that |and they
had changed fromanimals into men before they had seized the stars. This was
hone itself, the hone of all nen, and it could swall ow hi mup

The word-thoughts cane fast out of the Lord Jestocost's mind, directly into
his own. It was as though Jestocost had found sone way around his inpedi nent
and had then disregarded it.

"This is Add Earth Itself, fromwhich you were bred and to which all nen
return in their thoughts if not in their bodies. This is still the richest of
the worlds, though its wealth is neasured in treasures and nmenories, not in
stroon.

"Many men have tried to rule this world. A very few have done it for a little
while."



Unexpectedly, the Lord Jestocost lifted his right hand. Wthout knowi ng why he
did it, Rod repeated the |ast sentence.

"A very few nen have governed the world for a little while."
"The Instrunmentality has rmade that inpossible."

The right hand was still in the comrandi ng "up
"The Instrunmentality has rmade that inpossible."

position, so Rod repeated,

"And now you, Rod McBan of Od North Australia, are the first to own it."
The hand was still raised.

"And now |, Rod McBan, of Od North Australia, amthe first to own it."
The hand dropped, but the Lord spieked on.

"Go forward, then, with death around you.

"Go forward, then, to your heart's desire.

"Go forward, with the love you will win and | ose.

"Co forward, to the world, and to that other world under the world.

"Co forward, to wild adventures and a safe return.

"Be watchful of Cnell. She will be ny eyes upon you, mnmy arm around your
shoul ders, nmy authority upon your person; but go.

"Go." Up went the hand.
"Go.." said Rod.
The Lord vani shed.

C nell plucked at his sleeve. "Your trip is over, ny husband. Now we take
Earth itself."

Softly and quickly they ran to the steps which went to uni nagi nable Earth
bel ow t hem

Rod McBan had cone to the fulfilnment of his chance and his inheritance.

EPI LOGUE AND CODA

How Rod McBan CLI took his chance and enjoyed his inheritance is, of course,
inplicit in all that he had done and had been done to himup to his neeting
with the Lord Jestocost. The details of how it all worked out are doubtless
fascinating (and will doubtless be told later), but the reason for this
chroni cl e ends now that the players have made the noves that will determ ne
t he out cone.

One piece remains to be renoved fromthe board first, though.

AOd North Australia, Adm Ofices of the Commbnweal t h



"You, former Hon. Sec. of this government, are charged wi th going outside the
l[imts of your Onseckish duties and of attenpting to comrit mayhem or nmurder
upon the person of one of Her Absent Mjesty's subjects, the said subject
bei ng Roderick Frederick Ronald Arnold WIliam MacArthur McBan to the

one- hundred-and-fifty-first generation; and you are further charged with the
abuse of an official instrument of this Commonweal t h government in designing
and encomnpassi ng the said unlawful purpose, to wit, one mutated sparrow,
serial nunber 0919487, specialty number 2328525, weighing forty-one kil ogramns
and having a nonetary value of 685 minicredits. Wat say you?"

Hought on Syne CXLI X buried his face in his hands and sobbed.

The Prediction Machi ne at the Abba Di ngo

Jestocost was the only Lord of the Instrunentality who had bothered to put
through a direct line to the prediction machine at the Abba D ngo, hal fway up
t he i mense col um whi ch supported Earthport. Mst of the tinme the machine did
not work at all; rmuch of the rest was unintelligible, but Jestocost |iked
trying it anyhow.

The night of Rod's arrival he asked, "What is happening in the world?"
Said the machine, "What? What? Be clear."
"Has anything started happening in the world today?" shouted Jestocost.

There was a | ong delay. Jestocost thought of disconnecting, but finally the
machi ne spoke, in the accents of ages past, "This-machine is cold, cold.
This-machine is old, old. It is hard to tell. It is hard to know. But
somet hi ng has begun to happen. Sonething strange, like the first few drops of
an imrense rainstorm like the tiny glow of an approaching conet. Change is
coming to this world. It is not change whi ch weapons can stop. This change
whi spers in like a forgotten dream Maybe it will be good. Change, change...at
the center of it all, there is a boy. One boy. This-nmachine cannot see him.!

There was a long silence. Jestocost finally knew that the machi ne had not hi ng
nore to say. He cut the connection. And then, very deeply, he sighed.



